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NORTH-WARD HOE. 

AC TVS PRIM VS. 


Enter Luke Greene-Jhield with Fetherjlone booted, 

Eith, RT fure old Maybcry Innes here to 

night. 

Gne, Tis ccrtaine the honefl knaue 

Chamberleine that hath bin my 
Informer, my baud, euer fmce I knew Ware affures 
me of it, and more being a Londoner though alto- 
gether vnacquainted, I haue requefled his company at 
fupper, 

Feth, Excellent occafion : how wee flmll carry our 
felucs in this bufmes is onely to be thought vpon. 

Gree, Be that my vndertaking : if I do not take a 
full rcuenge of his wines puritanical! coyneffe. 

Feth Suppofe it fhe fliould be chafl. 

Gree, 0 hang her; this art of feeming honefl 
makes many of our young fonnes and heires in the 
Citty, looke fo like our prentifes, — Chamberlaine. 

Cha. Heare Sir. Enter Chamberlaine, 
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IVo7^ih-ward Hoe. 

(tm\ This honed kiuiuc is call’d iNfiomnr^ id noi 
a good name for a Chainherlaine ? he dwelt at 
JIabk not long finee, and hath l^ronght me and the 
two Butchers J)aughtcrs there to interuiew twenty 
times & not fo little I proted : how chance you left 
duiidable Sirra ? 

Cka. Faith Sir the towne droop! euer fince the 
peace in Ireland^ your captaines were wont to take 
their Icaucs of their London Polecats, (their wenches 
I ineane Sir) at Dimdable : the next morning when 
tlicy had broke their fad togeather the wenches 
brought them to Mockly ’ith hole, ik fo the one for 
London the other for Wejkhejkr^ your ouely rode now 
Sir is Yorkc Yorhe Sir. 

Grm. Prue, but yet it comes h^ant of the Pro- 
phefj ; Z///r^;///r was, London is, ;md Yorke tliall-bc. 

Cha. Yt‘S, Sir, tis fulHild, Fc/dvr fhalbe, that is, 
it lhalbc Yorke dill, furely it was the mciining of the 
prophet : will you hauc lome (Pay filh, and a Spitch- 
cockc. 


Enter Maybery mth Jkliamont 
Fdh And a fat IVoiit. 

Cham. You fliall Sir ; the Londoners you wot of 
Grmu Mod kindly welcome — I befecch you hold 
our bouldnefle cxcufod Sir. 

Jklla. Sir it is the health of IVauailcrs, to inioy 
good company ; will you wulkc. 

Feth Whether I'rauaile you T befecch you. 

May. Po London Sir wc came from Gimhrid^eM 
Bel I tel yon (JeiUlemen 1 hane obferu’d very 
much with being at durbridge^ ; it hath adordiHl me 
mirth lieyond the length of hue lattin (kmuHlies ; here 
fliould you meetc a Nor-folk yeoman iul but ; with his 
head able to ouer-turne you ; and his |)retty wife that 
followed him, ready to excufe the ignorant hardnelle 
of her hulbands forhead, in the goofe mark! number 
of freflimen ; duck here and there, with a graduate : 
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like clones with great heads in a gammon of bacon : 
here two gentlemen making a mariage betweene their 
heires oner a wool-pack ; there a Minillers wife that 
could fpeake falfe lattine very lifpingly ; here two in 
one corner of a fliop : Londoners felling their wares, 
& other Gentlemen courting their wiues ; where they 
take vp petticoates you fliold finde fch oilers & townf- 
mens wiues crouding togither while their hufbands 
weare in another market bufie amongll the Oxen \ 
twas like a campe for in other Countries fo many 
Punks do not follow an army. I could make an ex- 
cellent difeription of it in a Comedy : but whether are 
you triuuiilvng (Gentlemen 1 

Fdh. Faith Sir we purpolcd a dangerous voiage, 
but vpon better confideration we alterd our courfe. 

May. May we without offence pertake the ground 
of it. 

G?ren. 1'is altogither triiiial in-footh : but to paffe 
away the time till fupper, He deliuer it to you, with 
protellation before hand, I feeke not to publifli 
cuery gentle-womans diflionor, only by the paffage 
of my difcource to haue you cenfure the Hate of our 
quarrel 

/>W, Forth Sir. 

Green. Frecpienting the company of many mar- 
chants wiues in the Citty, my heart by chance leapt 
into mine eye to affedl the fairefl but with al the 
falfefl creature that euer affedion ftoopt to. 

May. Of what ranck was llie I befeech you. 

Mih. Vpon your promife of fecrefie. 

Bel You fliall clofe it vp like treafure of your 
owne, and your felfe fliall keepe the key of it 

Green. She was and by report Hill is wife to a moll 
graxic and well reputed Cittizen. 

May. And entertaind your loue. 

Green. As Meddowes do Aprill : the violence as 
it fcenied of her affedlion — but alas it proued her dif- 
fcmbling, would at my comming and departing be-dew 
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her eyes with louc dropps ; () Ihe could the art of 
woman m(dl feelingly. 

iM Motl feelingly. 

Maj. I lliouUl liot haue lik’d that ft'elingly had 
flie beene my wife, giue lus feme fack hearc and in 
faith — we are all friends ; & in priuate — what was her 
hufbands name — He giue you a caroufc by and by. 

Green, O you fliall pardon mec his name, it 
feemes you are a Cittizen, it would bee difeourfe 
inough for you vpon the exchange this fort-night 
fliould I tell his name. 

Jkl Your modefly in ' this wines commendation ; 
on fir. 

Green, In the paOage of our loues, (amongft othcT 
fauours of greater valew) flic beflowcd vpon me this 
ringe which flie jwotefled was her luifbands gift. 

May. The poefie, the poefie— () my heart, that 
ring good infaith : 

G/ren. Not many nights comming to her end being 
familiar with her. 

Afay. Killing and fo forth. 

Green, 1 Sir. 

Ma, And talking to her feelingly. 

Gre, Pox on% I lay with her. 

May, Good infaith, you are of a good com 
plexion. 

Green, Lying w’ith her as I fay ; and rifmg fome- 
what early from her in the morning, I lofl this ring in 
her bed. 

May, In my wines bed. 

A/A How <io you Sir, 

May, Nothing : leltes hauc a fire chamlicriaine ; 
I thinke my bootes haue taken water I hauc liich a 
fliudering : itlf bed you fay ; 

Green. Right Sir, in Miftris Maiifcrm fliceics. 

May, Was her name Afayi^ery. 

Green, Beflirew my longue for blabbing, I prefiime 
vpon your fccrefy. 
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May. O God Sir, but where did you find your 
loofing- 

Green. Where I found her falfneffe : with this 
Gentleman ; who by his owne confefTion pertahing the 
like inioyment ; found this ring the fame morning on 
her pillowe, and fliam’d not in my fight to weare it. 

May. What did thee talke feelingly to him too ; I 
warrant her hulband was forth a Towne all this while, 
and he poore man trauaild with hard Egges in^s 
pocket, to faue the charge of a baite, whilR Ihe was 
at home with her Plouers, Turkey, Chickens ; do you 
know that Maihery, 

Mill. No more then by name. 

May. Hee*s a wondrous honefl man; lets be 
merry ; will not your millriffe gentlemen, you are 
tenants in common I take it 

Feth. Gree. Yes. 

May. Will not your Miflrefic make much of her 
husband when he comes home, as if no fuch leger- 
demaine had bin a<5led. 

Green. Yes fhe hath reafon for’t, for in fome 
countries, where men and women haue good trauailing 
ftomackes, they begin with porredge ; then they fall 
to Capon or fo-forth : but if Capon come fhort of 
filling their bellies, to their porridge againe, tis their 
onely courfe, fo for our women in England. 

May. This wit taking of long iourneys : kindred 
that comes in ore the hatch, and failing to Weftminfter 
makes a number of Cuckolds. 

Bell Fie what an idle quarrell is this, was this her 
ring I 

Grem. Her ring Sir. 

A pretty idle toy, would you would take 
mony foft 

Feth. Green. Mony fir. 

May. The more I looke on% the more I like it 

Bell. Troth *tis of no great valew, and confidering 
the Ioffe, and finding of this ring made breach into 
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your friemlflup, Cietiilcmen, with this trifle purtliafc 
his loue^ 1 can (cll you he keepes a gooti 'I'ahle- 

Grtm. What my Miflris gift ? 

F^i/i Faith you are a merry old Gentlcmani ^ lie 
giue you my part in't. 

GrmL Troth axid mine, with your promife to con- 
ceale it from her husband. 

May. Doth he know of it yet t 

Grem. No Sir, 

May. He fliall neuer then I protefl : looke you 
this ring doth fitte me paffing well 

Mtk I am glad we haue fitted you. 

May. This walking is wholefome, I was a cold 
cuen now, now I fwcat for’t. 

FM. ShaDs walke into the Garden Zuke. Gentle- 
men weelc downe and haflen fupper. 

May. Looke you, we mud he hotter acquainted 
that’s all liveuai (tnm. aati FeiL 

Green. Mofl willingly; Excellent, hee’s heat lo 
the proofe, lets with-clraw, and giue him Icaue to rauc 
a little. 

May. Chamberlaine, giue vs a clcane To%velL 

Ettier Chamhrlaim. 

Bell. How now man 1 

May. I am fooliflr old Maylmj^ and yet 1 can be 
wife Mayhery too ; He to London prefcntly, begon 
Sir. 

Bell. How, how ? 

May. Nay, nay, Gods pretious you doc midake 
mee Maider Bellmnoni ; I am not didempered, for to 
know a mans wife is a whore, is to be refolifd of it, 
and to be refolued of it, is to make no (|iiedion of it, 
and when a cafe is out of queflion j what was I 
faying ? 

Bell Why looke you, what a didrafiioix are you 
falne into % 
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May, If a man be deuorfl, do you fee, deuorU 
forma /urh\ whether may he haue an adlion or no, 
gainil tliofe that make homes at him ? 

BeiL O madneffe ! that the frailty of a woman 
fliould make a wife man thus idle 1 yet I protefl to my 
vnderftanding, this report feemes as farre from truth, 
as you from patiezice. 

May, Then am I a foole, yet I can bee wife and 
I lift too : what fayes my wedding ring t 

JBelL Indeed that breeds fome fufpition : for the 
reft moft grofe and open, for two men, both to loue 
your wife, both to inioy her bed, and to meete you as 
if by miracle, and not knowing you, vpon no occafion 
in the world, to thruft vpon you a difeourfe of a 
quarrell, with circumftancc fo diflionefl, that not 
any (.icnllcman but of the countrie blufhing, would 
haue publiftit. I and to name you : doe you know 
them 1 

Jfay, Faith now I remember, I haue feene them 
walkc uiufllcd by my llxop. 

Be//, Like enough ; pray God they doe not borrow 
mony of vs twixt and London : come ftriue to 
blow ouer thefe clowdes. 

May, Not a clowd, you ftiall haue cleane Moone- 
fliine, they haue good fmooth lookes the fellowes. 

Bd/, As let, they will take vp I warrant you, where 
they may bee trufted ; will you be merry ? 

May, Wonderous merry ; lets haue fome Sack to 
drownc this Cuckold, downe with him : wonderous 
merry : one word & no more ; I am but a foolilh 
tradefman, and yet He be a wife tradefman. Exeunt, 

Enter Do// /ead hetweme Leuer-poole, and Chartley, 
after them Philip arrej/ed, 

PhU, Arreft me % at whofe fute ? Tom Chart/ey^ 
JOkk Leuerpoo/e^ flay, Ime arrefted. 

Omn, Arrefted 1 

I. S^, Gentlemen breake not the head of the 
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peace ; its to no purpofc, for hcc's in the lawes 
chilches, you fee Jiee’vS fangd 

Vds life, doe you iland with your naked 
weapons in your hand, and doe nothing with em? put 
one of em into my fingers, He tickle the pimplc-nofed 
varlets. 

PMl Hold Do/h thrufl not a weapon vpon a mad 
woman, Officers flep back into the Tauerne, you 
might ha tane mee ith flreete, and not ith’ Tauerne 
entire, you Cannibals. 

Sir. Wee did it for your credit Sir. 

€/mrl How much is- the debtl Drawer, fome 
wine. 


JSnter Drawer, 

I. Str, Fourc (core pound : can you fend forBaile 
Sir ? or what will you doe ? wee cannot flay. 

DolL You cannot, you pafly-footcd llafcalls, you 
will flay one day in hell 

DhiL Foure fcorc pounds drawcs dcepc ; farewell 
Dod come Serieants, lie flep to mine Vncle not farre 
off, here-by in Pudding lane, and he AkiII buile mee : 
if not, Charily you fhall findc me playing at Span- 
counter, and fo farewell. Send mee fome Tobacco. 

X, Ser, Haue an eye to his hands. 

a, Ser, Haue an eye to his legges. Exsunt, 

DolL Ime as melancholy now ? 

Chart Villanous fpitcfull luck, He hold my life 
fome of thefe fawfie Drawers betrayd him. 

Draw, Wee fir I no by Gad Sir, wee fcorne to 
haue a Judas in our company. 

Zeuer, No, no, hee was dogd in, this is the end of 
all dyeing. 

DolL This is the end of all whores, to fall into the 
hands of knaues. Drawer, tye my flioe pry thee : the 
new knot as thou fcefl this : FJiilip is a good honed 
Gentleman, I loue him becaufe heele fpend, but when 
I faw him on his Fathers Hobby, and a brace of 
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Funkes following him in a coach, I told him hee 
would run out, hall done boy ? 

Dr mo. Yes forfooth : by my troth you haue a 
dainty legge. 

Doll How now good-man rogue. 

Draw, Nay fweete Miflreffe Do//, 

Do//, Doll ! you reprobate ! out you Bawd for 
feauen yeares by the cuftome of the Citty. 

Draw, Good Miflris Dorothy ; the pox take mee, 
if I toucht your legge but to a good intent. 

Do//, Prate you : the rotten toothd rafcall, will for 
fixe pence fetch any whore to his maiflers cuflomers : 
and is euery one that fwims in a Taffatie gowne Lettis 
for your lippes ? vds life, this is rare, that Gentlewomen 
and Drawers, mud fuck at one Spiggot:, Doe you 
laugh you vnrcafonable puck-lid ? doe you grin 1 

CVmrt. Away Drawer : hold pry thee good rogue, 
holdc iny fweete Do//j a pox a this fwaggering. 

Do/l Fox a your gutts,your kidneys j mew : hang 
yec, rooke : Pme as melancholy now as Fleet-dreete 
in a long vacation. 

ZmoK Melancholy? come weele ha fome muld 
Sack. 

Doll When begins the terme ? 

Chart, Why ? had any fuites to be tryed at Weft- 
minder ? 

Do/l My Sutes you bafe ruffian haue beene tryed 
at Wedminder already : fo foone as euer the terme 
begins, He change my lodging, it dands out a the way ; 
He lye about Charing-croftej for if there be any dir- 
rings, there we ffiall haue 'em : or if fome Dutch-man 
would come from the States 1 oh 1 thefe F/mfuings 
payioimdly for what they take. 

Lmer, If thotft haue a lodging Wed-ward Doll^ 
He fitte thee. 

Do/l At Tybume will you not ? a lodging of your 
prouiding ? to bee cafd a Lieutenants, or a Captaines 
wench 1 oh ! I fcorne to bee one of your Low-^country 
commodities, I ; is this body made to bee mainteined 
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with Prouant and dead payl no: the Mercer ninf! 
bcc paide, and Satiin |»()vvncH nmll l)ee tnne vp. 

Cktrt And gallon pots mull l)e tumbled downt\ 

J)oiL Stay : 1 hauc had a plot a breeding iu my 
braines — Are all the Qued-houfes broken vp ? 

Leuer. Yes, long fnice : what then 1 

DoiL What then ? mary then is the wind come 
about, and for thofe poore wenches that before Chrill 
maffe fled Wed-ward with bag and baggage, come 
now failing alongd the lee fliore with a Northerly 
winde, and we that had warrants to lie without the 
liberties, come now dropping into the freedotnc l)y 
Owle-light, fneakingly. 

Chart But DoU^ whats the plot thou fpakd off I 

DoiL Mary this : (Gentlemen, and Pobacco-dinck- 
ers, and fuch like are dill buzising where fweete meates 
are (like Idyes) but they make any llefli dinke that 
they blow vpon : t will leauc thofe fell owes therefore 
in the hands of their Landreffes : Siluer is the Kings 
darape, man Clods dampe, and a woman is mans 
dampe, wee are not currant till wee paffe from one 
man to another. 

Boik Very good. 

DoiL I will therefore take a faire houfc in the 
Citty ; no matter tho it be a Tauerne that has blowue 
vp his M’aider : it flmll be in trade dill, for 1 know 
diuerfe Taiiernes ith Powne, that haite but a Wall be* 
tweene them and a holte-houfe. It diall then bee 
giuen out, that Tme a Oentlewoman of fuch a birth, 
dich a wealth, haixe had fuch a breeding, and fo 
foorth, and of fuch carriage, and fuch (|ualitics, and 
fo forth : to fet it od^* the better, old lack Ifornci ihall 
take vppon him to bcc my Iffither. 

Lcuer. Excellent, with a chaine about his neck 
and fo forth. 

DoiL For that, Saint Martins and wee will talke : 
I know we flmll haue (ludgions bite prefently : if they 
doe boyes, you flmll Hue like Knights fcllowes ; as 
occafion femes, you fliall wearc liueries and waite, but 
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wlien (lulls are my winde-falls, you lliall be Gentle- 
men, and kcepe them company : feeke out lack Hornet 
incontinently. 

Lmcr. Wee will : come Charely^ weele playe our 
partes I warrant 

Dell Doe fo 

The world’s a ftage, from which llrange fhapes we 
borrow : 

To day we are honefl, and ranke knaues to morrow. 

Exewit 

Enter Maybery, Bellamont, attd a Prentice, 

A fay. Where is your Millris, villaine ? when went 
Ihe abroad t 

Pren, Abroad Sir, why affoone as flm was vp Sir. 

Afay, Vp Sir, downe Sir^fo fir : Maiiler Beilammt, 
I will tell you a flrange fecret in Nature, this boy is 
my wines bawd. 

BeiL O fie fir, fie, the boy he doe’s not looke like 
a Bawde, he has no double chin, 

Pren. No fir, nor my breath does not llinke, I 
fmcll not of Garlick or Aqua-vitm : I vfe not to bee 
drunke with Sack and Sugar : I fweare not God dam 
me, if 1 know where the party is, when ’tis a lye and 
I <loe know: I was neuer Carted (but in haruefl) 
ncuer whipt but at Schoole : neuer had the Grin- 
coms : ncuer fold one Maiden-head ten feuerall times, 
firfl to an EngU/tmian, then to a Weijhmany then to a 
Dutchman^ then to a pockie Frenchman^ I hope Sir I 
am no Bawd then. 

Afay, Thou art a Baboune^ and holdll me with 
trickes, whilll my Wife grafts grafts, away, trudge, run, 
fcarch her out by land, and by water. 

Pren, Well Sir, the land He ferret, and after that 
He fearch her by water, for it may be Ihees gone to 
Brainford, Exit* 

Mayk Inquire at one of mine Aunts. 

Bell, One of your Aunts, are you mad ? 
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Mmk Yea, as uKiuy of the twelue companies an*, 
Ironblctl, tnntblcd 

BrL lie chide yon : goe to, !U‘ chide you foundly. 

May* Oh maifler AW/a/ma/f I 

jy. Oh Maifler Jifayinry / before your Scruant to 
(launce a Lancafliirc Horne pipe : it Ihcwes worfc to 
mee, then dancing does to a deafe man that fees not 
the fiddles : Sfoot you talke like a Player. 

Mayk If a Player talke like a mad- man, or a 
foole, or an Affe, and knowes not what bee talkes, 
then Ime one : you are a Poet Maifler I 

will beflow a piece of Plate vpon you to l)ring my 
wife vpon the Stage, wud not her humor plcafe 
Gentlemen. 

BMh I linnkc it would ; yours wud make Gentle- 
men as fatt as fooles : T wud giue two peeces of Plate, 
to haue you Hand by mo, when I were to write a 
iealous mans part : lealous men arc eyther knaues or 
Coxcombes, bee you neither : you wearc yellow hofe 
without caufe. 

A fay. With"Out caufe, when my Mare beares 
double : without caufe 1 

Be/l And without wit* 

May. When two Virginall lacks skip vp, as the key 
of my inflrument goes downe 1 

B€f They arc two wicked elders. 

May. When my wines ring docs fmoake forH. 

Beil Your wines ring may deceive you. 

May. O Maifler Beiiamont I had it not becne my 
wife had made me a Cuckold, it fhould Jieucr haue 
greeued mcc* 

Bel You wrong her vpon my foule. 

Mai No, fhc wrongs me vpon her l)ody. 

Enter a Seruingman. 

Bel Now blew-bottle? what fluttei you for Sea- 
pyel 

Ser. Not to catch fiflhi Sir, my young Maifler, your 
fonne maifler BMIi/f is taken prifoncr. 
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Bel By the Dnnkirks. 

Ser. Worfe : by Catch-polls : hee's encountred. 

BcL Shall I neuer fee that prodigall come home. 

Scr. Yes Sir^ if youle fetch him out, you may kill a 
Calfe for him. 

BeL For how much lyes he ? 

Ser. The debt is foure fcore pound, marry he 
chargde mee to tell you it was foure fcore and ten, fo 
that he lies onely for the odde ten pound. 

BeL His childs part lhal now be paid, this mony 
flialbc his lad, & this vexation the lad of mine : if 
you had fuch a fonne maider Maiberie. 

MaL To fuch a wife, twere an excellent couple. 

BcL Releafc him, and releafe me of much forrow, 
I will buy a Sonne no more : goe redeeme him. 

Enter Prentice and Maiberies wife, 

Prent Here’s the party Sir. 

MaL Hence, and lock fad the dores, now is my 
prize. 

Prmt If die beate you not at your owne weapon, 
wud her Buckler were cleft in two peeces. Exit 

BeL I will not haue you handle her too roughly. 

MaL No, I will like a ludice of peace, grow to the 
point : are not you a whore : neuer dart : thou art a 
Cloth-worker, and had turnd me. 

Wife. How Sir, into what Sir, haue I turn’d you % 

May* Into a Ciuill Suite : into a fober bead : a 
Land-rat, a Cuckold : thou art a common bed-fellow, 
art not ? art not 1 

Wif Sir this Language, to me is drange, I vnder- 
ftand it not 

May* O 1 you dudie the french now. 

Wife* Good Sir, lend me patience. 

May. I made a fallade of that herbe : deed, fee 
thefe fledi-hookes, I could teare out thofe falfe eyes, 
thofe Cats eyes, that can fee in the night: punch 
I could. 
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/>V/. ITeare her anfwer for h<^r fclfe. 

IFff. (lood Mailler BMimont, 

Lta him not do me violonrc : decre Sir, 

Should any but your felfc fliooic out Ihefe naxnes, 

J would put off all female modcfly, 

To be reueng^l on him. 

May. Know'll thou this ring ? there has bin old 
running at the ring fmee I went 

Wife. Yes Sir, this ring is mine, he was a viliayne, 
That Role it from my hand : he was a viliayne : 

That put it into yours. 

May. They were no villaynes, 

When they Rood Routly for me : tooke your part ; 
And Read of collours fought vnder my flieetes. 

Wife. 1 know not what you raeanc. 

May. They lay with thee : 1 mcanc plaine dealing. 

Wffe. With me 1 if euer I had thought vneleane, 
In deteRation of your nuptiall pillow : 

Let Sidpiur drop from Ileauen, and naile my body 
Dead to this earth : that ilaiic, that damned fury 
(Whofe whips are in your tongue to torture me) 
CaRing an eye vnlawfull on my checke, 

Haunted your thre-(hoId daily, and threw forth 
Ail tempting baytes which luR and crc<iulous youtlx, 
Apply to our fraile fex : but thofe being weakc 
The fecond feige he layd was in fweete worries. 

Mai And then the breach was made. 

Sel Nay, nay, heare all 

Wife. At laR he takes me fitting at your dorc, 
Seizes my palmc, and by the charmc of olhes 
(Back to rcRore it Rraight) he won my hand, 

To crowne his finger with that hoope of gold, 

I did demand it, but he mad with rage 
And with defires vnbrideled, fled and vow'd, 

That ring fliould mee vndo : and now belike 
His fpells haue wrought on you. But I befeech you, 
To dare him to my face, and in meane time 
Deny me bed-roome, driue me from your board, 
Difgracc me in the habit of your flaue, 
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Lofli^e nie in fnme difcomforlablc vault 

WhcHi ncitlua* Sun nor M-oonc may touch my fight, 

1*111 of this llnmler 1 my foiilc aci^mte. 

/>^/. (iiiiltlclfc vpon my foule. 

May. Troth fo thinke I. 

I now draw in your bow, as I before 
Snppofd they drew in mine : my flreame of ielozy, 
Ebs back againe, and 1 that like a horie 
Ran blind-fold in a Mill (all in one circle) 

Yet thought I Iiad gon foi e-right, now fpy my error : 
Villaines you liaue abuf d me, and I vow 
Sharp vengeance on your heads : driue in your 
teares 

1 take your word ya’rc lionoR, wliich good men, 

Y(a*y good men will IVarce do to their wines. 

! will bring lioiuc thefe fer[)ents and allow them, 

1'hc lieatc of mine owne hofome : wife 1 charge you 
Set out your luiuiours towards them in fuch collours, 
As if you had bin their whore, He haue it fo, 

.lie candy oVe my words, and flecke my brow, 

Intreate ’em that they would not point at me, 

Nor mock my homes, with this Arme He em- 
brace ^cm 

And with this — go too. 

JVI/e- Oh we lhall haue murder — ^you kill my 
heart. 

May. No : I will flicd no blond, 
i>ut ! will be reiieng’d, they that do wrong 
Teach others way to right : He fetch my blow 
and a far off and as Fencers vfe 
llio at the foote I ilrike, the head He bruize. 

Enter Philip and fenmnt 

Bch Tie ioync with you ; lets walke ; oh I heres 
my Sonne. 

Welcome a hrorc Sir : from whence come you pray. 

PML From the houfe of praier and failing— -the 
Counter. 


c 
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Bel Art not thoix alliaiii’cl to bee fcenc come out 
of a prifon. 

rhil. No Gods my ludgc, hut I was aihauiM to 
goe into prifon. 

Bd. i am told fir, that you fpend your credit and 
your coiiie vpon a light woman, 

FML I ha feenc light gold fir, paffe away amongfl 
Mercers, 

BeL And that you haue layd thirty or fortie 
pounds vpon her back in tafFaty gownes, and filke 
peUicoates. 

PhiL None bixt Taylors will fay fo, I neie laykl 
any thing vpon her backc : 1 confeOc I tooke vp a 
pelticoato and a rairAl fore-part for her, but who has 
to do willi that ? 

May. Mary that htiB cucry body Maillcr 

BcL Leaue her cotnpany, or leaue me, for (hce*s a 
woman of an ill name. 

P/d/. Her name is J/orot/iy fir, 1 ho])c thats no 
il name. 

Be/. What is dice? what wilt thou do with her! 

PhiL SI)loud fir what does he with lujr? 

ikl. Doefl meane to marry her? of what hirtli is 
flhiec? what arc her commings in, wliatdoes fiie line 
vpon t 

Phillip. Rents fir, Rents, fliec lines vpon her Rents, 
and I can haue her. 

Bd. You cam 

Phil. Nay father, if defliny <Ioggc mec f mull 
haue her; you haue often tould mcc the nine Mufes 
are all women, and you dcalc with tlicm, may not f 
the better bee allowed one than you fo many? fooke 
you Sir, the Norlheroc man loucs while-meales, the 
Southcry man Ballades, the ICOcx man a Calfc, llie 
Kcntifiiman a Wugdailc, the Lancafitire man an ICgg- 
pic, the Welfimian Lockes and Cheefe, and your ! 4 on- 
doners rawe Mutton, fo FatluT god-boy, I was borne 
in London, 

Bella. Stay, lookc you Sir, as hce that lines vpon 
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Siilladcs wilhout M utton, feedcs like an Oxe, (for liee 
cjiloH |‘rnrre you knowc) yet rizcs as hungry as an 
Afic, and ns lice that makes a din nor of leckes will 
haaic Icanc eheekes, fo, thou foolifli l.ondoner,^ if 
nothing but raw mutton can diet thee, looke to line 
like a foolc and a ilaue, and to die like a begger and 
a knaue, come Maiflcr Maibme, farewell boy. 

PML Farewell father Snot ... Sir if I haue her, 
Tie fpend more in mudard <fe vineger in a yeare, then 
both you in beefe. 

Boih. More fancy knauc thou. Exeunt 


ASliis 2. Scena f. 

Enter Uomet, Doll, Lctierpoole and Charily 
feruin^nen. 

Horn. AMI like a fidlers bafe violl (new fet 
vp,) in a good cafe boiesi ifl neate, 
is it terfe I am 1 hanfome % Iia I 

Omfh Admirable, excellent 

Dot An vnder flieriffe cannot couer a knaue more 
cunningly. 

Leuer. Sfoot if he fliould come before a Church- 
warden, he wud make him peu-fellow with a Lords 
Howard at kali. 

Horn. If I had but a flaffe in my hand, fooles 
wu<l thinke I were one of Simo7i and Judes gentlemen 
vflicrs, and that my apparell were hir’d : they fay three 
I'aylors go to the making vp of a man, but Ime fure 
1 had foure I'aylors and a halfe went to the making of 
me thus : this Suite tho’ it ha bin canuad well, yet tis 
no law-fuitc, for twas difpatchl fooner than a poflet on 
a wedding night. 

JJoL Why I tel thee Jack Hornet ^ if the Diuel and 
all the Brokers in long lane had rifled their wardrob, 
they wud ha bcene dambd before they had fitted 
thee thus. 
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HmiL I fha.ll I)cc a (iniple flxthcr for yoti : 

Ikhv does niy ehaiiu* ikow now I walkc, 

JW. If thon wcrl Imng in <'liaines, thou couldfl 
not liiow bettor. 

C/itoi. but how fit our Idew-coates on our baches. 

/J(>1 As they do vpou bauckrout retainers backes 
at Saint Georj^vs fcaft in Limdo?t : but at Wejlminjkr^ 
It makes fcornc the badge of their oc.ciipation : 
there' the bragging vclure-caniondhobbi-horfes, praunce 
vp and downe as if fome a the Tiltcrs had ridden 

Ji<v\ Nay Sfoot, if ihey be banckrouts, tis like 
foine liaue ridden ^em : and there-vpon the Cittizens 
Prouorbe rifes, when hec faycvS ; he trulls to a broken 
{laffe. 

DolL Jfofiici) now you ])lay iny Father, take heed 
you be not out of your part, an<] fliame your adopted 
i laughter. 

Ilor/L 1 will looke gnuiely Do//, (doc you fee 
boye.s) like the fore-man of a hiry : and fpeake wifely 
like a Lattin Schooh‘anaider, ami be furly and dogged, 
and proud like the Keeper ol a prifon. 

Y<ni mufl lie horribly, when you la.lke of 
your lauds. 

/hm. No flioi^keeper fhall out lye mcc, nay, no 
Idnicer; when I hem boyes, you fhallduck: when I 
(xnigli and fpit gobbets /)o// 

JD//. Fbc pox lhall be in your lungs Jlerml 

J/or. No ho//^ thefe witli their high diocs fluill 
tread me out. 

J)oI/. All the leilons that I ha prickt out for ’em, 
is when the VVethercock of my body turnes towards 
lliein, to hand bare. 

//imi. And not to l>e faweie as Heruing-men arc. 

C/arr, Come, come, wc are no hub creatures as 
you lake vf! for. 

/)oI. If we hanc but gooil draughts in my peeter- 
boate, frelli Salmon you rweetc villaincs fliail be no 
incat<‘ with vs. 
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i/onh Sfoot noticing mooues my choller, but that 
my chaine is Cop])cr : but tis no matter, better men 
than old y^ird* J/ormf haue rode vp Holbiinie, with 
i\H bad a thing about their neckes as this : your right 
whifOer indeed hangs himfelfe in Saint Marihis^ and 
not in Chcap-fHk, 

DolL Peace, fome-body rings : run both, whilll he 
has the rope in’s hand, if it be a prize, hale him, if a 
man a war, blow him vp, or hang him out at the maine 
yeards end. 

IJorn. But what ghofls (hold vp ray fine Girle) 
what ghofls haunts thy houfe I 

J)o/L Oil ! why diuerfe : I haue a Clothiers Fadtor 
or two ; a Grocer that wonhl faine Pepper me, a 
IVdJh (hiptainc that laies hard feege, a ^///^// Mar- 
chant, that would fpend ai that he’s able to make ith’ 
low countries, but to take raeafure of my Holland 
Oieetes when I lye in ’em : 1 keare trampling : 'tis ray 
FleraiOi Jloy. 

/inkr Leucrpoole, Charily, a?id Hans van Belch. 

Hans. iOar lEf hur * 

ent, tU>fa, lin>, bter, anU fame ffai'llt'ng, 
Uriufae MfUum fapfie freefe t nempt, faiatg 
fa jOi'utcit sell. 

Letm\ Till our crownes crack agen Maifler Mans 
van lUkh* 

Hans. Sjjofa) lit met pou, faofaj I'ft faro ? 
farolieli ? 

DqU. $elt bare fajell 6ofa faanfee pu t 

Nay Ime an apt fcholler and can take. 

Hans. Hatt I'g pOfa, faott tS ffOOfa t 

ean neet Ctaj) longt for $efa faefa en 
flifp eome nolo fapon 1st faater : # mi'w 
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fdjoonfii bro, lute fnU bance lautctra, 
terra, anil fnttt Srii lin'iirkr to you mm 
brit, ban t— luat man I'si bat faro* 

Ihr. Nay pray fir on, 

Hans. OTiat boubsi foot I'sJ bat I0oro= 
tbin 

DolL Tis my father. 

Hans. €otts ^acramrnt I your babrr I 
inby frysbeu ffou ni'rt fo to me I minr 
heart ti'sJ mine all great befire, to rail you 
mine baber ta for Irk loue bisf feboueii 
bro your borbterium 

Ihn\ Sir yon are welcome in the way of honeRy. 

Hans, itb bebanck you: Irk beb fo 
gbe founben baber, 

Hom^ WIialK your name 1 pray. 

Hans. iTlttn UOm bill llaus van Udeh. 
florn. Hans Van IJcloh ! 

Hans. |)au, yau, tiss fo, tfe fo, be 
bronken man {?{ alteet remember me, 

Ilorjh Doc you play the marchant, forme Beich, 

Hans, l^au baber: $elt beb be fki'ij 
ftoCm noiu bpon be bater if you enbouty, 
goe bp ut be little Mip bat goe fo, anb 
bee pulb bp to OTlappiiig, ®ek fal beare 
you on my backe, anb bang you about 
mm neck into mm groet^kip, 

^ Horn. He Sayes Doli^ he would haue thee to Wap 
ping and hang thee, 
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IM/. No Father I vnderftand him, but maifler 
J/am\ I would 3iot be fecne hanging about any mans 
neck, to be counted his lewell, for any gold. 

//om. Is your falher liuing Maifler Ifans. 

Hans, ^au, gati, ntui baljer I)e6 
non I;uftn m Ausburgh mine i^eare 
i>s mine fiaiiersi bro^ier, mute baUer fjelj 
Iatti(, anlj ^^in full of fee, Jjat I)eaft 0 , 
eattelL 

C/iar, He’s lowzy be-like. 

Hans, ilm batter bin be groteft foofeer 

in all Ausbrough. 

DoL The greatefl what ^ 

£mr. Fooker lie faies. 

Dol Out vpon him. 

Hans, ^alu gain, foofter 10 en groet 
milt here bee0 eit elbennan bane Cittg, 
gflt0 fatrament, bjat fe be eloelt? Kefe nift 

ftap» ^ 

Ilor. Call his watch before you, if you can. 

Doll Her^s a pretty thing : do thefe wheeles fpin 
vp the houres 1 whats a clock. 

Hans, aebt t imb) ti 0 aeftt 

Doll We can heare neither clock, nor Tack going, 
wee dwell in fuch a place that I feare I fliall neuer 
findc !the way to Church, becaufe the bells hang fo 
farre ; Such a watch as this, would make me go dowiie 
with* the Lamb, and be vp with the Larke. 

Hans, ^eglten pou ib, bor it to. 

Doll O fie : I doe but ieft, for in trueth I could 
neuer abide a watch. 
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Hans. (©ottiES fatfaim'ut, Irlt nut 
it any moit* 

/iAv?//;/ Lcut‘r-])<)()lo and Charily. 

DoL An other pealc 1 good father lanch out this 
hollander. 

Born. Come Maiflor Bekh^ X will bring you to 
the watcr-fide, perhaps to Wapping, and there ile Icaue 
you. 

Hans. Silt ijctiandi you faalitr. 

Doll They fay Whores and bawdes go by clocks, 
but what a ManahCvS is this to buy twclue hourcs fa 
deerely, and then bee begd out of fo eafily ? heelc 
be out at heelcs Hiortly fare for he\s out aliout the 
clot'kes already : 0 fooliih young man how docll thou 
f])end thy time? 

Enter Leuer-poole then Alloin a?id ('harlly. 

Leiicr. Y our grocci . 

Dol, Nay Sfoob then ile change my lunc : 1 may 
caufc fuch leaden -hecld rafcalls ; out of my fight : a 
knife, a knife 1 fay: () Maitler ////(W, if you louc a 
woman, draw out your knife ami vmlt) me, vndo me. 

Alio. Sweetc miflris Dorothy, what Ihould you do 
with a knife, its ill mcdling with edge iooles, vvhafs 
the matter Maiilers i knife Cod bleffe v& 

Zeu, Sfoot what tricks n,t noddy arc thefc. 

Do. Oh I dial burfl, if J cut not my lace : Tme 
fo vexi 1 my father lice's riddc to Court : one was 
about a matter of a looo. pound weight ; ;uKi one of 
his men (like a roague as he is) is rid another way for 
rents, I lookt to haue hail him vp yedcniay, u;nd vp 
to day, and yet lice fliowes not his head ; fare lu^’s run 
away, or robd&run thorough ; and here was a rcriuc- 
ner but enen now, to put my fatlier in mindc of a 
bond, that wiibe forfit tliis night if the mony be not 
payd Maider A Horn. Such erode fortune ! 
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Alio. How much is the bond 1 

Chart. 0 rare little villaine. 

DoL My father could take vp, vpon the bareneffe 
of his word hue hundred pound : and fine toe. 

A Horn. What is the debt ? 

DoL But bee fcornes to bee . . . and I fcorne to 
bee . . . 

A Horn. Free thee fweete Miflris Dorothy vex not, 
how much is it 1 

DoL Alas Maifler A Horn ^ tis but poore fifty 
pound. 

Alio. If that bee all, you fhall vpon your worde 
take vp fo much with me : another time ile run as far 
in your bookes. 

DoL Sir, 1 know not bow to repay this kindneffe : 
but when my father 

AIL Tufli, tulh, tis not worth the talking : lufl 50 
pound'? when is it to be payd. 

DoL Betweene one and two. 

£eue. Thaf s wee thre. 

Allom. Let one of your men goe along, and lie 
fend fifty pound ! 

DoL You fo bind mee fir, . . . goe firra : Maifler 
Allom, I ha fome quinces brought from our houfe ith 
Country to preferue, when fliall we haue any good 
Suger come ouer ? the warres in Barbary make Suger 
at fuch an exceffiue rate ; you pay fweetely now 
I warrant, fir do you not 

AL You flial haue a whole chefl of Suger if you 
pleafe. 

Dol Nay by rny faith foure or fiue loaves wibbe 
enough, and lie pay you at my firfl child Maifler 
Allom. 

Allom. Content ifaith, your man fliall bring all 
vnder one, ile borrow a kiffe of you at parting. 

Dnter Captaine lynkins. 

DoL You fliall fir, 1 borrow more of you. 

Ex. Alio. ten. 
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Ctimi. Sane you Captaine. 

JJoL Welcome good cai)tainc yyiikins. 

Captaine. What is bee a Barber Surgeon, that drefl. 
your lippes fo. 

DoL A Barber 1 hec’s may Taylor ; I bidcle 
him meafurc how hie, hee would make the handing 
coller of my new Taffatie Gowne before, and hee as 
Tailors wilbe faweie and lickerifli, laid mee ore the 
lippes. 

Captaine, Yds bloud ile laie him croffe vpon his 
coxcomb next dale. 

DoL You know tis not for a Gentlewoman to 
hand with a knaue, for a fmall matter, and fo I wud 
not hriue with him, onclie to be rid of him. 

Capi, If I take Maiher prick-loufe ramping fo hie 
againe, by this Iron (which is none a gods Angell) Ile 
make him know how to Mffc your blind cheekes 
fooner : mihris Dorothy Hoimct, I wud not haue you 
bee a hornet, to lickc at Cowiherds, but to fling fuch 
hircds of rafcallity : will you fing a 'Faiior hiall liauc 
mee my ioy ? 

Dol Captaine, ile lice lead by you in any thing ! 
a Taylor ! foh. 

Capt Of what ftature or fife haue you a homach 
to liaiic your hufband now ? 

Dol Of the mcancfl flature Captaine, not a fiise 
longer than your felfe, nor hiorter. 

Cap* By god, tis wel fiiid all your beh Captaine in 
the Low-countries arc as taller as I : but why of my 
pitch Miflris Dol 'I 

Dot, Bccaufe your fmalleh Arrowes flic farthch ; 
ah you little Imrd-fauord vilkiine, but fweete villainc, 
I lone thee beccaufe tbouh draw a my fide, hang the 
roague that will not fight for a woman. 

Cap, Vds blonid, and hang him for vrfe than a 
roague that will llafli and cut lor an oman, if file be a 
whore, 

Dol Free the good Captaine yynkm$^ teach mee 
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to fpcakc fome welch, mee Ihinkes a Welchmans 

longue is the nealeH tongue 1 

Cap* As any tongue in the vrld, vnlefle Cra ma 
trees., that’s vrfe. 

JJoL How do you fay, I louc you with all my 
heart. 

Cop. Mi cara whee^ en hcllon. 
lOoL Mi cara whee^ efi hel-hound. 

Cap* Ilel-hound^ o monduy my cara whecy en Itellon* 
Dol* Oy my cara w/iee en hellon* 

Cap* Oh 1 and you went towryting fchoole twenty 
fcore yeare in Wales, by Sefu, you cannot haue better 
vttcrance, for welch, 

Dol. Come tit mee, come tat me, come throw a 
Icille at me, how is thatl 

Cap. 31y gad 1 kanow not, what your tit mees, and 

tat inccs are, but mee tiatha Sbloud I know what 

kiffes be, afwel as i know a Welch hooke, if you will 
goe downe with Shropflieere cariers, you Ural haue 
Welch enough in yourpellies forty weekes. 

DoL Say Captaine that I tliould follow your col- 
lours into your Country how fliould I fare there ? 

Cap. Fare by Sefu, O there is the mofl abomi- 
nable feere ? and wider filuer pots to drinck in, and 
fofter peels to lie vpon & do our necedary pufines, and 
fairer houfes and parkes, & holes for Conies, and 
more money, bcfidcs tolled Sees and butter-milke in 
JSForthwales diggon : befides, harpes & Welch Freeze, 
and Goates, and Cowheeles, and Metheglin, ouh, it 
may be fel in the Kernicles, wil you march thither? 

DoL Not with your Shrop-llieire cariers, Cap- 
tainc. 

Cap. Will you go with Captaine lenkm and fee 
his Couzen Maddoc vpon Jenkin there, and ile ran 
hcdlongs by and by, & batter away money for a new 
Coach to iolt you in. 

J)oL Bellow you Coach vpon me, & two young 
white Mares, and you diall fee how lie ride. 

Cap. Will you % by all the leekes that are worne 
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on Suini DantCH <laic I will buy not only a Coarb, 
with foure vvbeolcs, but alio a whUc Marc and a Hone 
horfe loo, bccaiife Ibcy (bal liawyou, very lulliljr, as 
if the (liuill were in thcar arfe.s. JixiL 

liow now, more 'bailors ilfaies Phiinp, 

Pin. How fir ; Taylors. 

DoL O good Captainc, tis my Couzen. 

Enter Leuerpoolc at another dore. 

Cap. Is he, I will Couzen yon then fir too, one 
day. 

PhiL \ hope fir then to Couzen yon loo. 

Cap. by gad 1 hobo fo, fa re- well Sldankn. Exit* 

Leaer* Hods both money, and fuger. 

Pot 0 fweele villaine, fet it v]>, 

Ex/t^ and Enter p?‘{fent/y* 

Phil. wSfool, what tame fuaggerer was this 1 met 
Poll 

Dol. A Cajitainc, a Ca])taine : but ball fcapb the 
Pnnherh honell P/il/ip ? Jhilip ryalls are not more 
welcome ; did Iby father ])ay the Ihol ? 

Phil* He jiai’d that Ihol, and then fliol pidolets 
into my ])Ockcts : harke wench : cbinck chink, 
makes the punck wanton and the Baud to wiiu'k. 

Capers, 

Chart. O rare mufick. 

' Lmcr* Hcaucnly confort, better than old Afoones, 

Phil, But why ? why Pol^ goe thefe two like 
Bcadells in blew '1 ha ? 

Poll. Theres a morrall in that : Ilea off your skins, 
you pretious Caniballs: O that the welch Captaine 
were here againc, and a drum with him, I could nuirch 
now, ran, tan, tan, tara, ran, tan, tan, firm J^hiiip has 
thy fiithcr any ]:)latc in’s houfc 

Phil Enougli to fet vj) a Gold-fmithcs fliop. 

Pol Canfl not borrow fomc of it 'I wee fhall 
haiic gueds to morrow or next day, and I wud feruc 
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the hungry rag-a-mufBns in plate, tho twere none of 
mine owne. 

PJiiL J lhall hardly borrow it of him but I could 
get one of mine Aunts, to heate the bufli for mee, 
and Ihe might get the bird. 

Dol Why pree the, let me bee one of thine Aunts, 
and doe it for me then. As Ime vertuous and a 
Gentlewoman lie reflore. 

PML Say no more tis don. 

DoL What manner of man is thy father ? Sfoote 
ide faine fee the witty Monky becaufe thou fayfl he's 
a Poet: ile tell thee, what ile do: Leuer-pole or 
Charily, iliall like my Gentleman vfhei goe to him, 
and fay fuch a Lady fends for him, about a fonnet or 
an epitaph for her child that died at nurfe, or for fome 
dcuiee about a maskc or fo : if he comes you fiiall 
Hand in a corner, and fee in what State ile beare my 
felfe : he does not know me, nor my lodging, 

Phil. No, no. 

Poll, in a match Sirs? fhalls be mery with him 
and his miife. 

Omu. Agreed, any fcaffold to execute knauery 
vpon. 

Poll He fend then my vant-currer prefently : in 
the meanetime, marche alter the Captaine, fcoundrels, 
come hold me vp ; 

Lookc how Sabrina funck ith' riuer Seuerne, 

So will we foure be drunke ith' fhip-wrack Tauerne. 

Exeunt 

Enter Bcllamont, Maybery, and Miftreffe Maybery, 
May. Come Wife, our two gallants will be here 
prefently : I hauc promifl them the bell of entertain- 
nicnt, with proteHation neuer to reueale to thee their 
Hander : I will haue thee beare thy felfe, as if thou 
madetl a feaH vpon Simon and ytides day, to country 
Gentlewomen, that came to fee the Pageant, bid them 
exireomly welcome, though thou wilh their throats 
cut ; His in failiion. 
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Wife. O God 1 fliall ncucr indure them. 

/>V//. Indurc them, you are a foole: make it your 
cafe, as it may be many womens of the Frccdome ; 
that you had a friend in pviuale, whom your hiis!}an{l 
flaoiild lay to his bofome : and he in reqiiitall ihotild 
lay his wife to his bofome ; what treads of the toe, 
falutations by winckes, difcoiirfe by bitings of the lip, 
amorous glances, fweete tlolne kiffes when your hus- 
bands backs turnd, would paffe betweene them, beare 
your felfe to Greencjhkld as if you did loue him for 
affedling you fo intirely, not taking any notice of his 
iourney : theile put more tricks vpon you : you told 
me GreeneJIiield mcanes to bring his Siller to your 
houfe, to haue her boord here. 

May. l^ight, ^llee^s fome crackt demy-culuerin, 
that'! hath mifcariccl in feiaiice : no matter though it 
be fome charge to me for a time, 1 care not. 

Wife. Lord was there cucr fuch a husband ? 

May. Why, wouldfl thou haue me fuffer their 
tongues to run at large, in Ordinaries and Cockpits ; 
though the Knaucs doe lyc, I tell you Mailler Bella- 
mtmff lyes that come from Herne lookcs, and Sattin 
otil-fides, and guilt Rapiers alfo, will be put vp and 
goe for currant. 

BeiL Right fir, His a fmall fparke, giues fire to a 
beautifull womans diferedit 

May. 1 will therefore vfe them like informing 
knaues, in this kinde, make up their mouthes with 
filuer, and after bee reuenged vpon them : 1 was in 
doubt I fiiould haue grownc fat of late : and it were 
not for law luites : and fcare of our wines, we rich 
men fhould grow out of all compaffe : they come, my 
worthy friends welcome: lookc my wines colour* rifes 
already. 

Greea. You haue not made her ac(|uainlecl with 
the difeouery. 

May. 0 by no mcanes : yce fee Gentlemen the 
affe<flion of an old man; 1 would faine make all 
whole agen. Wife giue entertainment to our new 
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acquaintance, your lips wife, any woman may lend 
her lips without her husbands priuity tis alowable. 

Wife, You are very welcome, I thinke it be neere 
dinner time Gentlemen : He will the maide to couer, 
and returne prcfcntly. 

Bell. Gods pretious why doth fhe ieaue them ? 

Exit, 

May, 0 I know her llomack : thee is but retirde 
into another chamber, to eafe her heart with crying a 
little : it hath euer bin her humor, die hath done it 5 . 
or 6 . times in a day, when Courtiers haue beene 
heare, if any thing hath bin out of order, and yet 
euery returne iaught and bin as merry : & how is it 
Gentlemen, you are well acquainted with this roome, 
are you not ? 

Gree, I had a dellicatc banquet once on that 
table. 

May, In good time : but you are better ac- 
quainted with my bed chamber. 

Bell, Were the cloath of gold Culhins fet forth at 
your entertain ement ? 

Feth, Yes Sir. 

May, And the cloath of Tiffew Valance. 

Feth, They are very rich ones. 

May, God refufe me, they are lying Rafcols, I haue 
no fuch furniture. 

Greea, I protefl it was the flrangeft, and yet with- 
all the happieil fortune that wee fhould meete you two 
at Ware,, that euer redeemed fuch defolate adlions : I 
would not wrong you agen for a million of Lon- 
dons. 

May, No, do you want any money? or if you be 
in debt, I am a hmidreth pound ith’ Subfidie, com- 
mand mec. 

Feth, Alas good Gentleman ; did you euer read 
of the like pacience in any of your ancient Mo- 
mans f 

Bel You fee what a fweet face in a Veluet cap 
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ran do, your cili/.cns wiiios arc like I’ar-trii^es, the 

lu*ns :n(‘ I)t‘U«‘r Ihcn the cneks. 

! iH'ii'cue it ill troth, Sir yim clicl obferue how 
Iho (h'!\t,h‘\vt>inan <'oul{t not containe her fclfe, when 
tht^ faw vs enter. 

IM, Ri-ht 

liili. For thus much 1 mufl fpeakc in aliowance of 
her motleflic, when 1 had her mod priuate flie would 
hiuth cxtrcamcly. 

Ikii, 1, r warrant yon, and aske you if you would 
haue Inch a great finne lie vpon your confciencc, as to 
lie with another mans wife. 

/v/A Introth the would. 

AV//* And hill you tluTc were maides inough in 
loudon, if a man wvn* fo vitioutly giuen, whofe Por-- 
tion:i would h(‘lpo {luan to hubshands though gentle- 
men i\i\Mv the hril onlet. 

/r///. \’oii ;n*e a merry ould gentlemen infaiih 
Sir ; inueh like to this was her langwa,gc. 

/u‘//. And yet (lipi‘ you witli as voluntary a 
hotonu* ; a!, if the had tallen in lone willi you at feme 
limes a i'omt uau:Is : and inniled you l)y letter to her 
iodi'ing. 

kt Vour knowiedg;e Sir, is jHafeU without any 
iuformaiiom 

Alaw 1U‘ |‘;oe let* what, my wife is doing gentle- 
iiieib when my wife enters thew her this ring; and 
twill quit all fufpition. Av/A 

/ffik lh>ii heare /jdr (dw/J/z/M wil thy wife be 
here prcfcntlyf 

6Vvm ! left my boy to waight vpon her, by this 
light, I thinke (rod proiiides ; Jor if ibis <aitifcn had 
not out of his ouerplus of kindiu‘s prc,)ferd her, her 
diet and lodging vmler the name of my Hitler, I could 
not haue told wluU thift to haue made ; for the greatefl 
pari of my mony is rcuolted ; wecle make more vfe of 
him, the whorefon rich lukeeper of Jhmaijler her 
fiiiher Ihewcd himfelle a rankc otllcr : to fend her vp 
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at this time a yeare ; and by the carier to, twas but a 
iades trike of him. 

Feth. But haue you inflrudled her to cali you 
brother. 

Green. Yes and fliele do it, I left her at Bofomes 
Inne, fheele be here, prefently. 

Enter Maybery. 

May. Maifler Greenejheild your filler is come ^ 
my wife is entertaining her, by the maffe I haue bin 
vpon her lips already. Lady you are welcome, looke 
you maifler Greenejhield^ becaufe your fifter is newly 
come out of the frefh aire, and that to be pent vp in 
a narrow lodging here ith’ cittie may offend her health 
file fhall lodge at a garden houfe of mine in Morefeilds 
where if it pleafe you and my worthy friend heare to 
beare her company your feuerall lodgings and Joint 
commons (to the poore ability of a cittizen) fhal be 
prouided. 

Feih. O God Sir. 

May. Nay no complement your loues comand it : 
fhalls to dinner Gentlemen, come maifler Bellamont 
lie be the Gentleman vflier to this faire Lady. 

Gree. Here is your ring Miflris; a thoufand 

times, and would haue willingly lofl my befl of 

maintenance that I might haue found you halfe fo 
tradlable. 

Wif. Sir I am flill my felfe, I know not by what 
means you haue grown vpon my husband, he is much 
deceaued in you I lake it : will you go in to dinner — 
O God that I might haue my wil of him & it were 
not for my husband ide fcratch out his eyes prefently. 

Ex. 

Fet Welcome to London bonny miflris Kate, thy 
husband little dreams of the familiarity that hath pafl 
betwene thee & I Kate* 

Kate. Noe matter if hee did : he ran away from 
me like a bafe flaue as he was, out of Yorke-^fhire^ and 
3 D 
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pretended he would i^oc the Hand voiage^ fmce I 
neere lieanl of him till within this fortnight : can the 
world condemne me for entertayning a friend, that 
am vfed fo like an Inlldel ? 

Fe. I think not, but if your husband knew of this 
hekl be deuorfl. 

/wr/. Hee were an affe then, no wifemen fliould 
deale by their wiues as the fale of ordinance pafleth in 
Ilngiand^ if it breake the firft difeharge the workman 
is at the Ioffe of it, if the fecond the Marchant, & the 
workman ioyntly, if the third the Marchant, fo in our 
cafe, if a woman prone falfe the firll yeare, turne her 
vpon her fathers neck, if the fecond, turne her home 
to her hither but allow her a portion, but if flie hould 
pure mettaile two yeare and Ihe to feueral peeces, in 
the third, repaire the mines of her honeily at your 
charges, for the bed pccce of ordinance, may bee 
crack t in the cading, and for women to haue cracks 
and ilawes, alas they are borne to them, now I haue 
held out foure yeare, doth my husband do any things 
about London dotii he fwagger ? 

Fetk. 0 as tame as a fray in Flcetedreete, when 
their are nobody to part them, 

Ka. I euer thought fo, we haue notable valiant 
fellowes about Doncadcr, theile giuc the lie and the 
flab both in an indant 

Feth. You like fuch kind of man-hood bed 
Kate. 

Kat Yes in troth for I think any woman that 
loues her friend, had rather haue him dand by it then 
lie by it, but 1 pray thee tel me, why mud I be quar- 
terd at this Cittizens garden houfe, fay you. 

Fe, The (lifc'ourfe of that wil fet thy bloud On hre 
to be reuengd on thy husbands forhead peece. 

Mnt Bella Maijl. Maybe. 

Wif. Wil you go in to dinner dr 1 

JLat. Wil you lead the way forfotli 1 
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Wif, No fwecte forfothe weele follow you. 

O MaiHer Beliamont : as eucr you tooke pitty vpon 
the fimplicity of a poore abufed gentlewoman : wil you 
tell me one thing. 

BeiL Any thing fweet Miflris Maybcrrie, 

Wife, I but will you doe it faithfully % 

Bell, As I refpecSl your acquaintance I lhall doe 
it. 

Wife, Tell me then I befeech you, doe not you 
thinke this minx is fome noughty packe whome my 
husband hath fallen in loue with, and meanes to keepe 
vnder my nofe at his garden houfe. 

Bell No vpon my life is flie not 

Wife, O I cannot beleeue it, I know by her eies 
fhe is not honeft, whyfliould my husband proffer them 
fuch kindnes 1 that haue abufed him and me ; fo in- 
tollerable : and will not fuffer me to fpeake ; theres 
the hell ont not to fuffer me to fpeake. 

Bell Fie fie, he doth that like a vferer, that will 
vfe a man with all kindnes, that he may be careleile 
of paying his mony, vpon his day, and after-wards 
take the extremitie of the forfature ; your iealoufie is 
Idle : fay this were true, it lies in the bofome of a 
fweete wife to draw her husband from any loofe imper 
fedlion, from wenching, from lealoufie, from couituouf 
nes from crabbednes, which is the old mans common 
difeafe, by her politicke yealding. 

Bell. She maye doe it from crabednes, for 
example I haue knowne as tough blades as any are in 
England broke vpon a fetherbed — ^come to diner. 

Wife, He be ruled by you Sir, for you are very like 
mine vncle. 

Bell Sufpition workes more mifchiefe gx'owes more 
flrong, 

To feuer chafl beds then aparant wrongs. Exit, 
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ACTVS 3. StENA I. 

Enter Doll, Chartly, Leuerpoole and Phillip. 

PhiL Come my little Punke with thy two Com- 
pofitors to this vnlawfull painting houfe, thy pounders 
a my old poeticall dad wilbe here prefently ; take vp 
thy State in this chayre, and beare thy felfe as if thou 
wert talking to thy pottecary after the receipt of a 
purgation : looke fcuruily vpon him : fometimes be 
merrie and Hand vppon thy pantoffles like a new 
ele<5led fcauinger. 

DolL And by and by melancliolicke like a Tilter 
that hath broake his flaues foule before his Mif- 
trifie. 

PhiL Right, for hec takes thee to bee a woman of 
a great count : harke vpon my life hee's come. 

DolL See who knocks : thou flialt fee mee make a 
a foole of a Poet, that hath made hue hundred 
fooles. 

Zener. Pleafe your new Lady-fliip hee’s come. 

DolL Is hee h I fliould for the more Hate iet him 
walke fome two houres in an vtter roome : if I did 
owe him money, ’twere not much out of failiion ; but 
come enter him : Stay, when we are in private con- 
ference fend in my Tayler. 

Enter Bellamont brought in by Leuerpoole. 

Ze^ier. Looke you my Ladie^s a fleepe, Hieele wake 
prefently. 

Bell. I come not to teach a Starling hr God-boy- 
you. 

ZeiMr. Nay in tructh Sir, if my Lady fliould but 
dreame you had bcene heare. 

Doll. Who’s that keepes fuch a prating ? 

Zeuer. Tis I Madam. 

Doll. He haue you preferd to be a Crycr : you 
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haue an exlent throate for't : pox a the Poet is he not 
come yet ? 

Letier, Hee’s here Madam. 

DolL Crie you mercy : I ha curft my Monkey for 
Ihrewd turnes a hundred times, and yet I loue it neuer 
the worfe I protefl. 

BeL Tis not in fafhion deere Lady to call the 
breaking out of a Gentlewomans lips, fcabs, but the 
heate of the Liuer. 

DoL So fir : if you haue a fweete breath, and doe 
not fmell of fwetty limien, you may draw neerer, 
neerer. 

BeL I am no friend to Garlick Madam. 

DolL You write the fweeter verfe a great deale 
fir, I haue heard much good of your wit maifler 
Poet : you do many deuifes for Cittizens wiues : I 
care not greatly becaufe I haue a Citty Laundreffe 
already, if I get a Citty Poet too : I haue fuch a 
deuife for you, and this it is. 

Enter Tayler. 

0 welcome Tayler : do but waite till I difpatch my 
Tayler, and lie difcouer my deuice to you. 

Be//» lie take my leaue of your Ladiiliip. 

Do/L No : I pray thee flay : I muft haue you 
fweate for my deuice Maifler Poet. 

He fweats already beleeue it. 

DoL A cup of wine there : what fafhipn will make 
a woman haue the befl bodie Taylor. 

Dry, A Ihort dutch wall with a round cathern- 
wheele fardingale : a clofe lleeue with a cartoofe cqI- 
lour and a pickadelL 

DoL And what meate will make a woman haue a 
fine wit Maifler Poet 

BeL Fowle madam is the moH light, delicate, & 
witty feeding. 

DoL Fowle fayfl thou : I know them that feede of 
it euery meale, and yet are as arrant fooles as any are 
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in a kingdome of my credit : hail thou don Taylor^ 
now to difcouer my deuice fir : He drinck to you 
fir. 

PML Gods pretious, wee nere thought of her 
deuice before, pray god it be any thing tollerable. 

DoL He haue you make 12. poeSes for a dozen 
of cheefe trenchers. 

Phil 0 horrible 1 

Bel. In welch madam % 

jDol. Why in welch fir. 

Bel. Becaufe you will haue them ferul’d in with 
your cheefe Ladie. 

Pol. I will beflow them indeede vpon a welch 
Captaine : one that loues cheefe better than venfon, 
for if you fhould but get 3. or 4. Chefliire cheefes and 
fet them a running down Hiegate-hill, he would make 
more hafl after them than after the befl kennell of 
hounds in Engla?id; what think you of my de- 
uice? 

Bel. Fore-god a very ilrange deuice and a cunning 
one. 

Phil. Now he begins to eye the goblet. 

Bel. You fliould be a kin to the Bellaments, you 
giue the fame Amies madam. 

Pol. Faith I paid fweelely for the cup, as it may 
be you and fome other Gentleman haue don for their 
Armes. 

Bel. Ha, the fame waight : the fame fafliion : I 
had three nefl of them giuen mee, by a Nobleman at 
the chrifling of my fonne Philip. 

Phil. Your fonne is come to full age fir : and hath 
tane poffeflion of the gift of his Godfather. 

Bel. Ha, thou wilt not kill mee. 

PML No fir, ile kill no Poet leafl his ghofl write 
fatires again ft me. 

Bel. Whats file ? a good common welthcs woman, 
fhee was borne. 

Phil. For her Country, and has borne her Country. 

Bel. Heart of vertue % what make I here ? 
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Phil This was the party you railed on : I keepe 
no worfe company than your felfe father, you were 
wont to fay venery is like vfery that it may be allowed 
tho It be not lawfull. 

Bel Wlierefore come I hither. 

DoL To make a deuice for cheefe-trenchers. 

Phil. He tell you why I fent for you, for nothing 
but to fhew you that your grauity may bee drawn e in : 
white haires may fall into the company of drabs afwell 
as red beardes into the fociety of knaues : would not 
this woman deceiue a 'whole camp ith Low-countries, 
and make one Commander beleeue fhe only kept 
her cabbin for him, and yet quarter twenty more in’t. 

DoL Free the Poet what doefl thou think of me. 

BcL I thinke thou art a mofl admirable, braue, 
beautiful! Whore. 

DoL Nay fir, I was told you would raile : but what 
doe you thinke of my deuice fir, nay ; but you are 
not to depart yet Maifler Poet : wut fup with me 1 
lie cadiiere all my yong barnicles, k weele talke ouer 
a peice of mutton and a partridge, wifely. 

BeL Sup with thee that art a common vndertaker ? 
thou that doefl promife nothing but watchet eyes, 
bumbafl calues and falfe perywigs. 

DoL Free the comb thy beard with a comb of 
black leade, it may be I flrall affedl thee. 

BeL O thy vniucky flarre 1 I mufl take my leaue 
of your worfliippe I cannot fit your deuice at this 
in Rant : I mufl defire to borrow a nefl of gablets of 
you : O villanie ! I wud fome honefl Butcher would 
begge all the queanes and knaues ith Cilty and cary 
them into fome other Country they’d fell better than 
Becfes and Calues : what a vertuous Citty would this 
bee then ! niary I thinke there would bee a few people 
left int, vds foot, guld with Cheefe-trenchers and 
yokt in entertainment with a Taylor ^ good, good. 

Exit. 

Phil. How doefl Doll ? 

Doll. Scuruie, very fcuruie. 
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Leuer, Where flialls iuppe wench i 

DolL Tic fnppe in my bedde : gctte you home to 
your lodging and come when 1 fend for you, 6 filthy 
roague that I am. 

FhiL How ! how, miflris Dorothy % 

DoL Saint Antonies fire light in your Spanifli 
flops : vds life, i’le make you know a difference, be- 
tweene my mirth and melancholy, you panderly 
roague. 

07n. We obferue your Ladifhip. 

FhL The puncks in her burner — ^pax. Exit 

Dot He humor you and you pox mee : vds life 
haue I lien with a Spaniard of late, that 1 haue learnt 
to mingle fuch water with my Malago, 0 ther’s fome 
fcuruie thing or other breeding \ how many feuerall 
loues of Plaiers of Vaulters, of Lieutenants haue 
I entertain’d befides a runner a the ropes, and now to 
let bloud when the figne is at the heart 1 fliould I fend 
him a letter with fome Jewel in’t, he would requite it 
as lawiers do, that rcturne a woodcock pie to their 
clients, when they fend them a Bafon and a Eure, I 
will inftantly go and make my felfe drunke, till I haue 
loft my memory, Hue a fcoffing Poet ? Exit 

Enter Lep-frog and SquirilL 

Frogn Now Squirill wilt thou make vs acquainted 
with the ieft thou promift to tell vs of 1 

Squi. I will difcouer it, not as a Darby-llrere 
women difcouers her great teeth, in laughter ; but 
foftly as a gentleman courts a wench behind an Arras : 
and this it is, yong Greenejheild thy Maifter with 
GreeneJkeiMs fifter lie in my maifters garden-houfe 
here in More-fields. 

Frog. Right, what of this ? 

Squir. Mary fir if the Gentlewoman be not his 
wife, he commits inceft, for Ime fure he lies with her 
euery night. 

Fro, All this T know, but the reft. 
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Squir. I will tell thee, the mofl pollitick trick of a 
woman, that ere made a mans face looke witherd and 
pale like the tree in Cuckolds Hauen in a great fnow : 
and this it is, my miilris makes her hufband belieue 
that fhee walkes in her fleepe a nights, and to con- 
firme this beleefe in him, fondry times fliee hath rizen 
out of her bed, vnlockt all the dores, gon from Cham- 
ber to Chamber, opend her chefls, touz’d among her 
linnen, & when he hath wakte & mill her, comming 
to quellion why llie coniur^d thus at midnight, he hath 
found her fall a lleepe, mary it was Cats lleepe, for you 
lhall heare what prey fhe watcht for. 

Frog- Good ; forth. 

Squir. I ouer- heard her lall night talking with thy 
Mailler, and llie promill him that ahoone as her hus- 
band was a lleepe, Ihe would walke according to her 
cufLome, and come to his Chamber, marry lliee would 
do it fo puritannically, fo fecretly I meane, that no 
body lliould heare of it 

Frog, in poffible 1 

Squir, Take but that comer and Hand clofe, and 
thine eyes lliall witnelfe it. 

Frog, 0 intollerable witte, what hold can any man 
take of a womans honelly. 

Squir, Hold? no more hold then of a Bull 
noynted with Sope, and baited with a Ihoale of 
Fidlers in Staffordlliire : Hand clofe I heare her com- 
ming. 


Enter Kate. 

Kate, What a filthy knaue was the llioo-maker, 
that made my flippers, what a creaking they keepe : 
O Lord, if there be any power that can make a 
womans husband fleepe foundly at a pinch, as I haue 
often read in foolilh Poetrie that there is, now, now, 
and it be thy will, let him drearae fome fine dreame 
or other, that hee^s made a Knight, or a Noble-man, 
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or forae-what wliilil \ go and take but two kifles, but 
two ktffc.s irom fwcclc JWicrJio7ic. Exit 

Sqtm\ Sfool hco may well (h’camc liecs made a 
Knight: for lie be hangcl if die do not dub him. 

Green, Was there cuer any walking fpirit, like to 
my wife 1 what reafon. Ihould there bee in' nature 
for this ; I will queflion feme Phifition : nor hcare 
neither : vdflife, I would laugh if Are were in MaAer 
Fetherjiones Chamber, fliee would fright him, MaiAer 
Fetherjione^ MaiAer Fetherjlone, 

Within Fether, Ha, how now who cals 1 

Green, Did you leaue your doore open laA 
night ? 

Feth, I know not, I thinke my boy did. 

Gnm, Gods light Aiee's there then, will you know 
the icA, my wife hath her old tricks, He hold my life, 
my wife’s in your chamber, rife out of your bed, and 
fee and you can feele her. 

SguL He will feel her I warrant you ? 

Gree, Haue you her fir ? 

Feth. Not yet fir, Aiee’s here fir. 

Enter FetherAone and Kate in his armes. 

Green, So I faid euen now to my felfe before God 
la : take her vp in your armes, and bring her hether 
foftly, for feare of waking her : I neuer knew the like 
of this before God la, alas poore Kate^ looke before 
God \ Aiees a fleepe with her eyes open : prittie 
little roague, lie wake her, and make her aAiamd 
of it. 

Feth, 0 youle make her ficker then. 

Green, I warrant you ; would all women thought 
no more hurt then thou dooA, now fweet villaine, 

Fate, 

Kate, I longd for the merry thought of a phefant. 

Green, She talkes in her Aeepe. 

Kate, And the foule-gutted Tripe-wife had got it, 
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& eatc halfe of it : and my colour went and came, 
and my flomach wambled ; till I was ready to 
found, but a Mid-wife perceiued it, and markt which 
way my eyes went ; and helpt mee to it, but Lord 
how I pickt it, Hwas the fweetefl meate me thought. 

S^ui 0 pollitick Miftriffe. 

Green. Why Kate, Kate % 

Kate, Ha, ha, ha, I belhrew your hart, Lord 
where am I ? 

Green. I pray thee be not frighted. 

Kate, O I am fick, I am fxck, I am fick, 0 how 
my helh trembles : oh fome of the Angelica water, I 
fhal have the Mother prefen tly. 

Gree, Hold downe her lloraach good niaiHer 
Fctherjlone, while I fetch fome. Exit. 

Feth, Well dilfembled Kate, 

Kate. Pilh, I am like fome of your Ladies that 
can be fick when they haue no ilomack to lie with 
their husbands. 

Feth, What mifchiuous fortune is this : weel 
haue a iourney to Ware Kate, to redeeme this misfor- 
tune. 

Kate, Well, Cheaters do not win all wayes : that 
woman that will entertaine a friend, mull as well pro- 
uide a Clofet or Back-doore for him, as a Fether- 
bed. 

Feth. Be my troth I pitty thy husband. 

Kate. Pitty him, no man dares call him Cuckold ; 
for '^he weares Sattin : pitty him, he that will pull 
downe a mans figne, and fet vp homes, there’s law fox 
him. 

Fith. Be fick againe, your husband comes. 

Enter Greenefliield with a broken Jhin. 

Green, I haue the worll luck ; I thinke I get more 
bumps and Ihrewd turnes ith’ darke, how do’s fhee 
mailler Feiherjione. 

Feth, Very ill fir, Ihees troubled with the moother 
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extreamly, I held downe her belly euen now, and I 
might feele it rife. 

Kate. 0 lay me in my bed, I befeech you* 

Gree. I will finde a remedy for this walking, if all 
the Dodlers in towne can fell it ; a thoufand pound to 
a penny fhe fpoile not her face, or breake her neck, 
or catch a cold that fhee may nere claw off againe, 
how dooft wench ? 

Kate. A little recouerd : alas I haue fo troubled 
that Gentleman* 

Feth. None itff world Kate^ may I do yon any 
farther feruice. 

Kate. And I were where I would be in your bed : 
pray pardon me, wall you Maiiler Fetherjtone^ hem, I 
fliould be well then. 

Squi. Marke how flie wrings him by the fingers. 

Kate. Good night, pray you giue the Gentleman 
thankes for patience. 

Green. Good night Sir. 

Fetlu You haue a llirewd blow, you were befl haue 
it fearcht. 

Green. A fcratch, a fcratch. Exit. 

Feth. Let me fee what excufe fhould I frame, to 
get this wench forth a towne with me : He perfwade 
her husband to take Phifick, and prefently haue 
a letter framed, from his father in law, to be deliuerd 
that morning for his wife, to come and receiue feme 
fmall parcell of money in Enfield chafe, at a Keepers 
that is her Vncle, then fir he not beeing in cafe to tra- 
uell, will inireate me to accompany his wife, weele 
lye at Ware all night, and the next morning to Lon- 
don^ He goe ftrike a Tinder, and frame a Letter pre- 
fently. Exit 

Squi. And He take the paines to difeouer all 
this to my maiiler old Mayhery, there hath gone a 
report a good while, my Maiiler hath vfed them 
kindly, becaufe they haue beene ouer familiar with 
his wife, but I fee which way Fetherfione lookes. 
ffoote ther*s neare a Gentleman of them all fliall gull a 
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Citizen, & thinke to go fcot-free : though your com- 
mons fhriiike for this be but fecret, and my Maifler 
lliall intertaine thee, make thee inlleed of handling 
falfe Dice, finger nothing but gold and filuer wagge, 
an old Seruing-man turnes to a young beggar, whereas 
a young Prentife may tume to an old Alderman, wilt 
be fecret ? 

Leap, 0 God fir, as fecret as rufhes in an old 
Ladyes Chamber. Exit 


ACTVS 4. SCENA L 

Enter Bellamont, in Ms Ni^htcap^ with leaues in his 
ha7id ; his man after hhn with lights^ Standi/h, 
and Paper, 

Pel Sirrah, He fpeake with none. 

Serz^, Notaplaier? 

Pel No, tho a lliarer ball ; 

I’ll fpeak with none, although it be the mouth 
Of the big company ; Til fpeak with none : away. 
Why fliould not I bee an excellent fiatefman 1 I can 
in the wryting of a tragedy make Ccefar fpeake better 
than euer his ambition could ; when I write of Pompey^ 
1 have Pompefs foul within me : and when I perfonate 
a worthy Poet, I am then truly myfelf, a poore vnpre- 
lerd fcholler. 


Enter his Man hajlily, 

Seru, Here’s a fwaggering fellow, fir, that fpeakes 
not like a man of gods making, fweares he mull fpeake 
with ‘you, and wil fpeake with you. 

Pell Not of gods making 1 what is he? a Cuc- 
kold? 

Seru, He’s a Gentleman fir, by his clothes. 

Pel Enter him and his clothes : clothes fome- 
times are better Gentlemen than their Mailers. 
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Enter the Captaine and the Ser, 

Is this he 1 — Seeke you me, fir. 

Cap. I feek, fir, (god pleffe) you for a Seiitillman 
that talkes befides to himfelf when he’s alone, as if 
bee were in Bed-lara ; and he’s a Poet 

Bel. So, fir, it may bee you feeke mee, for Ime 
fometimes out a my wits. 

Cap, You are a Poet, fir, are you. 

Bel. I’me haunted with a Fury, fir. 

Cap. Pray, Mailer Poet, fhute off this little pot- 
gun, and I wil coniure your Fury : ’tis well lay you, 
Sr. My defires are to haue fome amiable and amor- 
ous fonnet or madrigall compofed by your Fury, fee 
you. 

Beil. Are you a louer fir of the nine Mufes. 

Cap. Ow, by gad, out a cry. 

Bell. Y’are, then, a fcholler, fir. 

Cap. I ha pickt vp my cromes in Sefus colledge in 
Oxford, one day a gad while agoe. 

Bell. Y’are welcome, y’are very welcome. Tie bor- 
row your ludgeraent : looke you, fir, I’me writing a 
Tragedy, the Tragedy of Young AJlia?iax. 

Cap. Styanax Tragedy ! is he lining, can you tell I 
was not Styanodx a Monmouth man 1 

Bell. O, no, fir, you miflake ; he was a Troyane 
great HePiors Son. 

Cap. Heitor was grannam to Cadwailader : when 
fhee was great with child, God vdge me, there was 
one young Styanax of Monmouthjheire was a madder 
greek as any is in al England. 

Bell. This was not he, affure yee. Looke you, fir, 
I will haue this Tragedy prefented in the FrefidvcemX 
by French Gallants. 

Cap. By God, your Frenchmen will doe a Tragedy- 
enterlude poggy well. 

Bell. It fliall be, fir, at the marriages of the Duke 
of Orleans and Chatilion the admiral of France^ the 
flage. 
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Cap. XJd’s blood, does Orleans marry with the 
Admirall of France, now. 

Bell 0, fir, no, they are two feuerall marriages. 
As I was faying, the ftage hung all with black veluet, 
and while tis adled, myfelf will Hand behind the Duke 
of Biron, or fome other cheefe minion or fo, who 
fliall, I they lhall take lome occafion, about the mufick 
of the fourth Adi, to ilep to the French King, and fay, 
Site voyla, il ejl uotre trejkumble feruiteur, le pin /age 
^ diuine efprit, monfieur Bellamont, all in French 
thus, poynting at me, or, Yon is the learned, old 
F7iglijk Gentleman, Mailer Bellaniont, a very wor- 
thie man to bee one of your priuy Chamber or Poet 
Lawreat. 

Cap. But are you fure Duke Pepper-noone wil 
giue you fuch good vrds, behind your back to your 
face. 

Bel O I, I, I man, he’s the onely courtier that I 
know there : but what do you thinke that I may come 
to by this. 

Cap. God vdge mee, all France may hap die in 
your debt for this. 

Bel. I am now wryting the defcription of his 
death. 

Cap. Did he die in his ped. 

Bel. You fhall heare : fulpition is the Mynion of 
great hearts, 

no : I will not begin there : Imagine a great man 
were to be executed about the 7 . houre in a gloomy 
morning. 

Capt. As it might bee Sampfm or fo, or great 
Golias that was kild by my Countriman. 

Bel Right fir, thus I expreffe it in yong AJiianax. 
Now the wilde people greedy of their griefes, 

Longing to fee, that which their thoughts abhord, 
Preuented day, and rod on their owne roofes. 

Cap. Could the little horfe that ambled on the 
top of Paules, cary all the people ; els how could they 
ride on the roofes I 
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Bel O fir, tis a figure in Poetry, marke how tis 
followed, 

Rod on their owne roofes, 

Making all Neighboring houfes tilde with men ; 
tilde with men I ill not good. 

Cap. By Sefu, and it were tilde all with naked 
Imen twere better. 

Bek You fhall heare no more \ pick your eares, 
they are fowle fir, what are you fir pray % 

Cap. A Captaine fir, and a follower of god Mars. 

Bd. Mars^ Backus^ and I loue Apollo 1 a Cap- 
taine ! then I pardon you fir, and Captaine what wud 
you preffeme fori 

Cap, For a witty ditty, to a Sentill-oman, that I 
am falne in with all, ouer head and eares in affeftions, 
and naturall delires. 

Bel, An Acrotlick were good vpon her name me 
thinkes. 

Cap. CroHe Hicks : I wud not be too crolfe 
Maitler Poet : yet if it bee bell to bring her name 
in queftion, her name is millris Dorothy Hor?iet 

Bel. The very confumption that wafts my Sonne, 
and the Ayme that hung lately vpon mee : doe you 
loue this Millris Dorothy I 

Cap. Loue her I there is no Captaines wife in 
En^land^ can haue more loue put vpon her, and yet 
Ime fure Captaines wines, haue their pellies full of 
good mens loues. 

Be. And does flae loue you 1 has there pall any 
great matter betweene you? 

Cap. As great a matter, as a whole coach, and 
a horfe and his wife are gon too and fro betweene 
vs. 

Bel, Is fhee ? ifayth Captaine, bee valiant and tell 
tnieth, is Ihe honell 1 

Cap. Honell % god vdge me, Ihee’s as honeft, 
as a Punck, that cannot abide fornication, and 
lechery. 

Bel, Looke you Captaine, lie Ihew you why 1 
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afke, I hope you thinke my wenching daies are pail, 
yet Sir, here’s a letter that her father, brought me 
from her and inforc’d mee to take this very day. 

Enter a Seruant and Whifpers. 

Cap. Tis for fome loue-fong to fend to me, I hold 
my life. 

Bel. This falls out pat, my man tells mee, the 
party is at my dore, fhall Ihe come in Captaxne 1 

Cap. O I, I, put her in, put her in I pray now. 

Exit Seru. 

Bel. The letter faies here, that llie’s , exceeding fick, 
and intreates me to vifit her : Captaine, lie you in 
ambufh behind the hangings, and perhaps you fhall 
heare the peece of a Commedy: fhe comes, Ihe 
comes, make your felfe away. 

Cap. Does the Poet play Torkin and call my 
Lucrmfies water too in hugger muggers : if he do, 
Styanax Tragedy was neuer fo horrible bloudy- 
minded, as his Commedy lhalbe,— :Zlj5z^<?w Captaine 
y^enktns. 

Enter Doll. 

Doll. Now, mailer Poet, I fent for you. 

Bell. And I came once at your Ladilhips call. 

Doll. My Ladifhip and your Lordlhip lie both in 
one manner ; you have conjur’d up a fweete fpirit in 
mee, haue you not, Rimer ? 

Bell. Why, Medea I what fpirit ! wud I were a 
young man for thy fake. 

Doll, So wud I, for then thou couldll doe mee no 
hurt : now thou doell. 

BelL If I were a yonker, it would be no Imodelly 
in mee to be feene in thy company ; but to have fnow 
in the lap of lune, vile, vile 1 yet come ; garlick has a 
white head and a greene Halke, then why Ihould not 
I? lets bee merry: what faies the deuill to al the 
world ? for Ime fure thou art carnally poffefl with 
him. 
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Doll Thou haft a filthy foot^ a very filthy cariers 
foote. 

Bell A filthy fliooe, but a fine foote ; I ftand not 
upon my foote I. 

Cap. What ftands he upon then ? with a pox, god 
blefs usi 

Doll A legge and a Calfe ! I haue had better of 
a butcher fortie times for canying a body 1 — ^not worth 
begging by a Earber-furgeon. 

Bell Very good, you draw me and quarter me : 
fates keepe me from hanging. 

Doll And which moft tumes up a womans fto- 
mach, thou art an old hoary man; thou haft gon 
ouer the bridge of many years, and now art ready to 
drop into a graue ; what doe I fee then in that 
withered face of thine ? 

Bell Wrinkles; grauity. v 

Doll Wretchednes, griefe : old fellow thou haft 
bewitch me ; I can neither eate for thee, nor fleepe 
for thee, nor lie quietly in my bed for thee. 

Cap. Vdsblood 1 I did never fee a white flea before 
I will clinge you ? 

Doll. I was borne fure, in the dog-dayes, Ime fo 
unluky ; I, in whome neither a flaxen haire, yellow 
beard, French doublet, nor Spanifh hofe, youth nor 
perfonage, rich face nor mony, cold euer breed a 
true loue to any, euer to any man, am now befotted, 
doate, am mad, for the carcas of a man; and, as 
if I were a baud, no ring pleafes me but a deaths 
head, 

Cap. Sefu, are Imen fo arfy-varfy. 

Bell Mad for me % why, if the worme of luft were 
wrigling within mee as it does in others, doft.thinke 
Ide crawl upon thee ; wud I low after thee, that art a 
comon calfe-bearer ? 

Doll I confeffe it. 

Cap. Doe you % are you a towne cowe, and confeffe 
you beare calues ? 



North-ward Hoe. 5 1 

DoIL I confelTe I haue bin an Inne for any 
gueft. 

Cap, A pogs a your Hable-room ; is your Inne a 
baudy-houfe now ? 

Doll. I qonfeffe (for I ha bin taught to hide 
nothing fro^ my Surgeon, and thou art he,) I confeffe 
that old ftmking Surgeon like thyfelfe whom I call 
father, that Hornet^ neuer fweat for me ; Ime none of 
his making. 

Cap, You lie he makes you a punke Hornet 
minor. 

Doll, Hees but a cheater, and I the falfe die hee 
playes withall, I power all my poifon out before thee, 
becaufe heareafter I will be cleane : (hun me not, 
loath me not, mocke me not Plagues confound thee, 
I hate thee to the pit of hell, yet if thou goefl thither, 
ile follow thee, run, ayde doe what thou canft, ile 
run and ride ouer the world after thee. 

Cap. Cockatrice : You, miHris Salamanders^ that 
feare no burning, let my mare and my mares horfe, 
and my coach come running home agen ; and run to 
an hofpitall, and your Surgeons, and to knaues and 
panders, and to the tiuell and his tame to. 

Doll, Fiend, art thou railed to torment me 

BelU She loves you, Captain, honeftly. 

Cap. lie haue any man, oman, or cilde, by his 
eares, that faies a common drab can love a Sentillman 
honeflly, I will fell my Coach for a cart to have you 
to puncks hall, Pridewell. — I farge you in Apollos 
name, whom you belong to, fee her forthcoming, till I 
come and tiggle her, by and by, Sbloud, I was neuer 
Cozened with a more rafcall peece of mutton, fmce I 
came out a the Lawer Countries. Exit, 

Bell, ' My dores are open for thee : be gon : 
woman I 

Doll, This goates-peezle of thine — 

Bell, Away I love no fuch implements in my 
houfe. 

Doll, Doefl not 1 am I but an implement % by all 
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the maidenheads that are lofl in London in a yeare 
(and thats a great oth), for this trick, other manner of 
women than myfelfe lhall come to this houfe only to 
laugh at thee ; and if thou wouldil labour thy heart 
out, thou ihalt not do withal. Exit 


Enter Seruant 

Belt Is this my poetical fury : how now, fir ! 

Serv. Mailer Mayhery and his wife fir f th next 
roome. 

Belt What are they doing fir ? 

Serv, Nothing, fir, that I fee \ but only wud fpeake 
with you. 

Bell Enter ^em : this houfe will be too hot for 
mee, if this wench call me into thefe fweates, I muil 
fhifte myfelfe for pure necefiity. Haunted with 
fprites in my old daies 1 


Enter Maybery hooted^i his Wife with him. 

May. A Commedy, a Canterbury tale fmells not 
halfe fo fweete as the Commedy I haue for thee, old 
Poet : thou flralt write vpon% Poet 

Bell Nay, I will write vpon’t, ift bee a Commedie, 
for I have beene at a moft villanous female Tragedie : 
come, the plot, the plot 

May, Let your man give you the bootes prefen tly : 
the plot lies in Ware^ my white Poet — Wife thou and 
I this night will have mad fport in Ware ; marke me 
well, Wife, in Ware, 

Wif At your pleafure, fir. 

May, Nay, it ihai be at your pleafure, Wife.— 
Looke you, fir, looke you : Fetherjiones boy, like an 
honell crack-halter, layd open all to one of my pren- 
tices ; (for boys, you know, like women, love to be 
doing.) 

Bell Very good : to the plot 
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May, Fetherjlofie^ like a crafty mutton-monger, 
perfuades Gremjhield to be run through the body. 

Bell. Strange ! through the body 1 

May* Ay, man, to take phifick ; he does fo, he’s 
put to his purgation ; then, fir, what does me Fether^ 
fiom but counterfits a letter from an inn-keeper of 
Doncaller, to fetch Greenjliield (who is needy you 
know) to a keepers lodge in Enfeild-chace, a certain 
vncle, where Greenjhield fhould receiue mony due to 
him in behalfe of his wife. 

Bell. His wife ! is Gree7ijkield married ? I haue 
heard him fweare he was a bachiler. 

Wife. So haue I a hundred times. 

May. The knaue has more wiues than the Turke, 
he has a wife almoft in euery fhire in England^ this 
parcel-Gentlewoman is that In-keepers Daughter of 
Doricafler. 

Bell. Hath the the entertainement of her fore- 
fathers % wil fhe keepe all commers company % 

May. She helps to paffe away flale Capons, fewer 
wine, and muily prouander : but to the purpofe, this 
traine was laid by the baggage herfelf, and Fetheifione^ 
who it feems makes her hufband a vnicorne, and to 
giue fire to’t, Greenjheildy like an Arrant wittall intreates 
his friend to ride before his wife, and fetch the money, 
becaufe taking bitter pills, he Ihould proue but a loofe 
fellow if he went, and fo durfl not go. 

Bell. And fo the poore Stag is to bee hunted in 
Enfeild chace. 

May. No fir, Mailler poet there you miffe the plot, 
Feiherjlone and my Lady Gree?ijheild are rid to batter 
away their light commodities in Ware^ Enfeild-chace 
is to cold for ’em. 

Bell. In Ware I 

May. In durty Ware : I forget my felfe wife, on 
with your ryding fuite, and cry North-ward hoe^ as the 
boy at Powles faies, let my Prentice get vp before 
thee, and man thee to Ware^ lodge in the Inne I told 
thee, fpur cut and away. 
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Wife. Well fir. Exit 

Beil. Stay, flay, whats the bottom of this riddle ? 
why fend you her away ? 

May. For a thing my little hoary Foet\ looke 
thee, I fmelt out my noble flincker Greenjheild in his 
Chamber, and as tho my heart flringes had bin crackt, 
I wept, and fighd, & thumpd, and thump’d, and rau’d 
and randed, and raiid, and told him how my wife was 
now growne as common as baibery, and that fliee had 
Herd her Taylor to ride with her to Ware^ to meete a 
Gentleman of the Court. 

Bel. Good ; and how tooke he this drench downe. 

May. Like Egs and Mufcadine, at a gulp : hee 
cries out prefently, did not I tell you old man, that 
Heed win my game when fhe came to bearing % hee 
railes vpon her, wills me to take her in the Adt ; to 
put her to her white fheete, to bee diuorc’d, and for 
all his guts are not fully fcourd by his Pottecary, hee’s 
pulling on his bootes, & will ride along with vs ; lets 
mufter as many as wee can. 

Bel. It wilbe excellent fport, to fee him and his 
owne wife meete in Ware^ wilt not ? 1, 1, weele haue 
a whole Regiment of horfe with vs. 

May. I fland vpon thornes, tel I lhake him bith 
homes : come, bootes boy, we mufl gallop all the 
way, for the Sin you know is done with turning vp the 
white of an eye, will you ioyne your forces. 

Bel. Like a Hollander againfl a Dunkirke. 

May. March then, this curfe is on all letchers 
throwne, 

They giue homes and at lafl, homes are their owne. 

Exit. 


Enter Caftaine lenkins, and Allom. 

Alio. Set the befl of your little diminitiue legges 
before, and ride poll I pray. 

Alio. Is it poffible that miflris Doll fliould bee 
fo bad I 
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Cap, Poffible 1 Sbloud tis more eafie for an oman 
to be naught, than for a foldier to beg, and tbats hor- 
rible eafie, you know. 

AL I iDut to connicatch vs all fo grofly. 

Cap, Your Nor/olke tumblers are but zanyes to 
connicatching punches. 

Allom, Shee gelded my purfe of fifty pounds in 
ready money. 

Cap, I will geld all the horfes in fine hundred 
Sheires, but I will ride ouer her, and her cheaters^ and 
her Bornets \ Shee made a llarke Affe of my Coach- 
horfe, and there is a putter-box, whome fhee fpred 
thick vpon her white bread, and eate him vp, I thinke 
fliee has fent the poore fellow to Gelderland^ but I will 
marfe prauely in and out, and packe againe vpon all 
the low countries in Chriflendom, as Holland and 
Zdand and Netherlands and Cleueland too, and I will 
be drunke and caft with maifler Hans van Belchs but 
I will fmell him out 

Allom, Doe fo and weele draw all our arrowes of 
reuenge vp to the head but weele hit her for her 
villany. 

Cap, I will traw as petter, and as vrfe weapons as 
arrewes vp to the head, lug you it fhal be warrants to 
giue her the whippe deedle. 

A Horn, But now the knowes lliees difcouered, 
Iheele take her bells and fly out of our reach. 

Cap, Fie with her pells I ownds I know a parifli 
that fal tag downe all the pells and fell em to Capten 
lenhens, to do him good, and if pelle will fly, weele 
flie too, vnles, the pell-ropes hang vs : will you amble 
vp and downe to maifler luflice by my fide, to haue 
this rafcall Hornet in corum, and fo, to make her hold 
her whoars peace. 

Allom, lie amble or trot with you Capten : you 
told me, flie threatened her champions fhould cut for 
her ; if fo, wee may haue the peace of her. 

Cap, O mon du 1 u dguin 1 follow your leader, 
Jenken fhall cut, and Slice, as worfe as they : come I 
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fcome to haue any peace of her, or ol any onam, but 
open wanes* Exeunt 

Enter Bellamont^ Maybery^ Greenjheildy Philhp^ 
Leuerpole^ Chartley : all hooted, 

Bell, What 1 will thefe yong Gentlemen to helpe 
vs to catch this frelh Salmon, ha ? Phillip ! are they 
thy friends. 

Phil Yes Sir. 

Bell We are beholding to you Gentlemen that 
youle fill our confort I ho leene your faces me thinkes 
before \ and I cannot informe my felfe where. 

Both, May be fo Sir. 

Bell Shalls to horfe, hears a tickler : heigh : to 
horfe. 

May, Come Switts and Spurres ! lets mount our 
Cheualls : merry quoth a. 

Bell Gentlemen fhall I fhoote a fooles bolt out 
among you all, becaufe w^eele be fure to be merry. 

Onm, What ift ? 

Bdl For mirth on the high way, will make vs rid 
ground falter then if theeues were at our tayles, what 
lay yee to this, lets all pracftife iefls one againfl 
another, and hee that has the bell iell throwne vpon 
him, and is moll gald, betweene our riding foorth 
and coraming in, lhall beare the charge of the whole 
iourney. 

Omn, Content ifaith. 

Bell Wee lhall fitte one a you with a Cox-combe 
at Ware I belieue. 

May, Peace. 

Green, III a bargen. 

Om7i, And hands clapt vpon it. 

Bel Stay, yonders the Dolphin without Bilhops- 
gate, where our horfes are at rack and manger, and 
wee are going pall it : come crolie ouer : and what 
place is this ? 

May, Bedlam ill not % 
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Bell Where the mad-men are, I neuer was amongfl 
them, as you loue me Gentlemen, lets fee what Greekes 
are within. 

Green* Wee lhall Hay too long. 

BelL Not a whit, Ware will llay for our comming 
I warrant you : come a fpurt and away, lets bee mad 
once in our dayes : this is the doore. 

Enter Full-moone. 

May* Sane you fir, may we fee fome a your mad- 
folkes, doe you keepe em % 

Full Yes. 

Bell* Pray bellow your name fir vpon vs. 

Full* My name is Full-7noo7ie* 

Bell* You well deferue tliis office good maifter 
Full-7noo7ie\ and what mad-caps haue you in your 
houfe. 


Enter the FhifiUon* 

Ful* Diuerfe. 

May. Gods fo, fee, fee, whats hee walkes yonder, 
is^e mad. 

Full* Thats a Mufition, yes hee’s befides him- 
felfe. 

Bell. A Mufition, how fell he mad for Gods fake f 

Ful. For loue of an Italian Dwarfe. 

BelL Has he beene in Italy then ? 

Full* Yes and fpeakes they fay all manner of 
languages. 


Enter the Bawd* 

Omn* Gods fo, looke, looke, whats £hee. 

Bell* The dancing Beare : a pritty well-fauourd 
little woman. 

Full, They fay, but I know not, that ffie was 
a Bawd, and was frighted out of her wittes by 
fire. 
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BeL May we lalke with ^em maifler Fulmoone, 

Full, Yes and you will ; I mufl looke about for 
I haue vnraly tenants. Exit 

Bell, What haue you in this paper honefl friend ? 

Gree, Is this he has al manner of languages, yet 
fpeakes none. 

Baud* How doe you Sir Andrew,^ will you fend for 
fpme aquauite for me, I haue had no drinke neuer 
fmce the lall great raine that fell. 

Bell No thats a lie. 

Baud, Nay, by gad, then, you lie, for all youYe Sir 
Andrew, I was a dapper rogue in Portingal voyage, 
not an inch broad at the heele and yet thus high ; I 
fcomd, I can tell you, to be druncke with rain-water 
then, fir, in thofe golden and filuer dayes \ I had fweet 
bits then, fir Andrew, How doe you, good brother 
Timothy I 

Bell You haue been in much trouble fmce that 
voyage. 

Baud, Neuer in bridewell, I protefl, as I’m a vir- 
gin, for I could neuer abide that bridewell, I protefl, 
I was once fick, and I took my water in a baflcet, and 
carried it to a dodlors. 

Fhtl In a baflcet ? 

Baud, Yes, fir : you arrant foole there was a vrinall 
in it 

FMl I cry you mercy* 

Baud, The dodlor told me I was with child. How 
many Lords, Knights, Gentlemen, Cittizens, and 
others, promifed me to be godfathers to that child 1 
’twas not God’s will : the prentifes made a riot vpon 
my glaffe windows, the Shrove-tuefday following, and 
I mifcarried. 

Omn, O do not weep ! 

Bar^d. I ha’ caufe to weep : I trull gintlewomen 
their diet fometimes a fortnight : lend gentlemen hol- 
iand Ihiits, and they fweat ’em out at tennis ; and no 
rellitution, and no rellitution. But He take a new 
order : I will haue but fix Hewed prunes in a difii, and 



North-ward Hoe, 59 

fome of Mother WalFs cakes ; for my bell cuilomers 
are taylors. 

Onm, Taylors ! ha, ha ! 

Baud, I taylors : giue me your London pren- 
tice ; your country gentlemen are growne too 
politicke. 

Bell, But what fay you to fuch young gentlemen 
as thefe are % 

Baud, Foh 1 they, as foon as they come to their 
lands, get vp to London, and, like fquibs that run 
vpon lynes, they keep a fpitting of fire and cracking 
till they ha fpent all ; and when my fquib is out, what 
fays his punk % foh, he llinks. 

Enter the mufition, 

Methought, this other night I faw a pretty fight, 
Which pleafed me much. 

A comely country mayd, not fqueamilh nor afraid, 
To let Gentlemen touch : 

I fold her maidenhead once, and I fold her 
maidenhead twice, 

And I fold it lail to an alderman of York : 

And then I had fold it thrice. 

Mus, You fmg fcuruily. 

Baud, Marry, muff, fmg thou better, for He go 
fleepe my old lleepes. Exit, 

Bell, What are you a-doing, my friend. 

Mus^ Pricking, pricking. 

Bell, What doe you meane by pricking ? 

Mus, A Gentleman-like quality. 

Bell, This fellow is fome what prouder and fulliner 
then the other. 

May, Oh ; fo be moll of your mufitions. 

Mus, Are my teeth rotten ? 

Omn, No, fir. 

Mus. Then I am no comfit-maker nor vintner 
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I do not get wenches in my drinke. — Are you a 
mufition ? 

Bell Yes. 

Mus, Wele be fwom brothers, then, looke you, 
fweet rogue. 

Green, Gods fo, now I think vpon’t, a iefl is crept 
into my head : fteale away, if you loue me. 

Exeunt : mufition fmgs. 

Mufi. Was euer any marchants baud fet better I 
fet it : walke Ime a cold, this white fattin is too thin 
vnles it be cut, for then the Sunne enters : can you 
fpeake Italian too, Sapete Italiano, 

Bell Vn poco,. 

Mufi, Sblood if it be in you, He poake it out of 
you ; vn poco, come March lie heare with me but till 
the fall of the leafe, and if you haue but poeo Italiano 
in you, He fill you full of more poco March. 

Bell Come on. Exeunt 

Enter Maybery, Greenefhilde, Philip, Fulhmoone, 
Leuerpoole, and Chartely. 

Gree, Good Maiiler Mayherie,, Philipp if you be 
kind Gentlemen vphold the ieil : your whole voiage is 
payd for. 

May, Follow it then. 

Ful The old Gentleman fay you, why he talkt 
euen now as well in his wittes as I do my felfe, and 
lookt as wifely. 

Gree, No matter how he talkes, but his Pcricra- 
nion’s perifht. 

Ful Where is he pray % 

Phil Mary with the Mufition, and is madder by 
this time. 

Char, Hee's an excellent Mufition himfelfe, you 
mull note that 

May, And hauing met one fit for his one tooth : 
you fee hee fkips from vs. 
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Green. The troth is mailler Full-moone, diuers 
traines haue bin laide to bring him hither, without 
gaping of people, and neuer any tooke eife6l till now. 

FuL How fell he mad? 

Green. For a woman, looke you fir: here’s a 
crowne to prouide his fupper : hee’s a Gentleman of a 
very good houfe,you fhall bee paid well if you conuert 
him ; to morrow morning, bedding, and a gowne lhall 
be fent in, and wood and coale. 

Ful Nay fir, he mull ha no fire. 

Green. No, why looke what llraw you buy for him, 
lhall retume you a whole harueft. 

Omnes. Let his llraw be ff efh and fweet we befeech 
you fir ? 

Green. Get a couple of your flurdieft fellowes, and 
bind him I pray, whilll wee Hip out of his fight 

Ful. He hamper him, I warrant Gentlemen. Exit 

Omnes. Excellent 

May. But how will my noble Poet take it at my 
hands, to betray him thus. 

Omn. Foh, tis but a iell, he comes. 

Fnler MufUion and Bellamont 

Bell. Ferdonate mi^ fi lo dimando del vojlro nome : 
oh, whether Ihrunke you : I haue had fuch a mad 
dialogue here. 

Omn. Wee ha bin with the other mad folkes. 

May. And what fayes he and his prick-fong ? 

Bell. Wee were vp to the eares in Italian ifaith. 

Omn. In Italian ; 0 good mailler Bellamont lets 
heare him. 

Enter Full-moone, and two Ke^ers. 

Bell. How now, Sdeath what do you meane ? are 
you mad ? 

Ful. Away firra, bind him, hold fall : you want a 
wench firra, doe you ? 
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Bell What wench ? will you take mine armes from 
me, being no Heralds % let goe you Dogs. 

FmL Bind him, be quiet : come, come, dogs, he, 
& a gentleman. 

Bell. Maiher Malbery, Philipp mailler Maihcry^ 
vds foot 

FuL He bring you a wench, are you mad for a 
wench. 

BelL I hold my life my comrads haue put this 
fooles cap vpon thy head : to gull me : I fmell it now : 
why doe you heare Full-moone., let me loofe , for Ime 
not mad ; Ime not mad by lefu, 

FuL Aske the Gentlemen that. 

Bel. Bith Lord I'me afwell in my wits, as any man 
ith’ houfe, & this is a trick put vpon thee by thefe 
gallants in pure knauery. 

FuL He trie that, anfwer me to this queflion : loofe 
his armes a little, looke you fir, three Geefe nine 
pence ,* every Goofe three pence, whats that a Goofe, 
roundly, roundly one with another. 

BeL Sfoot do you bring your Geefe for me to 
cut vp. Jirike him foundly.^ aud kick him. 

Enter all. 

Omn. Hold, hold, bind him maifler FulLmoone. 

FuL Binde him you, hee has payd me all, He 
haue none of his bonds not I, vnleile I could xecouer 
them better. 

Gre. Haue I giuen it you maifler Poet, did the 
Lime-bufh take. 

Ma. It was his warrant fent thee to Bedlam^ old 
lack Bellamonf : and, Maifler Full-z^4he-?noon^ our 
warrant difeharges him. — Poet, wele all ride vpon 
thee to Ware, and backe againe, I feare, to thy cofl. 

BelL If you do, I mull bear you, — Thank you, 
Maifler Grcenjhkld ; I will not die in your debt — 
Farewell, you mad rafcalls. — ^To horfe, come. — 'Tis 
well done, ’twas well done. You may laugh, you fliall 
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laugh, gentlemen. If the gudgeon had been fwallowed 
by one of you, it had been vile ; but by Gad, 'tis 
nothing, for your beft Poets, indeed, are mad for the 
moll part. — Farewell, good-man Full-moone. 

Full Pray, gentlemen, if you come by, call in. 

Fxit. 

Bell. Yes, yes, when they are mad. — Horfe your 
felues now, if you be men. 

May. Hee gallop mufl that after women rides, 

Get our wiues out of Towne, they take long flrides. 

Exeunt 


ACTVS 5. SC^NA I. 

Enter old Maybery and Bellamont. 

May. But why haue you brought vs to the wrong 
inn, and withal poffeft GreenJJiield that my wife is not 
in town 1 when my proj€(^ flias, that I would haue 
brought him vp into the chamber where young Fether- 
Jlone and his wife lay, and fo all his artillery Ihould 
haue recoiled into his own bofome. 

Bell. O, it will fall out farre better : you fhall fee 
my reuenge will haue a more neat and vnexpedted 
conueyance. He hath been all vp and downe the 
towne to enquire for a Londoners wife : none fuch is 
to be found, for I haue mewd your wife vp already. 
Marry, he hears of a Yorkjhire gentlewoman at next 
inn, and that’s all the commodity Ware affords at this 
inhant. Now, fir, he very politickly imagines that your 
wife is rode to Puckrldge^ hue mile further ; for, faith 
he, in fuch a town, where hoHs will be familiar, and 
tapHers fancy, and chamberlains worfe then theeues’ 
intelligencers, they’ll neuer put foot out of Hirrop; 
either at Fuckridge or Wades-MzUj faith he, you fhall 
find them ; and becaufe our horfes are weaiy, he’s 
gone to take vp pofl-horfe. My counfel is only this, 
— when he comes in, faign yourfelfe vety melancholy, 
fweare you will ride no further ; and this is your part 
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of the comedy : the fequel of the iefl fliall come like 
money borrowed of a courtier, and paid within the 
day, a thing ftrange and vnexpe<5led. 

Enter Greenfliield. 

May, Enough, I ha’t. 

BelL He comes. 

Green, Come, gallants, the poil-horfe are ready ; 
’tis but a quarter of an hours riding ; weele ferret them 
and firk them, in-faith. 

Bell, Are they growne politick ^ when do you fee 
honefty couet corners, or a gentleman thats no thief 
lie in the inn of a carrier 1 

May, Nothing hath vndone my wife but too much 
riding. 

Bell She was a pritty piece of a poet indeed, and 
in her difeourfe would, as many of your goldfmiths’ 
wiues do, draw her fimile from precious fLones fo 
wittily, as redder then your ruby, harder then your 
diamond, and fo from flone to flone in leffe time then 
a man can draw on a llraight boot, as if the had been 
an excellent lapidary. 

Green, Come, will you to horfe, fir ? 

May, No, let her go to the deuil, and Ihe will : He 
not ftir a foot further. 

Green, Gods precious, ift come to this 1 — Perfuade 
him, as you are a gentleman : there will be ballads 
made of him, and the burthen thereof will be, — If you 
had rode out 5 mile forward, he had found the fatal 
houle of Brainford northward j 0 hone, hone, hone, 
o nonero 1 

Bell, You are merry, fir. 

Green, Like your citizen, I neuer thinke of my 
debts when I am a horfeback. 

Bell You imagin you are riding from your 
creditors. 

Green, Good, in faith. — Will you to horfe ? 

May, He ride no further. 
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Green, Then He difcharge the poflmafler. — Wafl 
not a pretty wit of mine, maifler poet, to haue had him 
rod into Puckridge with a horn before him? ha, 
waft not ? 

BelL Good footh, excellent : I was dull in appre- 
hending it : but come fince we mull hay : wele be 
mery, chamberlaine call in the mufick, bid the 
Taphers & maids come vp and dance, what weel 
make a night of it, harke you maihers, I haue an ex- 
cellent ieh to make old Maibery merry, Sfoote weele 
haue him merry. 

Green, Lets make him drunke then, a fimple catch- 
ing wit I. 

Bel, Go thy waies, I know a Nobleman would take 
fuch a delight in thee. 

Green, Why fo he would in his foole. 

Bell, Before God but hee would make a difference, 
hee would keepe you in Sattin, but as I was a faying 
weel haue him merry : his wife is gon to Puckridge, 
tis a wench makes him melancholy, tis a wench muh 
make him mery; we muh help him to a wench. 
When your cittizen comes into his Inne, wet & cold, 
dropping, either the hohis or one of her maids, 
warmes his bed, puls on his night-cap, cuts his comes 
puts out the candle, bids him command ought, if he 
want ought : and fo after maiher cittiner fleepes as 
quietly, as if he lay in his owne low-country of Hol- 
land, his own linnen I meane fir, we muh haue a 
wench for him. 

, Gree, But wher^s this wench to be found, here are 
al the moueable peticotes of the houfe. 

Bil, At the next Inne there lodged to night 

Gree, Gods pretious a Yorkejhire Gentlewoman ^ 
I ha’t, He angle for her prefently, weele haue him 
merry. 

Bel, Procure fome Chamberlaine to Pander for 
you. 

Gree, No He be Pander my felfe, becaufe weele 
be meny. 
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Bell Will you, will you % 

Gree. But how ? be a Pander as I am a gentle- 
man 1 that were horrible, He thrufl my felf into the 
out-fide of a Fawlconer in towne heere : & now I 
thinke on*t there are a company of country plaiers, 
that are to come to towne here, ihall furnilh mee with 
haire and beard : if I do not bring her, . . . wilbe 
wondrous merry, 

Bel About it looke you fir, though ihe beare her 
far aloofe, and her body out of diftance, fo her mind be 
comming 'tis no matter. 

Green. Get old Maiberry merry; that any man 
fhould take to heart thus the downe fall of a woman, 
I thinke when he comes home poore fnaile, heele 
not dare to peepe forth of doores leafl. his homes 
viher him. Exit. 

Bel Go thy wayes, there be more in England 
weare large eares and homes, then Stagges and 
Affes : excellent hee rides pofle with a halter about 
his neck. 

May. How now wilt take 1 

Bel Beyond expedlation : I haue perfwaded him 
the onely way to make you merry, is to helpe you 
to a wench, and the foole is gone to pander his owne 
wife hether. 

May. Why heele know her I 

Bel She hath beene maskt euer fince ftie came 
into the Inne, for feare of difcouery. 

May. Then iheele know him. 

Bel For that his owne vnfortunate wit helpt my 
lafie inuention, for he hath difguifd himfelfe like a 
Fawkner, in Towne heare, hoping in that procuring 
fhape, to doe more good vpon her, then in the out- 
fide of a Gentleman. 

May. Young Fetherftone will know him 1 

Bel Hee's gone into the towne, and will not re- 
turne this halfe houre. 

May. Excellent if the would come. 

Bel Nay vpon my life fheele come : when die 
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enters remember feme of your young bloud, talke as 
fome of your gallant commoners will, Dice and 
drinke : freely : do not call for Sack, leafl it betray 
the coldnelTe of your man-hood, but fetch a caper 
now & then, to make the gold chinke in your pockets : 
Ifo. 

May. Ha old Poet, lets once Hand to it for the 
credit of Milke-Jireete. 1$ my wife acquainted with 
this. 

Bel, She's perfedl, & will come out vpon her qu, 
I warrant you. 

May, Good wenches infaith : fils fome more 
Sack heare. 

Bel, Gods pretious, do not call for Sack by any 
meanes. 

May, Why then giue vs a whole Lordfliip for life 
in Rhenijh^ with the reuerfion in Sugar. 

Bell, Excellent 

May, It were not amiffe if we were dancing. 

BdL Out vpon't, I fliall neuer do it 

Enter Greenfheild difgulfed^ with miftretje Green- 
fheild. 

Green, Out of mine noflxils tapfter, thou fmelft 
like Guild-hall two daies after Simon and lude^ of 
drinke moil horribly, off with thy mafke fweete fmner 
of the North : thefe maskes are foiles to good faces, 
and to bad ones tliey are like new fatin outfides to 
loufy linings. 

Kate, O, by no means, fir. Your merchant will 
not open a whole peece to his bell cuflomer : he that 
buys a woman mull take her as Ihe falls. He vnmask 
my hand ; heres the fample. 

Green, Goe to, then, old Poet I haue tane her 
vp already as a pinnis bound for the llraights ; Ihe 
knows her burden yonder. 

2 F 
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Bell Lady, you are welcome. Yon is the old 
gentleman ; and obferue him, he^s not one of your fat 
city chuffs, wdiofe great belly argues that the felicity of 
his life confifls in capon, fack, and fmcere honefiy ; 
but a leane fpare bountiful gallant one that hath an 
old wife and a young performance ; whofe reward is 
not the rate of a captain newly come out of the Low- 
Countries, or a Yorkjhiere attorny in good contentious 
pra6lice, fome angel,-— no, the • proportion of your 
welthy citizen to his wench is her chamber, her diet, 
her phifick, her apparel, her painting, her monkey, her 
pandar, her everything, Youle fay, your young gentle- 
man is your only feruice, that lies before you like a 
calues head, with his braines fome halfe yeard from him; 
but, I affure you, they mufl not onely haue variety of 
foolery, but aHb of wenches ; whereas your confcion- 
able greybeard of Farrington-within will keep himfelf 
to the ruins of one caft waiting-woman an age : and 
perhaps, when he^s pafl all other good works, to 
wipe out falfe waights and twenty i’ the hundred, marry 
her. 

Green. O, well bould Tom ( ) we haue prefe- 

dents for^t. 

Rate. But I haue a hufband fir. 

Bell. You haue ? If the knaue thy hufband be 
rich, make him poor, that he may borrow money of 
this merchant, and be laid vp in the Counter or Lud- 
gate ; fo it fhall bee confcience in you old gentleman, 
when he hath feized all thy goods, to take the home 
and maintain thee. 

Green. O, well bould, Tom ( ) we haue prefe- 

dents for’t. 

Kate. Well, if you be not a nobleman, you are 
fome great valiant gentleman by your bearth and the 
fafhion of your beard, and do but thus to make the 
citizen merry, becaufe you owe him fome money. 

Bell. 0, you are a wag. 

May. You are very welcome. 
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Green. He is tane ; excellent, excellent 1 theres 
one will make him merry. Is it any imputation to 
help ones friend to a wench ? 

Bell No more than at my lords entreaty to help 
my lady to a pretty waiting-woman. If he had giuen 
you a gelding, or the reuerfion of fome monopoly, or 
a new fute of fatin, to haue done this, happily your 
fatin would haue fmelt of the pander; but whafs 
done freely, comes, likeaprefent to an old lady, with- 
out any reward : and what is done without any re- 
ward, come like wounds to a foldier, very honourably 
notwithflanding. 

May. This is my breeding, gentlewoman : and 
whether trauel you ? 

Kate. To London, fir, as the old tale goes, to feeke 
my fortune. 

May. Shall I be your fortune, lady ? 

Kate. 0, pardon me, fir ; lie haue fome young 
landed heir to be my fortune, for they fauour fhe- 
fooles more than citizens. 

May. Are you married ? 

Kate. Yes, but my hufband is in garrifon i* the 
Low-Countries, is his colonels bawd, and his captain’s 
iefler ; he fent me word ouer that he will thriue, for 
though his apparel lie f the Lombard, he keeps his 
confcience f the mufler-book. 

May. He may doe his country good feruice, 
lady. 

Kate. I as many of your captains do, that fight, 
as the geefe faued the Capitol, only with prattling. 
Well, well, if I were in fome noblemans hands now, 
may be he would not take a thoufand pounds for 
me, . 

May. No. 

Kate. No, fir ; and yet may be at years end would 
giue me a brace of hundreth pounds to marry me to 
his baily or the folicitor of his law-fuits.^ — ^Whofe this, 
I befeech you ? 
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Enter MiJIrefs Mayberry, her hair loofe, with the 
Hojlice, 

Jffoji, I pray you, forfooth, be patient. 

Bell, Paffion of my heart, Miflrefs Mayberiy. 

Exeunt Fiddlers:* 

Green, Now will fhee put fome notable trick, vpon 
her cuckoldly hufband.* 

May, Why, how now, wife I what means this % 
ha 1 

Mijl, May, Well, I am very well. O my vnfortu- 
nate parents would you had buried me quick, when 
you linkt me to this mifery. 

Ma, 0 wife, be patient 1 I haue more caule to 
raile wife. 

MiJl, May, You haue, proue it, proue it ; wheres 
the Courtier, you lliould haue tane in my bofome : He 
fpit my gall in’s face, that can tax me of any dif- 
honour : haue I loft the pleafure of mine eyes, the 
fweetes of my youth, the willies of my bloud : and 
the portion of my friends, to be thus diflionord, to be 
reputed vild in London^ whilfl my hulhand prepares 
common difeafes for me at Ware^ O god O god. 

Be, Prettily well diffembled. 

Hqft, As I am true hoflice you are to blame fir, what 
are you maillers : He know what you are afore you de- 
part maillers, doH thou leaue thy Chamber in an honefl 
Inne, to come and inueaglemy coHomers, and you had 
fent for me vp, and kill me and vfde me like an hof- 
tice, twold neuer haue greeued mee, but to do it to a 
ftranger. 

Kate, He leaue you fir. 

May, Stay, why how now fweete gentlewoman, 
cannot I come forth to breath my felfe, but I muflbee 
haunted, raile vpon olde Bellamont^ that he may dif- 
couer them, you remember Fetherjlone Greenjheild, 

Mijl, May. I remember them, I, they are two as 
coging, diflionorable dambd forfworne beggerly gentle- 
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men, as are in al London, and therms a reuerent old 
gentleman to, your pander in my confcience. 

BeL Lady, I wil not as the old goddes were wont, 
fweare by the infernall SHx ; but by all the mingled 
wine in the feller beneath, and the fmoke of Tobacco 
that hath fumed ouer the veffailes, I did not procure 
your husband this banqueting diih of fuckket looke 
you behold the parenthefis. 

Mqft. Nay He fee your face too. 

Rat My deare vnkind husband; I proteil to 
thee I haue playd this knauifh part only to be 
witty, 

Gree, That I might bee prefently turned into a 
matter more fodllid then home, into Marble. 

BeL Your husband gentlewoman : why hee neuer 
was a fouldier, 

Kat I but a Lady got him prickt for a Captaine, 
I warrant you, he wil anfwere to the name of Cap* 
taine, though hee bee none : like a Lady that wil not 
think fcorne to anfwere to the name of her firft hus- 
band ; though he weare a Sope-boyler, 

Green. Hange of thou diuill, away. 

KaU No, no, you fled me tother day, 

When I was with child you ran away, 

But fince I haue caught you now. 

Green. A pox of your wit and your fmging. 

Bel. Nay looke you fir, Ihe mull fmg becaufe weele 
be merry, what though you rod not flue mile forward, 
you haue found that fatall houfe at Brainford North- 
ward. 0 hone, ho ho na ne ro. 

Green. God refufe mee Gentlemen, you may laugh 
and bee merry : but I am a Cockold and I thinke you 
knew .of it, who lay ith fegges with you to night wild- 
ducke. 

Kat No body with me, as I fliall be faued ; but 
Maiiler Fetherjloney came to meete me as far as Rot- 
lime. 

Green. Fetherllone. 

May. See the hawke that firfl ftoopt, my phefant 
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is kild by the Spaniell that firfl fprang all of our fide 
wife, 

Bel Twas a pretty wit of you fir, to haue had 
him rod into Puckeridge with a home before him ; ha ; 
wail not ; 

Green. Good. 

Bel Or where a Cittizen keepes his houfe, you 
know tis not as a Gentleman keepes his Chamber for 
debt, but as you fayd euen now very wifely, leafl his 
homes thould vfher him. 

Green. Very good Fetherjiom he comes. 

Enter Fetherflone. 

Feth. Luke Greenejhield Maiiler Maylery^ old 
Poet : Mol and Kate^ moil hapily incounterd, vdflife 
how came you heather, by my life the man lookes 
pale. 

Green. You are a villaine, and He raakt good 
vpon you, I am no feruingman, to feede upon your re- 
uerfion, 

Feth. Go to the ordinary then. 

Bel. This is his ordinary fir & in this flic is 
like a London ordinary : her bell getting comes by 
the box. 

Green. You are a dambd villaine. 

Feth. 0 by no means. 

Green. No, vdflife, He go inftantly take a purfe, 
be apprehended and hang’d for’t, better then be a 
Cockold. 

Feth. Beil firil make your confeffion firra. 

Green. ’Tis this thou hail not vfed me like a 
gentleman. 

Feth. A gentleman 1 thou a gentleman ! thou art 
a taylor. 

Bell Ware preaching, 

Feth. No, firrah, if you will confefs ought, tell how 
thou hail wronged that vertuous gentlewoman : how 
thou laieft at her two yeare together, to make her 
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difhoneft; how thou wouldfl fend me thither with 
letters ; how duly thou wouldfL watch the citizens - 
wiues’ vacation, which is twice a-day. namely the Ex- 
change-time, twelue at^ noon, and fix at night ; and 
where flie refufed thy importunity and vowd to tell 
her hufband, thou wouldft fall down vpon thy knees, 
and entreat her for the loue of heauen, if not to eafe 
thy violent affedlion, at lead to conceal it, — to which 
her pity and fimple vertue confented ; how thou tookell 
her wedding-ring from her ; met thefe two gentlemen 
at Ware ; fained a quarrel j and the red is apparent. 
This only remains, — what wrong the poor gentle- 
woman hath fince receaued by our intolerable lye, I am 
mod heartily forry for, and to thy bofom will maintain 
all I haue faid to he honed. 

May- Vicdory, wifei thou art quit by procla- 
mation. 

Bell Sir you are an honed man : I haue known 
an arrant thief for peaching made an officer; giue me 
your hand, fir. 

Kate- 0 filthy abhominable hufband, did you all 
this 1 

May- Certainly he is no captain ; he blufhes. 

Mift- May- Speak fir, did you euer know me an- 
fwer your willies ? 

Green- You are honed ; very vertuoufly honed. 

Miji- May- I will, then, no longer be a loofe 
woman : I haue at my husbands pleafure tane upon 
me this habit of jelofy. Ime forry for you ; vertue 
glories not in the fpoil, but in the victory. 

Bell- How fay you by that goodly fentence I Look 
you, fir, you gallants vifit citizens houfes, as the 
Spaniard fird failed to the Indies : you pretend buy- 
ing of wares or felling of lands ; but the end proues 
dis nothing but for difcouery and conqued of their 
wiues for better maintenance. Why, look you, was he 
aware of thofe broken patience when you met him at 
Ware and poffefied him of the downfall of his wife 1 
You are a cuckold ; you have panderd your own wife 



74 North-ward Hoe. 

to this gentleman i better men haue done it, honed 
Tom ( ), we haue prefidents for't Hie you to London, 
What is more catliolick rthe city than for husbands 
daily for to forgiue the nightly fms of their bedfellows % 
If you like not that courfe, but to intend to be rid of 
her, rifle her at a tauern, where you may fwallow 
down fome fifty wifeacres, fons and heirs to old tene- 
ments and common gardens, like fo many raw yeolkes 
with mufcadine to bedward. 

Xate, 0 filthy knaue, doft compare a woman of 
my carriage to a horfe ? 

Bell, And no difparagement ; for a woman to 
haue a high forehead, a quicke eare, a full eye, a wide 
noilril, a lleeke Ikin, a ftraight back, a round hip, and 
fo forth, is mod comely, 

Kate, But is a great belly comely in a horfe, fir ? 

Bell. No, lady. 

Kate. And what think you of it in a woman, I 
pray you ? 

Hll, Certainly I am put down at my own weapon : 
I therefore recant the rifling. No, there is a new trade 
come up for cad gentlewomen, of peeriwip-making : 
let your wife fet vp fthe Strand; and yet I doubt 
whither flie may or no, for they fay the women haue 
got it to be a corporation. If you can, you may make 
good vfe of it, for you fhall haue as good a coming-in 
by hair (though it be but a falling commodity), and 
by other foolilh tiring, as any between Saint Clements 
and Charing, 

Fetk, Now you haue run yourfelf out of breathy 
hear me. I proted the gentlewoman is honed : and 
fince I have wronged her reputation in meeting her 
thus priuately, He maintain her. — ^Wilt thou hang at 
my purfe, Kate, like a paire of barbary buttons, to 
open when dis full, and clofe when ’tis empty % 

Kate, m be diuorced, by this Chridian element : 
and becaufe thou thinked thou art a Cockold, led I 
fhould make thee an infidel in caufing thee to belieue 
an vntruth, Til make thee a Cockold. 
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Beil Excellent wench. 

Fetk Come, lets go, fweet ; the Nag I ride upon 
bears double : weele to London. 

May, Do not bite your thumbs, fir. 

Kate, Bite his thumb 1 
111 make him do a thing worfe than this : 

Come loue me where as I lay. 

Feik mizX,Kaie\ 

Kate, He fiiall father a child is none of his, 

O, the clean contrary way. 

Fetk O lufly Kate. Exeunt 

May, Methought he faid even now you were a 
taylor. 

Green, You fhall hear more of that hereafter : 111 
make Ware and him llink ere he goes : if I be a 
taylor, the rogues naked weapon fliall not fright me ; 
111 beat him and my wife both out a the towne with a 
taylors yard. Exit 

May, O valiant Sir TriJlram—'&(^om. there 1 

Enter Philip, Leuerpool, and Chartly. 

Pht, News, father, mofl flrange news out of the 
Low-Countries: your good lady and miflris, that fet 
you to work upon a dozen of cheefe-trenchers, is new 
lighted at the next inn, and the old venerable gentle- 
mans father with her. 

Belt Let the gates of our inn be locked up clofer 
than a noblemans gates at dinner-time. 

Omn, Why, fir, why ? 

Bell If fire enter here, the houfe will be infedled : 
the plague is not halfe fo dangerous as a ftie-homet — 
Philips this is your fliufflimg a the cards, to turn up her 
for the bottom card at Ware, 

Phi, No, as Ime vertuous, fir : afk the two gentle- 
men. 

Leu^. No, in troth, fir. She told vs, that, in- 
quiring at London for you or your fon, your man 
chalked out her way to Ware, 
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BelL I wud Ware might choke em both* — Maifter 
Mayhcry^ my horfe and 1 will take our Icaues of you : 
lie to Bedlam again rather than {lay her. 

May. Shall a woman make thee fly thy coun- 
try ? Stay, (land to her, though flie were greater than 
Pope Joan. What are thy brains conjuring for, my 
poetical bay-leaf-eater ? 

BelL ' For a fprite o'the buttery, that lhall make 
us all drink with mirth, if I can raife it Stay, the 
chicken is not fully hatched. — ^hit, I befeech thee ! 
fo, come 1 — Will you be fecret, gentlemen, and affiil- 
ing? 

Omn. With brown bills, if you think good. 

BelL What will you fay if by fome trick we put 
this little hornet into Fetherjlones bofom, and marry 
Vm together 1 

Omn. Fuh 1 ’tis impoflTible. 

BelL Moll poflible. lie to my trencher-woman \ 
let me alone for dealing with her : Fetherjlone^ gentle- 
men, fliall be your patient. 

Omn. How, how % 

BelL Thus. I will clofe with this country pedler, 
Miflris Dorothy^ that trauels vp and down to exchange 
pins for conyfkins, very louingly; flie fliall eat of 
nothing but fweatmeats in my company, good words ; 
whofe tafle when flie likes, as I know flie will, then 
will I play vpon her with this artillery,— ^that a very 
proper man and a great heir (naming Feiherjloni) 
fpied her from a window, when flie lighted at her inn, 
is extremely fallen in loue with her, vows to make 
her his wife, if it {land to her good liking, even in 
Ware ; but being, as mofl: of your young gentlemen 
are, fomewhat baihful, and afhamed to venture vpon 
a woman, 

May. City and fuburbs can jullify it : fo, fir. 

BelL He fends me, being an old friend, to under- 
mine for him. Fll fo whet the wenches flomach, and 
make her fo hungry, that flie fliall haue an appetite to 
him, feare it not. Greenjhield fliall haue a hand in it 
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too ; and, to be revenged of his partner, will, I know, 
flrike with any weapon. 

Lmer, But is Fetherjione of any means % elfe you 
undo him and her. 

May. He has land between Foolham and London : 
he would haue made it ouer to me. — To your charge, 
poet : giue you the affault vpon her ; and fend but 
Fetherjione to me, He hang him by the gills. 

BelL He’s not yet horfed, fure . — Philip y go thy 
ways, giue fire to him, and fend him hither with a 
powder prefently. 

Phil. He’s blowne vp already. Exit 

BelL Gentlemen, youle flick to the deuice, and 
look to your plot 1 

Omn. Mofl poetically : away to your quarter. 

BelL I march : I will call my rider, gallants. I 
hope you fee who fliall pay for our voyage. Exit 

Enter Phillip and Fetlierflone. 

May. That mufl hee that comes here : Maifler 
Fetherjbney 0 Maifter Fetherjloney you may now make 
your fortunes weigh ten flone of Fethers more then 
euer they did : leape but into the faddle now, that 
flands empty for you, you are made for euer. 

Leuer. An Affe lie be fworne. 

Feth. How for Gods fake ? how ? 

May. I would you had, what I could wifh you, I 
loue you, and becaufe you fhall be fure to know where 
my loue dwels, looke you fir, it hangs out at this 
figne : you fhall pray for Warey when Ware is dead 
and rotten : looke you fir, there is as pretty a little 
Pinnas, flruck faile hereby, and come in lately j fhee’s 
my kinfe-woman, my fathers youngeft Sifler, a warde, 
her portion three thoufand ; her hopes if her Grannam 
dye without iffue, better. 

Feth. Very good fir. 

May. Her Gardian goes about to marry her to a 



78 Norih-ward Hoe. 

Stone-cutter, and rather than fheele be fubie£l to fuch 
a fellow, fheele dye a martyr, will you haue all out ! 
ftiee’s runne away, is here at an Inne ith’ towne, what 
parts fo euer you haue plaide with mee, I fee good 
parts in you, and if you now will catch times hayre 
thafs put into your hand, you fiiall clap her vp 
prefently. 

Feth. Is fhe young 1 and a pretty wench ? 

Lmer. Few Cittizens wines are like her. 

Phil Yong, why I warrant fixteene hath fcarce 
gone oner her. 

Feth, Sfoot, where is flie ? if I like her perfonage, 
afwell as I like that which you fay belongs to her per- 
fonage, He Hand thrumming of Caps no longer, but 
board your Pynnis whilft ’tis hotte. 

May. Away then with thefe Gentlemen with a 
French gallop, and to her : Phillip here fhall runne for 
a Priefl, and difpatch you. 

Feth. Will you gallants goe along : wee may be 
married in a Chamber for feare of hew and crie 
after her, and fome of the company fhall keepe the 
doore. 

May. Affure your foule Ihee will be followed ; 
away therefore. Hees in the Curtian gulfe, and 
fwallowed horfe and man : hee will haue fome body 
keepe the doore for him, Iheele looke to that : I am 
yonger then I was two nights agoe, for this phifick. — 
how now ? 

Enter Captaine, Allom, Hans, and others booted. 

Capt. God pleffe youj is there not an arrant 
scuruy trab in your company, that is a Sentill-woman 
borne fir, and can tawg Wdch^ and Dutch^ and any 
tongue in your head 1 

May. How fo ? Drabs in my company : doe I 
looke like a Drab-driuer ? 

Capt The Trab will driue you (if fhe put you 
before her) into a pench hole. 
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Aiiom. Is not a Gentleman here one Mailler Bel- 
lamont fir of your company. 

May. Yes, yes, come you from London, heele be 
here prefently. 

Capt Will he % tawfone, this oman, hunts at his 
taile like your little Goates in Wales follow their 
mother, wee haue warrants here from maifler Suflice 
of this Ihire, to Ihew no pitty nor mercie to her, her 
name is Doll. 

May. Why fir, what has Ihe committed 1 I thinke 
fuch a creature is ith’ to^me. 

Capt. What has fhe committed : ownds Ihee has 
committed more then man-flaughters, for fhee has 
committed her felfe God pleffe vs to euerlailing 
prifon : lug you fir, fhee is a punke, fhe fhifts her 
louers (as Captaines and Weljh Gentlemen and fuch) 
as fire does her Trenchers when flie has well fed vpoif t, 
and there is left nothing but pare bones, fhee calls for 
a cleane one, and fcrapes away the firfl. 

Enter Bellamont, and Hornet, with Doll betweene 
them, Greenefhield, Kate, Mayberies wife, Phillip, 
Leuerpoole, a^id Chartley. 

May. Gods fo Maifler Fetherjione^ what will you 
doe ? here’s three come from London, to fetch away 
the Gentlewoman with a warrant. 

Feth. All the warrants in Europe fhall not fetch 
her now, fhe’s mine fure enough ; what haue you to 
fay to her ? fliee’s my wife. 

Cap. Ow ! Sbloud doe you come fo farre to fifhe 
and catch Frogs ? your wife is a Tilt-boate, any man 
or onaan may goe in her for money ; fhee’s a Cunny- 
catcher : where is my moueable goods cald a Coadb, 
and my two wild peafls, pogs on you wud they had 
trawne you to the gallowes. 

Allom. I mufl borrow fiftie pound of you Miflris 
Bride. 

Hans, gain faro, anfa pou mafer me fae 
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gfjMfe, lie gruet foole, gou fteli mint gelt 
to i tear I'si (t ? 

Do//. Out, you bafe fcums 1 come you to clifgrace 
me in my wedding-fhoes 1 

DM. Is this your three-thoufand-pound ward ? ye 
told me, fir, Ihe was your kinfwoman. 

May. Right, one of mine aunts. 

Be//. Who pays for the northern voyage now, 
lads? 

Green. Why do you not ride before my wife to 
London now? The woodcocks fth fpringe, 

Kate. 0, forgive me, dear husband ! I will neuer 
loue a man that is worfe than hangd, as he is. 

May. Now a man may haue a courfe in your 
park? 

Feth. He may, fir. 

Do//. Neuer, I proteil ; I will be as true to thee as 
Ware and Wadds-Mil/ are one to another. 

Feth. Well, it’s but my fate. Gentlemen, this is 
my opinion, its better to fhoot in a bowe that has 
been Ihot in before, and will neuer Hart, then to draw 
a fair new one, that for euery arrow will be warping. 
— Come wench, we are joind, and all the dogs in 
France fhall not part us. — I haue fome lands : thofe 
He turn into money, to pay you, and you, and any. — 
He pay all that I can for thee, for Ime fure thou haft 
paid me. 

Omn. God giue you ioy. 

May. Come lets be merry, lye you with your 
owne Wife, to be fure ftiee ftiail not walke in her 
fleepe ; a noyfe of Mufitians Chamberlaine. 

This night /ets banquet freely : conie^ wee/e dare^ 

Our wines to combate UK greate bed in Ware. 

Exeunt. 


FINIS. 
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THE 

Famous Hiftorie of 

Sir Thomas Wyat. 

Enter Northumberland and 
Suffolke. 


Suff» Ow fares the King, my Lord % 

fpeaks he cheerely % 

Nor. Enen as a djdng man, whofe life 

Like to quicke lighting, which is 
no fooner feene, but is extin<5l. 

Suff. Is the Kings will confirm’^d % 

Nor. I, thats the point that we leuel at 
But oh, the confirmation of that will, tis all, tis ail. 
Suff. That will confirme my Daughter Queene. 
Nor. Right, & my Sonne is marryed to your 
daughter. 

My Lord, in an euen plaine way, I will 
Deriue the Crowne vnto your Daughters head. 

What though the King hath left behinde, 

Two Sifters, lawfull and immediate heires, 

To fucceed him in his Throane, Lyes it not 
In our powers to contradidl it ? 

Haue we not the King and Counfels hands vnto it 1 
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Tut, wee Hand high in mans opinion, 

And the worldes broad eye. 

Enter Sir Thomas Wyat. 

Suff. Heere comes Sir Thomas Wyat. 

Nor, Sir Thomas booted and fpur'4 whether away 
fo fail? 

Wiat It bootes me not to Hay, 

When in this land rebellion beares fuch fway. 

Gods will, a Court 1 Tis changed 
Since Noble Henries daies. 

You haue fet your handes vnto a will. 

A will you well may call it : 

So wils Northumberland : 

So ^^^Suffolke^ 

AgainH Gods will, to wrong thofe Princely Maides. 
Nor. Will you not fublcribe your hand with other 
of the Lords ? 

Not with me, that in my handes, 

Surprife the Soueraigntie. 

Wyat He damb'd my foule for no man, no for no 
man, 

Who at doomes day muH anfwere for my fmne : 

Not you, nor you my Lordes, 

Who nam’de Queene lane in noble Henries daies, 
Which of you all durH once difplace his iHue % 

My Lords, my Lords, you whet your kniues fo fliarp, 
To carue your meate, 

That they will cut your fingars. 

The Hrength is weakeneffe that you builde vpon, 

The King is ficke, God mend him, I, God mend 
him : 

But where his foule from his pale body free, 

Adieu my Lords, the Court no court ior me. 

Exit Wyat 

North, Farwell, I feare thee not. 

The Fly is angrie, but hee wants a Hing, 

And all the Counfell ; onely this peruerfe 
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And pecuifh Lord, hath onely deny'd his hand 
To the inuefling of your princely Daughter. 
Tice's idle and wants ])Ower. 

Our Ocean rtiall thefe petty brookes deuoure, 
Heere comes his Highneffe Dodlor. 


Enter DoBor. 

Sufi How fares his Highneffe ? 

Eo^. His body is pafl helpe. 

We haue left our pradlice to the Diuines, 

That they may cure his foule, 

Arti. Paft phifickes helpe, why then pall hope of 
life, 

Heere comes his Highncfle Preacher : 

Life reverent man. 


Enter Preac/ier. 

Ere. Life, life, though death his body doe dif- 
feuer, 

Our King Hues with the King of heauen for euer. 

JVbr. Deadl fend for Heralds, call me Purfe- 
uants, 

Wher's the King at armes ? in euerie market towne 
Proclaime Queene lane. 

Sufi Bell to take the opinion of the Counfell, 
JVbrt You are too timorous. We in our felues 
Axe power fulBcient : the King being dead. 

This hand diall place the crowne on Queene lanes 
head. 

Trumpets and Drums, with your notes refound, 

Her royal name, that mull in Hate be crown'd. 

jExeunt Om. 


Enter Guilford and yarn. 

GuU. Our Coufen King is dead. 

yan. Alaffe, how fmall an Vme containes a King ? 
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He that ruld all, cuen with his princely breath, 

Is forc’d to jfloope now to the ftroake of death. 

Heard you not the proclamation % 

Gui I heare of it, and I giue credit to it 
What great men feare to be, 

Their feares grow greater. 

Our Fathers grow ambitious 

And would force vs faile in mightie tempells, 

And are not Lordes of what they doe poffeffe. 

Are not thy thoughts as great ? 

yan, I haue no thoughts fo ranke, fo growne to 
head, 

As are our Fathers pride. 

Troth I doe inioy a Kingdome hauing thee. 

And fo my paine be profperous in that, 

What care I though a Sheep-cote be my Pallace 
Or fairefl roofe of honour. 

GuL See how thy blood keepes courfe with mine : 
Thou mufl be a Queene, aye me ! a Queene, 

The flattering belles that fhrilly found 
At the Kings funerall with hollow heartes, 

Will cowardly call thee Soueraigne : 

For indeed thou wouldfl prooue but an Vfurper. 
ym. Who would weare fetters though they were 
all of golde ? 

Or to be ficke, though his faint browes 
For a wearing Night-cap, wore a Crowne. 

Thou mufl affume, a tytle that goes on many feet, 

But tis an office, wherein the heartes of Schollers, 

And of Souldiers will depend vppon thy Hearfe. 

Were this rightly fcand, 

Wee fcarce fhould finde a King in any Land. 

Enter ArmdelL 

Arm. Honor and happy reigne 
Attend the new Maieflie of England. 

J^an. To whome my Lord bends this your auc. 
Arun. To your grace dread Soueraigne, 
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You are by the Kings will, ixxd the confent 
Of all the Lords, chofen for our Queene. 

fan. O God 1 me thinkes you fmg my death, 

In parts of mufickes lowdnes, 

Tis not my turne to rife. 

Enter Northumberland^ Suffolke with the Purfe and the 
Mace^ with others. 

Nor. The voice of the whole Land fpeakes in my 
tongue 

It is concluded your Maieflie mufl ride, 

From hence vnto the Tower : there to ftay 
Vntill your Coronation. 
fan. O God ! 

Sujf. Why fighes your Ijklaieflie? 

fan. My Lord and Father, I pray tell me. 

Was your Fathers Father ere a King? 

Sujf. Neuer, and it like yom grace.^ 
fan. Would I might ilili continue of his lyne, 
Not trauell in thje cloudes: 

It is often feene, the heated blood 

That couets to i>e royall,, leaues off ere it be noble, 

My learned carefull King, what mull we goe ? 

Gui. We muft. 

fan. Then it muH be fo. 

Nor. Set forward then. 

ji dead march, and j^affe round the flage, and 
Guilford fpeakes. 

The Towre will be a place of ample flate, 

Some lodgings in it, *^^1 like dead mens fculs, 
Kemember vs of ffmlty, 

GuL We ar^ led with pompe to prifbn, 

O propheticke foule. 

Lo we afeend into our chaires of State, 

Like funerall Coffins, in fom^ funerall , 

Pompe defeending fb their graved But we mull on. 
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How can we fare well, to keep our Court : 

Where Prifoners keepe their caue I 

A floriJJu Exeunt Omnes. 

Enter Queene Mary with a Prayer Booke in her hand, 
like a Nun, 

Mary, Thus like a Nun, not like a Princefie 
borne, 

Defcended from the Royall Henries loynes : 

Line I inuirond in a houfe of ilone, 

My Brother Edward Hues in pompe and ftate, 

I in a manfion here all ruinate. 

Their rich attire, delicious banquetting : 

Their feuerall pleafures, all their pride and honour, 

I haue forfaken for a rich prayer Booke. 

The Golden Mines of wealthy India, 

Is all as droffe compared to thy fweetnelTe. 

Thou art the ioy, and comfort of the poore, 

The euerlafling blihe in thee we finde. 

This little volume inclofed in this hand, 

Is richer then the Empire of this land. 

Enter Sir Henry Beningfield. 

Ben, Pardon me Madam, that fo boldly 
I prelle into your Chamber, I falute your 
Highnefle with the high flile of Queene. 

Mar, Queene 1 may it be t 
Or iell you at my lowring milerie. 

Ben, Your Brother King is dead, 

And you the catholicke Queene mufl now fuccede. 
Mar, I fee my God at length hath heard my 
prayer. 

You Sir Hany, for your glad tydings, 

Shall be held in honour and due regard, 

Enter fir Thomas Wyat, 

Wiat Health to the Lady Mary, 
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Mar, And why not Queeney Sir Thomas % 

Wia, Aske that of SufFolke duke, & great Nor- 
thumberland 

Who in your fteede hath Crown’d another. 

Mar, another Queene, Sir Thomas wee aliue, 

The true immediate heires of our dread Father ^ 

Wia, Nothing more true then that : 

Nothing more true then you are the true heire^ 

Come leaue this Cloyfter and be feene abroad, 

Your verie fight will fLirre the peoples hearts, 
and make them cheerely, for Queene Marie crie. 

One comfort I can tell you : the tenants of the 
Dukes Northumberland and Suffolke denide their 
ayde, 

In thefe unlawful armes : 

To all the Counfell I denide my hand, 

And for King Henries Iffue flill will ftand. 

Mary, Your Counfel, good fir Thomas, is fo 
pithy 

That I am woon fo like it 

Wia, Come let vs llreight from hence, 

From Framingham ; 

Cheere your fpirits. 

He to the Dukes at Cambridge, and difcharge them 
all; 

Frofper me God in thefe affaires, 

I lou’d the Father wel, I lou’d the Sonne, 

And for the Daughter I through death will run. 

Exeunt Omnes, 

Enter Northumh&^land^ Suffolke^ Bret and fouldiers, 

]S/or, wher’s Captaine Bretl 
Bre, Heere my Lord. 

Suff, Are all our numbers full I 
Bre, They are my Lord. 

Suj^, See them arain’d, I will fet forward flreight. 
JVbr, Honorable friends, and natiue peeres, 

That haue chofen me to be the leader of thefe martiall 
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troopes, to march againft the filler 
Of our late dead Soueraigne. 

Beare witiieffe of my much vnwillmgneffe, 

In furthering thefe attemps 
I rather ioy to thinke vpon our ancient vidlories 
Againfl the French and Spaniard, 

Whofe high pride we leueld with the waues of brittifli 
Ihore 

Dying the hauen of Brit with guiltie blood, 

Till all the Harbor feem'd a fanguine poole : 

Or we defire thefe armes, we are now to warre 
Gainfl the perfidious northern enemie, 

Who trembling at our firfl fhocke voice and fight, 

Like cowards turn’d their backes with fhamefull flight 
But thofe rich fpoiles are pall : we are now to goe, 
Being natiue friends, againfl a natiue foe. 

In your hands we leaue the Queene eledled, 

She hath feifure of the Tower, 

If you be confident, as you haue fworne 
'Y our felues true liege men to her highneffe 
She no doubt, with royall fauour will remunerate 
The leaf! of your defertes. Farwell 
My teares into your bofomes fall, 

With one imbrace I doe include you all. 

Aru. My Lord, mofl lou’d with what a mourning 
heart 

I take your farwell, let the after fignes 
Of my iitiployment witneffe. I protefl 
Did not the facred perfon of my Queene ; 

Wliofe weale I tender as my foules cheefe blifle, 

Vrge my abode, I would not thinke it fhame 
To traile a pike where you were general!. 

But wifhes are in vaine, I am bound to flay. 

And vrgent bufmeffe calls your grace away. 

See, on my knees I humbly take my leaue, 

And fleep my wordes with teares. 

Nm Kinde Arundell, I bind thee to my loue. 
Once more farwell 

Arm. Heauens giue your grace fuccefle. 
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Commend vs to tlie Queene and to your Sonne, 
Within one weeke, I hope war will be done. 

Bre, Come my Lords, fliall vs march. 

Exit Northumb, 

Nor. I, I, for Gods fake on. 

Tis more then time my friendes, that we were gone. 

Exeunt Omnes. 

Enter Treafurer and Porter. 

Tre, What ho Porter ! open the gate. 

For, I befeech your honour to pardon me, 

The Counfell hath giuen llri6l commaund 
Not any fliall paffe this way. 

Tre, Why you idle fellow, am I not fent vppon 
the Queenes a&iires, commanded by the Lords I and 
know you not that I am Treafurer 1 come open the 
Gate, you doe you know not what. 

For, Well my Lord, I doe aduenture on your 
word, 

The Dukes difpleafurek all the Counfell boord 
Befides, may be my heauie enemies, 

But goe a Gods name, I the worft will proue, 

And if I die, I die for him I loue. 

Tre, I thanke thee, and will warrant thee from 
death. 

Is my Horfe ready ? 

For, It is my Lord. 

Tre, Then will I flie this feareMl Counfell boord. 

Exit Tre, 

For, My heart mifgiues me, I haue done amiffe, 
Yet being a Counfellor one of the number 
Nothing can prooue amiffe. 

Now fliall I know the woril. 

Heere comes my Lord of Arundell. 

Enter Arundell, 

Arun, Porter, Did the Lord Treafurer paffe this 
way? 
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For. But now my gratious Lord. 

Arun, Vngratious Villaine, follow, 

Bring him backe againe. 

If not, by faire meanes bring him backe by force : 
And heare you firra, as you goe, will the Lord Maior 
and fome Aldermen of his Bretheren, and fome 
efpeciall Cittizens of note, to attend our further 
pleafures prefently. The Treafurer fled : the Duke is 
but newly arrefled, fome purpofe, on my life, to erode 
their plots : weele fet llrong watches, fee Gates and 
walles well mand : 

Tis ten to one but princely innocence, 

Is thefe ilrange turmoiles wifell violence. 

Enter Winchejier^ Arundell^ and other Lords: the 
Lord Treafurer kneeling at the Counfell Table, 

Arun, Though your attempt, Lord Trealurer be 
fuch, 

That hath no colour in thefe troublous times, 

But an apparant purpofe of reuolt, 

From the deceaft Kings will, and our decree, 

Yet, for you are a Counfellor of note, 

One of our number, and of high degree, 

Before we any way prefume to iudge, 

We giue you leaue to fpeake in your behalfe. 

Tre, My Lord, the bufmeffe of thefe troublous 
times, 

Binding vs al, flill to refpedl the good of common 
weale : 

Yet doth it not debar priuate regard of vs & of our 
own 

The general! weale is treafur’d in your bred, 

And all my abled powers haue bin imployed ’ 

To dir them there, yet haue I borne a part, 

Laying the commons troubles next my heart, 

My ouerfight in parting without leaue : 

Was no contempt, but onely for an houre. 

To order home affaires, that none of mine, 

In thefe nice times fhould vnto fadlion clime. 
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Aru. Nay my good Lord, be plaine with vs, I 
pray, 

Are you not grieu’d that we haue giuen confent 
To Lady lanes eleftion ? 

My Lords I am not 

Arun. Speake like a Gentleman, vpon your word 
Are you not difcontent 1 

Tre. Troth to be plaine, I am not pleafd, 

That two fuch princely Maides lineally defcended 
From our royall King, and by his tellimonie, 
Confirmed heyre, if that their Brother dying Iflules, 
And one that neuer dream’t, it neuer defired 
The rule of Soueraignetie, 

But with virgins teares hath oft bewaild her miferie, 
Should politickly by vs be nam’d a Queene. 

Arun, You haue faid nobly, fit and take your 
place. 

JSnfer Porter. 

For. My Lords, Sir Thomas Wyat craues accede 
vnto your honours. 

Arun. Let him come neare. 

Enter Wyat 

For. Roume for Sir Thomas Wyat. 

Wiat. A diuine fpirit teach your honours truth, 
Open your eyes of iudgement to beholde 
The true Legitimate, Mary your vndoubted foue- 
raigne. 

Arm. Arife, fir Thomas, fit and take your place. 
Now to our former bufineffe : 

The obligation wherein we all flood bound 
To the deceafed late Kings will and our decree, . 
His coufen lane, and the two abfent Dukes 
Cannot be conceal’d without great reproach 
To vs and to our Iflue. 

We haue fworn in prefence of the facred hofl of 
heauen 
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Vnto our late young Lord, to both the Dukes, 

That no impeachment fhould diuert our heartes 
From the impeachment of the Lady Jane. 

To this end we haue ceafed her in the tower, 

By publike proclamation made her Queene : 

To this end we haue armed the Duke, with power 
Giuen them commiffion vnder our owne handes 
To pafle againil the Lady. You performe in hofliie 
maner 

And no doubt, the fpleene of the vndanted fpirit 
Of Northumbers Earle, will not be called 
With writings of repeale. 

Aduice in this, I holde it better farre 

To keepe the courfe we runne then feeking change, 

Hazard our Hues, our heires, and the Realmes. 

Wiat In adlions roauing from the bent of truth, 
We haue no perfident thus to perfifl 
But the bare name of worldly policie. 

If others haue ground from luflice, and the law, 

As well diuine as politicke agreeing, 

They are for no caufe to be difmherited. 

If you not feauen yeares fmce to that effedl, 

Swore to the Father to maintaine his feede, 

What difpenfation hath acquited you 

From your firfl facred vowes 1 

Youle fay, the will extorted from a childe. 

O 1 let mine eyes in naming that fweete youth, 
Obferue their part 

Powring downe teares, fent from my fwelling heart. 
Gods mother, I tearme childe ? but ile goe on, 

Say that the willjwere his, forced by no tricke, 

But for religions loue his Ample act, 

Yet note how much you erre. 

You were fworne before to a mans will, 
and not a will alone, 

But flrengthned by an a<5t of Parliament. 

Befides this facred proofe. The Princely Maides, 
Had they no will nor a<5l to prooue their right 1 
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Haue birthrights no priuiledge, being a plea fo 
llrong, 

As cannot be refeld, but by plaine wrong ^ 

Now were you toucht. The Lady in [the] tower 
alaffe Ihee’s innocent of any claime. 

Tmft nae, fliee'd thinke it a mofte happy life, 

To leaue a Queenes, and keepe a Ladies nanpie. 

And for the Dukes, your warrants fent them foorth, 
Let the fame warrant call them backe againe. 

If they refufe to come, the Realme, not they 
Mull be regarded. Be Urong and bold : 

We are the peoples fadlors. Saue our Sonnes 
From killing one another, be affiraide, 

To tempt both heauen and earth, fo I haue faid. 
Arun. Why then giue order that fhe fhall be 
Queene, 

Send for the Maior, her errors wele forget, 

Hoping Ihe will forgiue. 

Wiat Neuer make doubt, 

Setting her ceremonious order by. 

She is pure within, and mildly chall without 
Arun. Giue order to keepe fall the Lady lane, 
DilTolue the Counfell. Let vs leaue the Tower, 
and in the Citie hold our audience. 

Wyat You haue aduifed well honorable Lordes, 
So will the Cittizens be wholly ours, 
and if the Dukes be crolfe, weele croffe their powers. 

Exeunt Omnes. 

Enter Brei^ Clown, and Souldkrs. 

Br. Lance perfado, quarter, quarter. 

Clo. What fliall we quarter Captaine ^ 

Bre. Why the Souldiers ? 

Clo* Why they are not hang’d nor drawne yet ^ 
Bre. Sir I meane quarter them, that the offended 
multitude, may paffe in fafetie. 

Clo. May we not take tooles of the pies & the 
aple-women. 
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Bre. Not in any forte, the Dukes pleafure will 
paffe free. 

Clo> The Commons flial be vfed with al common 
curtefie. That goes in rank like beanes and cheefe- 
cakes on their heads in ileade of Cappes. 

Bre. Sirra, this is a famous Vniuerfitie, and thofe 
fchollers, thofe lofty buildings and goodly houfes, 
Founded by noble Patrons. But no more. 

Set a hrong watch. That be your cheefeft care. 

Enter a Countryman and a Maide. 

Man. Whats heere Souldiers ? 

Bre. Feare not, good fpeech, thefe rude armes I 
beare, 

III not to fight ? Sweet, gentle Peace away, 

But to fuccour your hues, palfe peaceibly away* 

Clo. Crie God faue the Queene as you goe, and 
God fend you a good market. 

Man. God faue the Queene, what Queene 1 there 
lies the fenfe. 

When we haue none, it can be no offence. 

Clo. What carry you there in your basket I 
Mai. Egs forfooth. 

Clo. Well, crie God faue Queene lane as you goe, 
and God fend you a good Market. 

Mai. Is the right Queene called lane 1 alacke for 
woe, 

at the firfl fhe was not chriflened fo. Exit 

Br. Thus olde and young, flill defcant on her 
name, 

Nor lend no eare, when wee her flile proclaime. 

I feare, I feare. Fear Bret, what fhouldH thou feare ? 
Thou hall a brefl compofd of adamant. 

Fall what ill betide j 

My anchor is call, and I in Harbor ride. 

Enter Northumberland and Wyat. 

Wia. My Lord tis true, you fent vnto the Counfell 
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for frefh fupplies, what fuccour, what fupplies ? 

Happie is he can draw his necke out of the coller, 
and make his peace with Marie. 

Nor, How Hands the Treafurer addidled to vs ? 
Wya, I had forgot : when we weare at counfell. 
He ftole away, and went home to his houfe. 

And by much intreatie was woon to retnrne, 

In briefe they all incline to Queene Mary 
My Lord farwell, 

Each haftie houre will coulder typings tell. 

. £xzf Wyat, 

Nor. Come they in thunder, we will meete with 
them ; 

In the loudefl language that their ordinance fpeake,s, 
Ours fliall anfwere theirs. 

Call me a Herald, and in the market-place Proclaime 
Queene lane. The ftreetes are fnjl, 

The towne is populous, the popple g^pe for noueltie. 
Trumpets fpeake tp them, 

Tb^.t they may anfwere with an echoing crie, 

God faue Queene lane, God faueher Maieilie. 

A Trumpet founds, and no anfwere. 

The Tier aid foundes a parlee, ofpd npne atifwers* 

Nor. Ha '3 a bare report of Trumpets i 
Are the llaues horle, or want they arte to fpeake I 
O me ! This Towne conjfiHs on tanaous GoUedges, 

Such as know both how, and what and when to 
fpeake, 

Well, yet wee will proceede, 

and fmother what clofe enuie hath decreed. 

Ambrofe my Sonne, ? 

JSnter Amir of e. 

ArnT, O my thrice honoured Father. 

Nor. Boy, fpeake the worft. 
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That which foundes deadlyefl, let tne heare that firfl. 
Amb. The Lords haue all reuoited from your 
fadlion. 

Nor, Wee in our felues are llrong. 

Am, In Baynards Caflle was a counfell held, 
Whether the Maior and Sheriffes did refort, 

And twas concluded to proclaime Queene Mary. 

Nor, Then they reuolt the allegiance from my 
Daughter, 

And giue it to another : 

Am, True my thrice honoured Father, 

Befides, my brother Guilford and his wife 
Where fhe was proclaimde Queene, are now 
Clofe Prifoners, namely in the Tower. 

Nor, God take them to his mercie, they had 
neede, 

Of grace and patience, for they both mufl bleede, 
Poore Innocent foiiles, they both from guilt are free. 

Am, O my thrice honoured Father ! might I ad- 
uife you, flie to your manner, there fluddie for your 
faftie. 

Nor. Boy, thou faifl well, 

And fince the Lords haue all reuoited from me, 

My felfe will now reuolt againh my felfe. 

Call me a Herald to fill their emptie eares, 

Aflifl me Sonne, my good Lord Huntingdon, 

Euen in this market Towne proclaime Queene Mary. 

A trumpet foundes a farl^, the Herald proclaimes. 

He, Mary by the grace of God, Queene of Eng- 
land, France and Ireland, defendres of the Faith. 
Amen. 


Within a Jhoute and a flourijh. 

Nor, Amen, I beare a part, 

I with my tongue, I doe not with my heart, 

Now they can crie, now they can baule and yell, 
Bafe minded flaues, fincke may your foules to hell. 
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Enter Mai/ter Roofe with Letters, 

Roo, My honored Lord, the Counfell greetes you 
with thefe Letters. 

Nor. Stay Maifler Roofe, ere you depart receiue 
an anfwere and reward. He readeth the Letter, 

In the Soueraigne name of Mary our Queene 
You fhall vppon the fight hereof, 

Surceafe your armes, difcharge your Souldiers, 

And prefently repaire vnto the Court, 

Or elfe to be held as an Arch-Traitor. 

No, Tis (liort & lharp, Maifler Roofe, we do obey 
your warrant ; butj I pray tel mee, how doth all our 
friendes at Court ? is there not a great mortalitie 
amongft them 1 

Is there not a number of them deade of late fmce I 
came thence ? 

Ro. My gratious Lord not any. 

Nor, O maifler Roofe, it cannot bee, I will alTure 
you 

At my departure thence, I left lining there at lead 
Fiue hundred friendes, and now I haue not one, 
Simply not one : friendes I ha, ha, ha, Commiffion 
Thou mud be my friend, 
xlnd dand betwixt me and the droake of death, 

Were thy date out, my Hues date were but fhort, 

They are colde friends, that kil their friendes in fport. 

Am. Heere comes your honoured friend the Earle 
of ArundelL 


Enter ArundelL 

Nor„ My honourd friend ! 

Arun, I am no friend to Traitors : 

In my mode high & Princely Soueraignes name, 

I doe arred your honour of high Treafon. 

Nor, A traitor Arundell ? haue I not your ^hand 
in my commiffion ? let me perufe it : as I takd tis 
heere, and by your warrant haue fo dridl proceeded. 

H 2 
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Is the limits of my warrant broke % anfwere me. 

Aru7i. It may be that it hath pleafed her Maieilie 
To pardon vs, and for to punnifh you. 

I know no other reafon, this I mufl, 

I am eommaunded, and the a6l is lull. 

Nor, And I obey you : when we parted laft 
My Lord of Arundel, our farwell was 
Better then our greeting now. 

Then you cride God fpeede^ 

Now you come on me ere you fay take heede : 

Then you did owe me your bell bloods : nay green'd 
You could not fpend them in my feraice. 

0 then it was a double death to flay behinde, 

But I am ouertooke and you are kinde, 

1 am, beihrew you elfe, but I fubmit, 

My crime is great, and I mull anfwere it. 

Arun, You mull with your three Sons, be guarded 
fafe 

Vnto the Tower : with you, thofe Lords and Knights 
That in this fadlion did affociate you. 

For fo I am inioyn’d. 

Then peaceably, let vs conduct you thither. 

Nor, 0 my Children I my foule weepes endleffe 
teares for you. 

O at the generall Seffions, when all foules 
Stand at the bar of luftice, 

And hold vp their new immortalized handes, 

0 then let the remembrance of their tragick endes 
Be rac'd out of the bed-rowle of my fmnes : 

When ere the blacke booke of my crime's vnclafpty 
Let not thefe fcarlet Letters be found there : 

Of all the reft, onely that page be cleere. 

But come to my arraignement, then to death, - 
The Queene and you haue long aim’d at this head, 

If to my Children, the fweet grace extend, 

My foule hath peace, and I imbrace my end. Exeunt 

Enter the Duke of Suffolke, 

Suff, Three daies are pail, Monday, Tuefday, and 
Wednefday too 
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Yet my protefting feruant is not come. 

Himfelfe condii<5led me to this hard lodging, 

A fimple Cabin, for fo great a Prince, 

And then he fwore, but oathes you fee are vaine, 

That he would hourely come and vifite me : 

I that was wont, to furfeit in eflate, 

And now through hunger almoil defolate. 

Enter Homes fweating with hottell and Bag, 

Mom, My Lord. 

Suff. Ned Homes, fpeake hafl thou brought me 
meate ? 

Horn. With much a doe, my Lord, meat, bread & 
wine. 

While you refrefh your felfe, I will recorde 
The caufe of my long ftay. 

Suff, I prethee doe, neede bids me eate, 

Neede bids me heare thee too. 

Horn, The night I left you in the hollow tree, 

My houfe was fearched. 

Suff. Goe on, goe on. 

Horn. And I no fooner entred but attached, 
Threatned the Rack : and if I did not yeeld 
Your gracious felfe into their graceleffe hands. 

Stiff, And thou hafl don't, thou hafl betraied me. 
Horn. Done it ! o betraie you ? O noe ! 

Firfl would I fee my loued wife and Children 
Murdered, and tof’d on fpeares, before I would 
Deliuer your grace vnto their handes, 

For they intend your death. 

Suff, Goe on, goe on. 

Horn : and offer'd a thoufand Crownes to him that 
can 

Bring newes of your abode, twas offer'd in my 
hands : 

Which I befeech may flop my Vital breath, 

When I am feede with golde to worke your death. 
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Enter Sheriff e and Officers. 

Sher. See yonder fits the Duke. 

Suff. I kiffe thee in requitall of this loue. 

Horn, and in requitall of fo great a grace, 

I kiffe your hand that dares to kiffe my face. 

She. So ludas kill his Mailler: ceaze the Duke. 
Suff. Ah me I Ned Homes we are vndone, 

Both thou and I betraide. 

She. My Lord, late Duke of Sulfolke, in her 
highneffe name I doe arreftyou of high Treafon, 

Suff. I doe obey, and onely craue this kindneffe, 
You would be good vnto my Seruant Homes, 

Where in releeuing me, hath but performde 
The duetie of a feruant to his Lord. 

She. You are deceiu’d fir in your feruant much, 
Hee is the man that did betray you. 

Heere Maifler Hornes,. towards your thoufand pounds, 
Heere is a hundred markes, 

Come to the Exchequer, you fhali haue the refl. 

Suff. Haft thou betraide mel yet with fuch a 
tongue, 

fo fmoothly oilde, flight of my dangers feare, 

O break my heart, this griefe’s too great to beare. 

Ho. Pardon me my Lord. 

Suff. God pardon thee, and lay not to thy foule 
This greeuous finne : FarwelL 
And when thou fpendefl this ill got golde 
Remember how thy Maifters life was folde. 

Thy Lord that gaue thee Lordfliips, made thee great, 
Yet thou betraidfl him as he fat at meate. 

On to my graue, tis time that I were dead, 

When he that held my heart betraies my head. * 

Horn. O God, O God, that ever I was borne, 

This deede hath made me flaue to abiedl fcorne. 

Exeunt Omnes. 

Enter the Ctowne, 

Cio. O poore fhrimpe, how art thou falne away 
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for want of mouching? O Colon cries out moil 
tirannically, the little gut hath no mercie, whats heere 
vittailes ? 

0 rare ! O good ! 

Feede chops, drinke throate, good vidlailes makes 
good blood. 

Enter Homes with a Halter about his necke. 

But ilay, whofe heere? more Sheriffes, more 
fearchers ? O no, this is Homes that betraide his 
honefl MaifLer, How with a Halter about his necke ? 

1 hope hee doth not meane to hang himfelfe % ile ilep 
a fide. 

Ho. This is the place, where I betraide my 
Lord, 

This is the place where oft I haue releeukl : 

And villaine I, betraide him to the lawes of death, 
But heere before I further will proceed e 
Heere will I burie this inticing gould, 

Lye there damned fiend neuer ferue humaine more. 

Clo. This is rare, now in this moode if hee would 
hang himfelfe twere excellent 
Ho, Shall I aske mercie ? no it is too late, 
Heauen will not heare, and I am defperate. 

He Jlrangles himfeiy 

Clo. So, fo, a very good ending, would all fake 
Seruants might drinke of the fame fauce. 

Gold, you are firfl mine, you muR helpe 
To fliift my felfe into fome countcrfeite fuite 
Of apparel, and then to London : 

If my Okie Maifler be hanged, why fo : 

If not, why ruflicke and luflicke : 

Yet before I goe, I doe not care if 1 throwe this Dog 
in a Ditch : come away differabler : this cannot chufe 
but be a hundred pound it wayes fo heauy. 

Exeunt with hiuh 
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Enter Qtieene Mary, Winchejler^ Narfoike, Pembroke^ 
Wyatj Arundel/, Attendants, 

Mary, By Gods afflftance, and the power of 
heauen, 

After our Troubles we are fafely fet. 

In our inheritance, for which we doe fubfcribe 
The praife and benefit to God) next thankes 
To you my Lordes. Now (hall the fandluarie, 

And the houfe of the mofte high be newly built 
The ancient honours due vnto the Church, 

Buried within the Ruine Monaflaries, 

Shall lift their {lately heads, and rife againe 
To ailoniih the deflroyers wandring eyes. 

Zeale fhall be deckt in golde, 

Religion not like a virgin rob’d of all her pompe, 

But briefly fliining in her lemmes of flate, 

Like a faire bride be offerd to the Lord. 

To build large houfes, pull no churches downe, 
Rather inrich the Temple with our crowne. 

Better a poore Queene, then the Subiedls poore. 

Win, May it pleafe your grace to giue releafe 
Vnto fuch ancient Bilhops that haue loll their 
Honours in the church affaires. 

Ma, We haue giuen order to the Duke of Nor- 
folke to releafe them. 

Aru. Your facred Highneffe will no doubt be 
mindefuU 

Of the late Oath you tooke at Framingam. 

Ma, 0 my Lord of Arundell, wee remember that, 
But fhall a fubiedl force his Brince to fweare 
Contrarie to her confcience and the Law ^ 

Wee heere releafe vnto our faithfull people, 
one intire fubfidie, 

Due vnto the Crowne in our dead Brothers daies : 
The Commonaltie fhal not be ore-burdned 
In our reigne, let them be liberall in Religion, 
and wee will fpare their treafure to themfelues : 
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Better a poore Prince then the Nation poOre, 

The Subie(5ls Treafure, is the Soueraigncs flore. 

Arun, What is your Highneffe pleafurc about the 
Rebels ? 

Mar, The Queene-like Rebels, 

Meane you not Queene lane ? 

Arun, Guilford and lane, with great Northumber- 
land, 

And hauty Suifolkes Duke. 

Ma. The Duke of Suffolke is not yet appre- 
hended. 

Therefore my Lords, 

Some of you moft deare to vs in lone, 

Be carefull of that charge ; 

The reft weele leaue for tryall of the other prifoners. 

Wia, The Lady lane moft mightie Soueraigne, 
Alyde to you in blood : 

For fties the Daughter of your Fathers Sifter- 
Mary the Queene of France : Cliarles Brandon's 
Wife 

Your Neece, your next of blood, except your fifter, 
Deferues fome pittie, fo doth youthful! Guilford. 

Win, Such pittie as the law alowes to Traitors. 
Norf. They were milled by their ambitious 
Fathers. 

Win, What Sonne to obey his .h'ather proues a 
Traitor, 

Muft buy their difobedience with their death. 

Wia. My I^ord of Winchefler ftill thirfts for 
blood. 

Mar, Wiat no more, the law fliall be their fudge, 
Mercie to meane offenders weele oftend, 

Not vnto fuch that dares vfurpe our Crowne. 

Arun, Count Egmond the Embaffador from 
Spaine, 

Attends your highneffe anfwere, brought thofe Letters 
Sent from the Emperor in his Sonnes behalfe. 

Mar, In the behalfe of louely Princely Philip, 
Whofe perion wee haue flirined in our heart 1 



io6 The famous Hijtorie 

At the firfl fight of his delightfull pi<5lare 
That pi(flure tliould haue power to tingle Lone 
In Royall brefts : the Dartes of loue are wordes, 
Pidlures, conceite, heele preuailc by any, 

Your counfell Lords about this forraine bufineffe. 

A run. I fay and it like your royall Maieflie, 

A royall treatie, and to be confirm’d, 

And I alowe the match. 

Win. Alow it Lordes, we haue caufe 
To thanke our God, that fuch a mightie Prince 
As Philip is, Sonne to the Emperor, 

Heire to wealthy Spaine, and many fpacious 
Kingdomes, will vouchfafe — 

JVia, Vouchfafe ! my Lord of Winchefler, pray 
what ? 

Wm, To grace our mightie Soueraigne with his 
honourable Title. 

Wia. To marrie with our Queen e : meane you 
not fo 1 

Win, I doe, what then ? 

Wiaf. O God ! is fhee a beggar, a forfaken Maide, 
that fhe hath neede of grace from forraine princes 1 
By Gods deare mother, O God pardon fweare I, 

Me thinkes fhe is a faire and lonely Prince, 

Her onely beautie (were fhe of meane birth) 

Able to make the greatefl Potentate, 

I the great Emperor of the mightie Cham, 

That hath more Nations vnder his Commaund, 

Then fpanifh Philip’s like to inherrit townes, 

To come and lay his Scepter at her feet, 

And to intreate her to vouchfafe the grace 
To take him and his Kingdome to her mercy. 

Win. Wyat you are too hot. 

Wiai, And you to proude, vouchfafe ? 0 bafe ! 

I hope fheele not vouchfafe to take the Emperors 
forme to her deare mercie. 

Mar. Proceede mj Lord of Winchefler I pray. 

Wm. Then flill I fay, we haue caufe to thanke our 
God, 
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That fucli a mightie Prince will looke fo lowe, 

As to refped this Hand and our Queene. 

Wia. Pardon me Madam, hee refpe(5l your Hand 
more then your perfon % thinke of that 

Norf. Wiat, you wrong the affedlion of the 
Prince, 

For he defires no fortreffes nor towers, 

N or to beare any office, rule or flate, 

Either by perfon or by Subflitute, 

Nor yet himfelfe to be a Counfellor 
In our affaires. 

Wiat What neede hee (Noble Lords) 

To afke the fruite, when he demaundes the tree ? 

No Caflle, fortreffes, nor Towers of flrength, 

It bootes not, when the chicfeft Tower of all 
The key that opens vnto a]l the Land, 

I meane our Gratious Soueraigne mull be his, 

But he will beare no office in the land, 

And yet will mary with the Queene of all. 

Nor be of counfell in the Realmes affaires, 

And yet the Queene inclofed in his armes : 

I doe not like this flrange marriage. 

The Fox is futtle, and his head once in, 

The flender body eafily will follow. 

I grant, he offers you in name of dowre, 

The yearely fumme of threefcore thoiifand Duccats. 
Befides the feauenteene famous Prouinces, 

And that the heire fucceding from your loynes, 

Shall haue the Souereigne rule of both the Realmes. 
What, fliall this mooue your Highneffe to the match % 
Spaine is too farre for England to inherit, 

But England neare enough for Spaine to woe. 

Win. Has not the Kinges of England (good Sir 
Thomas) 

Efpouf d the Daughters of our Neighbour Kinges ^ 
Wia, I graunt, your predeceffors oft haue fought 
Their Queene from France, and fometimes to from 
Spaine. 

But neuer could I heare that England yet 
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Has bin fo bafe, to feeke a King from either : 

Tis policie deare Queeiie, no lone at all. 

Win, Tis lone great Qiieene, no pollicie at all 
Wiat Which of you all, dares iullifie this match, 
And not be toucht in confcience with an oath ‘I 
Remember, O remember I befeech you, 

King Henries lall will, and his a6l at Court, 

I meane that royall Court of Parliament, 

That does prohibit Spaniards from the Land, 

That Will and A61, to which you all are fworne, 

And doe not damme your foules with periurie. 

Mory. But that wee knowe thee Wyat to be 
true 

Vnto the Crowne of England and to vs, 

Thy ouer-boldneffe fliould bee payde with death. 

But ceafe, for feare your liberall tongue offend, 

With one confent my Lordes you like this match ? 
Omnes. We doe great Soueraigne. 

Mary, Call in Count Egmond Honorable Lords. 

Enter Eq;mond, 

Wee haue determined of your Ambaffie, 

And thus I plight, our lone to Philips heart, 

Imbarke you flraight, the winde blowes wondrous 
faire: 

Till he fhall land in England, I am all care. 

Exeunt all hut Sir Thomas Wyat, 
Wia, And ere hee land in England, I will offer 
My loyall brefl for him to treade vpon. 

O who fo forward Wyat as thy felfe, 

To raife this troublefome Queene in this her Throane ? 
Philip is a Spaniard, a proud Nation, 

Whome naturally our Countriemen abhorre. 

AfTifl me gratious heauens, and you fhall fee 
What hate I beare vnto their Slauerie. 

He into Kent, there mufler vp my friendes. 

To fane this Countrie, and this Realme defend. 

Exit Sir Thomas Wyai, 
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Enter Guilford^ Dudley^ lane^ afid Lefte7imt 

GuiL God morrow to the Patron of my woe. 
lane. God morrowe to my Lord, my louely 
Dudley. 

Why doe you looke fo fad my dearefl Lord % 

GuiL Nay why doth lane, thus with a heauie eye. 
And a deieded looke, falute the day ? 

Sorrow doth ill become thy bluer brow, 

Sad griefe lyes dead, fo long as thou hues fayre, 

In my lanes ioy, I doe not care for caxe. 

lane. My lookes (my loue) is forted with my 
heart. 

The Sunne himfelfe, doth fcantly fhow his face 
Out of this firme grate, you may perceiue the Tower 
Hill 

Thronged with flore of people, 

As if they gap’d for fome flrange Noueltie. 

GuiL Though lleepe doe lildome dwell in men 
of care. 

Yet I did this night lleepe, and this night dream’t, 

My Princely father great Northumberland 
Was marryed to a flately Bride : 

And then me thought, iufl on his Bridall day, 

A poyfoned draught did take his life away. 

lane. Let not fond vifions fo appale my Loue, 

For dreames doe oftentimes contrarie prooue. 

GuiL The nights are teadious, and the dales 
are fad. 

And fee you how the people Hand in heajjes, 

Each man fad, looking on his oppofed obiedl, 

As if a general! pafiion poffefl them \ 

Their eyes doe feeme, as dropping as the Moone, 

As if prepared for a Tragedie. 

P’or neuer fwarmes of people there doe tread, 

But to rob life, and to inrich the dead 
And fhewe they wept 

Lef. My Lord they did fo, for I was there. 

GuL I pra’y refolue vs good Maifler Lieftenant 
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Who was it yonder, that tendered vp his life 
To natures death ? 

Lief, Pardon inee my Lord, tis fellony to acquaint 
you with death of any Prifoner^ yet to refolue your 
grace, it was your Father, great Northumberland, that 
this day loft his head. 

GidL Peace reH his foule, his fmnes be buried in 
his graue^ 

And not retnembred in his Epitaph : 

But who comes heere % 
lane. My Father Prifoner % 

Enter Suffolke gar ded foortJu 

Suff, O lane 1 now naught but feare thy Tytle & 
thy flate, 

Thou now muft leaue for a fmall graue. 

Had I bin contented to a bin great, 1 had flood, 

But now my nfmg is puld downe with blood. 

Farwell, point me my houfe of prayers. 
lafie. Is greefe fo fliort % twa’s wont to be full of 
wordes, tis true, 

But now Death es leffon, bids a coulde adue. 

Farwell, thus friendes on defperate iourneys parte, 
Breaking of wordes with teares, that fwelles the heart 

Exit Suffolke, 

Lifff. It is the pleafure of the Queene that you 
part lodgings. 

Till your Arrainement, which mull be to morrow. 

Jane, Good Maifter Lieftenant let vs pray together. 
Lief, Pardon me Madam I may not, they that owe 
you, fway me. 

Guil, Intreate not lane, though fliee our bodies 
part, 

Our foules fhall meete. Farwell my loue. 

Jane. My Dudley, my owne heart. Exeunt Onims, 

Enter Wyai with Souldkrs. 

Wiat Hold Drumme, Hand Gentlemen, 
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Giue the word along : fland, ftand : 

Maifters, friendes, Souldiers, and therefore Gentle- 
men, 

I know fome of you weare warme purfles 
Linde with golde, to them I fpeake not, 

But to fuch leane knaues that cannot put vp 
CroHes, thus I fay, fight valiantly, 

And by the Mary God, you that haue all 
Your life time filuer lackt. 

Shall now get Crownes, marry they mufl be crackt. 

SoL No matter, weele change them for white 
money. 

Wiat But it muft needs be fo, deare Countrie- 
men, 

For Souldiers are the maiflers of wars mint, 

Blowes are the ftamps, they fet vpon with bullets, 

And broken pates are when the brain es lyes fpilt : 
Thefe light crownes, that with blood are double 
guilt, 

But thats not ail, that your llout hearts fiiall eame, 
Sticke to this glorious quarrell, and your names 
Shall iland in Chronicles ranck’d euen with Kings : 
You free your Countrie from bafe fpanifh thrall, 

From Ignominious flauerie, 

Who can difgefl a Spaniard, that’s a true Englifiiman 1 
SoL Would he might choake that difgefls him. 
Wiat Hee that loues freedome and his Countrie, 
crie 

A Wyat : he that will not, with my heart 
Let him fland forth, fhake handes, and weele depart. 
SoL A Wyat, a Wyat, a Wyat. 

Muter Norry founding a Trumpet 

Har, Forbeare, or with the breath thy Trumpet 
fpends, 

This ihall let foorth thy foule. 

JVor> I am a Herald, 

And chalenge fafetie by the lawe of armes. 
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Her. So flialt tlaou when thou art lawfully im* 
ploide. 

Wia. What loude knaues that? 

Nor. No knaue Sir Thomas, I am a true man to 
my Queene, to whome thou art a Traytor. 

Sol. Knocke him downe. 

Wiat Knock him downe, fie no, 

Weele handle him, he fhall found before he goe. 

Har» Hee comes from Norfolke and thofe fawn- 
ing Lords, 

In Maries name^ waying out life to them 
That will with bafenefie buie it. 

Ceaze on him as a pemitious enemie. 

Wia. Sir George be ruld, 

Since we profefle the Arte of Warre, 

Let’s not be hift at for our ignorance, 

He fiiall pafie and repaffe, iuggle the beft he can, 
Leade him into the Citie, Norry fet foorth 
Set foorth thy brafen throate, and call all Rochefler 
About thee : doe thy office, fill their 
Light heads with proclamations, doe, 

Catch Fooles with Lime-twigs dipt with pardons. 

But Sir George and good fir Harry Ifley, 

If this Gallant open his mouth too wide, 

Powder the Varlet, pifloll him, fire the Roofe that’s 
ore his mouth. 

He craues the law of Ames, and be ihall ha’t, 

Teach him our law, to cut’s throate if he prate. 

If lowder reach thy Proclan^tion, 

The Lord haue mercie vppon thee. 

Nor. Sir Thomas, I muft doe my office. 

Her. Come, weele doe ours too. 

Wia. I, I, doe, blowe thy felfe hence. 

Exit Harper^ Norry. 

Whorfon prow’d Herrald, becaufe he can 
giue armes, he thinkes to cut vs off by the elbowes 
Maiffers and fellow SouidierS;, fay, will you Imue old 
Tom Wiat ? 

Omms. No, up, no. 
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Wia. A March I tis Norfolkes Drum vpon my 
life. 

1 pra’y fee what Drum it is. 

Within crie arme. 

The word is giuen, arme, arme flies through the 
camp 

As loude, though not fo full of dread as thunder : 

For no mans cheekes looke pale, but euerie face, 

Is lifted vp aboue his foremans head, 

And euerie Souldier does on tip-toe fland, 
fliaking a drawne fword in his threatning hand. 

Wiat. At whome, at whofe Drum ? 

Rod. At Norfolke, Norfolkes drum : 

With him comes Arundell, you may beholde 
The filken faces of their enfignes ihowe, 

Nothing but wrinckles flragiing in the winde, 

Norfolke rides formoflly, his creft well knowne, 

Proud, as if all our heads were now his owne. 

Wiat Soft, he fliall pay more for them. 

Sir Robert Rodflon, bring our Mufcateers, 

To flancke our Pikes, let all our archery, 

Fall off in winges of fliot a both fides of the van, 

To gall the firfl. Horfe of the enemie 
JThat fliall come fiercely on : 

Our Canoneres, bid them to charge, charge my harts. 
Omms, Charge, charge. 

Wiat Saint George for England, Wiat for poore 
Kent, 

Blood loll in Countries quarrell, is nobly fpent 
Enter Ifely. 

Ifely,’ Bafe flaue, hard hearted fugitiue, 

He that you fent with Norry, falfe Sir George 
Is fled to Norfolke, 

Rod. Sir George Harper fled ? 

Wiat I nere thought better of a Counterfeite, 

His name was Harper, was it not ? let him goe, 
Hencefoorth all Harpers for his fake lhall Hand, 

But for plaine nine pence, throughout all the land. 

3 I 
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They come, no man giue ground in thefe hot cafes, 

Be Englillimen and berd them to their faces. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Norfolke^ Arundell^ Bret and Souldiers. 

Norf. Yonder the Traitor marcheth with a fleele 
bowe 

Bent on his Souereigne, and his kingdomes peace ; 

To wane him to vs with a flag of truce, 

And tender him foft mercie, 

Were to call our right in queflion, 

Therefore put in a?l, your refolute intendments, 

If rebellion be fuffered to take head, 

She hues too long, treafon doth fwarme. 

Therefore giue fignall to the fight. 

Bre. Tis good, tis good, my Lord. 

JSiorf. Where's Captaine Bret % 

Br. Heere my Lord. 

Noif. To doe honour to you and thofe fiue hun- 
dred 

Londoners that march after your colours, 

You fliall charge the Traitor in the Vantgard 
Whilfl my felfe with noble Arundell 
And flout Jamingam, fecond you in the maine . . 
God and Saint George, this day fight on our fide, 
While thus we tame a defperate Rebels pride. 

Eodt all hut Bret and fouldms. 
Br. Countrimen and friendes, 

And you the mofte valiant fword and Buckler-Men of 
London, the Duke of Norfolk in honour has pro- 
moted you to the Vangard, and why to the Vangard 1 
but becaufe he knowes you to be eager men, martiall 
men, men of good flomacks, verie hot fhots, verie 
actions for valour, fuch as fcomes to fhrink for a wet- 
ting, who wil beare off any thing with head and 
fhoulders. 

Omn. Well forwards good commander forwards. 
Bre. I am to leade you, and whether ? to fight, and 
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with whom ? with Wyat, and what is Wyat ? a mofl 
famous and arch traytor to nobody by this hand that 
I knowe. 

Omn, Nay fpeake out good captaine. 

JBret I fay againe, is worthy Norfolke gone 1 

Omn, I Ij gon gon. 

Bret I fay againe that Wyat for rifmg thus in 
armeSj with the Kentilh men dangling thus at his taile, 
is worthy to be hanged like a iewell in the kingdomes 
eare. Say I well my lads ? 

Omn, Forwards, forwards. 

Bret And whofoeuer cuts off his head lhal haue for 
his labour. 

Clown. What fliall I haue I He do^t 

Bre. The poxe, the plague, and all the diieafes the 
fpittle-houfes and hofpitalls can throw vpon him. 

Cio. He not do't, thats fiat 

Bre. And wherefore is Wyat vp ? 

Clo^ Becaufe he cannot keepe his bed. 

Bre. No Wyat is vp to keepe the Spaniards downe, 
to keepe King Bhillip out, who comming in will giue 
the land fuch a Phillip twil make it reele againe. 

Clo. A would it were come to that, we would, we 
would leave off Phillips and fall to hot cockles. 

Bre. Phillip is a Spaniard, and what is a Spaniard % 

Clo. A Spaniard is no Englifhman that I know. 

Bre. Eight a Spaniard is a Camocho, a Callimanco, 
nay which is worfe a Dondego, and what is a Don- 
dego? 

Clo. A Dondego is a kind of Spanifh flock fifh or 
poore John. 

Bre. No, a Dondego is a defperate Viliago, a veiy 
Caflillian, God bleffe vs. There came but one Don- 
dego into England, and he made all Paules flinke 
againe, what fhall a whole armie of Dondegoes doe my 
fweete countriemen 1 

Clo. Mary they wil make vs al fmell abhomi- 
nably, he comes not heere thats flat 
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Bre. A Spaniard is cald fo becaufe he^s a Span- 
iard, his yard is but a fpan. 

Clo, That’s the reafon our Englifliwomen lone 
them not. 

Bre, Eight, for he carries not the Engliflimans 
yard about him. If you deale with him, looke for 
hard meafure, if you giue an inch hee’le take an ell : 
if he giue an ell, hele take an inch, therefore my fine 
fprace dapper finkall fellowes, if you are now, as 
youhaue alwayes been counted polHtick Londoners to 
flie to the Uronger fide, leaue Arundell, leaue Norfolke 
and loue Bret. 

Clo, Weele fling our flat-caps at them. 

Bre, Weare your owne neates leather Ihooes, fcome 
Spanifh leather : cry a figge for the Spaniards. Saide 
I well hollies ? 

Omn. I, I, I. 

Bret Why then fiat, fiat. 

And euerie man die at 
His foote that cries not a Wyaf, a Wyat 
Omnes, A Wyat, a, Wyat, a Wyat 

Enter Wyat 

Wiat Sweet muficke, gallant fellow Londoners. 
Clo. Y faith we are the madcaps, we are the lick- 
pennies. 

Wiat You fliall be all Lord Maiors at leaft. 

Exeunt Wyat, Bret, and Souldzers, 

Alarum founds, and enter Wyat, Bret, Rodjlon, Jfely, 
and Souldiers againe. 

Wyat Thofe eight brafle peeces fliall do feruice 
now 

Againfl their mailers, Norfolk and Arundell, 

They may thank their heeles 

More then their hands for fauing of their Hues. 

When fouldiers turne furueyors, and meafure lands, 
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God helpe poore farmers. Soldiers and friends let 
vs all 

Play nimble bloudhounds and hunt them Hep by 
flep. 

We heare 

The lawyers plead in armour Head of gownes, 

If they fall out about the cafe they iarre, 

Then they may cuffe each other from the barre. 

Soft this is Ludgate, fland aloofe, lie knock. 

He knocks : Enter Pembroke v;pon the walks. 

Pern, Who knockes 1 
Wyat A Wyat, a true friend. 

Open your gates, you louing cittizens, 

I bring you freedom from a forraine prince, 

The queene has heard your fuite, and tis her pleafure 
The cittie gates fraud open to receiue vs. 

Pern, Avuant thou traytor, thinkest thou by for- 
gerie 

To enter London with rebellious armesf 

Know that thefe gates are bard againfr thy entrance, 

And it fhall cofr the lines 

Of twenty thoufand true fubiedls to the Queene 

Before a traytor enters. 

Omn, Shoote him through. 

Vbyaf. Stay, lets know him firfr. 

Cio, Kill him, then lets know him afterwards. 

Pem, Looke on my face, and blufhing fee with 
friame 

Thy treafons charadlerd. 

Bret, Tis the Lord Pembroke. 

Wyat What haue wee to doe with the Lord Pem- 
broke ? 

Wheres the Queenes Lieftenant 1 
Pem, I am lieftenant of the Citty now. 

Wiat Are you Lord Maior! 

Pem. The greateft Lord that breathes enters not 
heere 



ii8 The famous Hijiorie 

Without expreffe commaund from my deare Queene. 
Wyat She commands by vs. 

Pern, I do command thee in her HighnelTe name 
To leaue the Citty gates, or by my honour, 

A peece of ordinance ihall be ilreight difchargd 
To be thy deathesman and fhoote thee to thy graue. 
Wyat Then heres no entrance. 

Pent. No, none. Exit Pembroke. 

Bret What Ihould we doe following Wiat any 
longer ? 

Wyiot O London, London, thou perfidious towne, 
Why haft thou broke thy promife to thy friend? 

That for thy fake, and for thy generall fake, 

Hath thrufl myfelf into the mouth of danger % 

March backe to Fleeteflreete, if that Wiat dye, 
London vniuflly buy thy treacherie. 

Bret Would I could fleale away from Wyat ! it 
fhould be the firfl thing that I would doe. 

Mere they all Jieale away fro7n Wyat and leaue him alone. 

Wyat Wheres all my Souldiers ? what all gone, 
And left my drum and colours without guard ? 

O infellicitie of carefull men, 

Yet will I fell my honor’d blond as deere 

As ere did faithfull fubiedl to his prince. Exit Wyat 

Enter Norfolke and Ifely. 

Ifl. Pembroke reuolts, and flies to Wiats fide. 
Norf^ Hees damb’d in hell that fpeakes it 

Enter Harper. 

JJl. 0 my good Lord ! tis fpread 
That Pembroke and Count Arundel both are fled. 

Enter Pembroke and Arundell. 

Pern. Sfoot, who faid fo ? what deuill dares flir my 
patience ? 
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Zwounds I was talking with a crae of vagabondes 
That laggd at Wiafs taile ; and am I thus 
Paid for my paines. 

Norf. And there being mill 
Some viliaine, finding you out of fight, hath raif^ 
This flander on you, but come my Lord. 

Fmi. He not fight. 

Norf. Nay fweete Earle. 

Fern, Zounds fight and heare my name dif 
honoured ^ 

Arun, Wyat is marcht down Pleetellreete, after 
him. 

Fem. “Why do not you, and you, purfue him % 
Norf. If I llrike one blowe, may my hand fall off. 
Fem. And if I doe, by this — 

Norf. Come leaue your fwearing, did not countries 
care 

Yrge me to this quarrell, for my part, 

I would not flrike a blow. 

Fem. No more would I j 
He eate no wrongs, lets all die, and He dye. 

Enter Meffenger. 

Mejf. Stand on your guard. 

For this way Wyatt is perfude amaine. 

A great Noife, follow. E?iter Wyat with his fword 
drawne^ bemg wounded. 

Within. Follow, follow. 

Nor. Stand tra^or Hand, or thou fhalt nere Hand 
more. 

Wyat. Lords, I yield : 

An eafie conquefl tis to win the field 
After alls lofl. I am wounded, let me haue 
A furgeon that I may goe found vnto my graue. 

Tis not the name of Traytor 

Pals me nor pluckes my weapon from my hand. 
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Vfe me how you can, 

Though you fay traytor, I am a gentleman. 

Your dreadfull fhaking me, which I defie, 

Is a poore Ioffe of life ; I wifli to die, 

Death frights my fpirit no more then can my bed, 

Nor will I change one haire, lofing this head. 

Pem^ Come, guard him, guard him. 

Wyat, No matter where, 

I hope for nothing, therefore nothing feare. 

Exit Omnes, 

Enter Winchejier^ Norfolk^ Arundelly Pembroke^ with 
other Lords, 

Win, My Lord of Norfolk, will it pleafe you 
fit 

By you the noble Lord of Arundell. 

Since it hath pleaf d her facred Maieflie 
To nominate vs heere Commiffioners, 

Let vs without all partiality 
Be open-eard to what they can alleadge, 

Wheres the Lieftenant of the Tower % 


Enter Lieftefiant of the Tower, 

Lef, Heere my good Lord. 

Win, Fetch forth the prifoners. 

Place them feuerally in chaires of flate. 

Clarke of the Crowne, proceede as Law requires. 

Enter Guilford and lane. 

Cla. Guilford Dudley, hold vp thy hand at the 
bar. 

GuiL Heere at the bar of death I hold it vp, 

And would to God this hand heau’d to the lawe, 
Might haue adiiandt itfelf in better place, 

For Englands good and for my soueraigns weale, 

Cla, lane Gray, Lady lane Gray, hold vp thy 
hand at the barre. 
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Ian, A hand as pure from Treafons Innocence 
As the white liuerie 

Worne by the Angels in their Makers fight ? 

Cla, You are here indited by the names of Guil- 
ford Dudley, Lord Dudley, lane Gray, Lady lane 
Gray, of capitall and high treafon againfL our moft 
Soueraign Ladie the Queenes Maieflie. That is to fay 
that you Guilford Dudley and Lady lane Gray, haue 
by all poifible meanes, fought to procure vnto your- 
felues the roialtie of the Crowne of England, to the 
difmheriting of our now Soueraign Lady the Queenes 
Maiedie, the true and lawfull iffue to that famous 
King Henry the Eight, and haue manifeftly adorned 
youifelues with the States garland Imperiall, and 
haue granted warrants, commiffions, and fiich like, for 
leuying of men and Souldiers to be fent againd the 
faid Maieflie ; what anfwere you to this inditement, 
guiltie or not guild e 1 

GtdL Our anfwer lhall be feuerall like ourfelues. 
Yet noble Earle we confeffe the inditement 
May we not make fome apologie unto the court 1 

Norf, It is againft the order of the law, 

Therefore dire<5lly pleade vnto the inditement, 

And then you lhall be heard. 

GuiL Againft the law? 

Words vtterd then as good vnfpoken were, 

For whatfoere you fay, you know your form, 

* And you will follow it vnto our deathes. 

Notf, Speake are you guilty of thefe crimes or 
no? 

Ian, He anfwere fird, I am and I am not, 

But diould we dand vnto the lad vnguiltie, 

You haue large-confcience iurors to befmeare 
The faired browe with dile of trecherie. 

Norf, The Barrons of the land fhall be your iurie. 

Ian, An honorable and worthy trial, 

And God forbid fo many noblemen ‘ 

Should be made guilty of our timeleffe deathes. 
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Arm, Youle anfwer to the inditement will you 
not? 

Guil. My Lord I will, I am 

Nor, Wliat are you guilty or no ? 

GuiL I fay vnguilty Hill, yet I am guilty. 

Ian, Slander not thyfelf : 

If there be any guilty, it was I, 

I was proclaim’d Queene, I the Crowne ihould 
weare. 

Gud, Becaufe I was thy hufband I hand heere. 

Ian, Our loues we fought ourfelues, but not our 
pride, . ; 

And lhall our fathers faults our Hues diuide ? 

Guil, It was my father that made thee dillrefl. 

Ian, 0 but for mine my Guilford had beene blefl. 

GuiL My lane had beene as fortunate as faire. 

lafi. My Guilford free from this fouhgrieuing care. 

Guil, If we be guiltie, tis no fault of ours. 

And lhall wee dye for whats not in our powres % 

We fought no Kingdom, we defir’d no crowne, 

It was impofd vpon vs by conftraint. 

Like golden , fruit hung on a barraine tree, 

And will you count fuch forcement treacherie % 

Then make the liluer Thames as blacke as Styx, 
Becaufe it was conllraind to beare the barkes 
Whofe battering -ordnance fhould haue beene im- 
ployde 

Againfl the hinderers of our roialtie. 

Win. You talke of fenceleffe things. 

Guil, Do trees want fence, 

That by the powre of Muficke haue beene drawne 
To dance a pleafmg meafure % 

Weele come then neerer vnto liuing things. 

Say wee vfurpt the Englifli roialtie, 

Was’t not by your confents % 

I tell you Lordes I haue your hands to fhowe 
Subferib’d to the commilhon of my Father, 

By which you did authorize him to wage armes. 
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If they were rebellious againll your Soueraigne, 

Who cride fo loud as you God faue Queene lane? 

And come you now your Soueraign to arraigne ? 

Come downe, come down, heere at a Prifoners bane, 
Better do fo then iudge yourfelues amifs : 

For looke what fentence on our heads you lay, 

Tpon your own may light another day. 

Win, The Queene hath pardond them. 

GuiL And wee mull die 
For a lelTe fault O partiallitie 1 
Ian. Patience, my Guilford, it was euer knowne, 
They that finn’d leall the punil^ment haue borne. 
GuiL True, my faire Queene, of forrowe traely 
fpeake, 

Great men like great flies through Lawes cobwebs 
breake, 

But the thinn^ll frame the prifon of the weake. 

Nor, Now trull me Arundel, it doth grieue me 
much 

To fit in judgment of thefe harmlefle 

Arun, I helpt to attach the Father, but the 
Sonne — 

O through my bloud I feele compafTion 
Run my Lords, weele be humble fuitors to the Queene, 
To faue thefe innocent creatures from their deaths. 
Noff, Lets break vp Court : if Norfolke long 
Ihould flay, 

In teares and paffion I Ihould melt away. 

Win, Sit Hill, 

What, will you take compaliion vpon fuch 1 
They are hereticks. 

Ian, We are Chriflians, leaue our confcience to 
ourfelues, 

We Hand not heere about religious caufes, 

But are accufd of capitall treafon. 

Win, Then you confelfe the inditement? 

Gi^iL Euen what you will : 

Yet faue my lane, although my bloud you fpili. 

Ian, If I mull die, faue princely Guilfords life. 
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Worf. Who is not moou'd to fee this louing flrife ? 
Aruu> Pray pardon me, do what you will to-day, 
And He approue it, though it be my death. 

Win. Then heare the fpeedie fentence of your 
deaths : 

You ihall be carried to the place from whence you 
came, 

From thence vnto the place of execution, 

Through London to be drawn on hurdles, 

Where thou, lane Gray, lhait fuffer death by fire, 
Thou Guilford Dudley, hanged and quartered. 

So Lord haue mercy vpon you. 

GuiL Why this is well, 

Since we mull die, that we muH die togither. 

Win. Stay, and heare the mercie of the Queene, 
Becaufe you are of noble parentage, 

Although the crime of your offence be great, 

Shee is only pleas’d that you lhall 

Both. Will Ihee pardon vs ? 

Win. Only I fay that you flial loofe your heades 
Vpon the Tower Hill So conuay them hence, 
Liefetenant llridlly looke ynto your charge. 

GuiL Our doomes are knowne, our hues haue 
plaid their part 
Farwell my lane. 

Ian. My Dudley, mine owne heart. 

GuiL Faine would I take a ceremonious leaue, 
But thats to dye a hundred thoufand deaths. 

Ian. I cannot fpeake for teares. 

Lejt My Lord, come : 

GuiL Great griefes fpeake louder 
When the leall are dumb'd. Exeunt 

Enter Sir Thomas Wyai in the Tower* 

Wia. The fad afpedl this Prifon doth affoord 
lumps with the mealure that my heart doth keepe, 
And this inclofure heere of nought but Hone, 

Yieldes far more comfort then the ftony hearts 
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Of them that wrong’d their country, and their friend ; 
Heere is no periur’d Counfellors to fweare 
A facred oath, and then forfweare the fame, 

No innovators heere doth harbor keepe, 

A hedfafl filence doth polielle the place, 

In this the Tower is noble, being bafe. 

Enter Lords to Wyat 

Norf. Sir Thomas Wyat. 

Wyat Thats my name indeede. 

Wm. You ihould fay Traitor. 

'Wiat. Traitor and Wyats name, 

Differ as farre as Winchefter and honor, 

Wm, I am a Filler of the Mother Church. 

Wiat And what am I ? 

Win. One that fubuerts the flate. 

Wyat Infult not too much, ore th’ vnfortunate, 

I haue no Bilhoppes Rochet to declare my inno- 
cencie. 

This is my croffe, 

That caufeleffe I mufl fuffer my heads Ioffe. 

When that houre comes, wherein my blood is fpilt, 

My croffe will looke as bright as yours twice guilt 
Norf. Here’s for that purpofe. 

Wiat Is your grace fo ffiort 1 
Belike you come to make my death a fport. 

Win. We come to bring you to your execution, 
You mufl be hang’d and quartered inflantly ; 

At the parke Comer, is a gallons fet, 

Whither make hafl to tender natures debt 

Wiat. Then here’s the end of Wyats riling vp, 

I to keepe Spaniards from the Land was fwome, 

Right willingly I yeelde my felfe to death, 

But forry fuch, fhould haue my place of birth. 

Had London kept his word, Wyat had flood, 

But now King Phillip enters through my blood. 

Exit Officers with Wyat 
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Enter Lieftenafit, 

Lie. Heere my Lord. 

Win. Fetch foorth your other Prifoners. 

Lief, My Lord I will, heere lyes young Guilford, 
here the Lady lane. 

NorfoL Condudl them forth. 

Enter Youn^ Guilford and the Lady lane, 

GuiL Good morrowe once more to my louelye 
lane. 

lane. The lall good morrow my fweete loue to 
thee. 

GuiL What were you reading ? 
lane. On a prayer booke. 

GuiL Trufl me fo was I, wee hade neede to pray, 
For fee, the Minillers of death drawe neere. 

lane. To a prepared minde Death is a pleafure, 

I long in foule, till I haue fpent my breath. 

GuiL My Lord High Chancelor, you are welcome 
heather, 

What come you to beholde our execution ? 

And my Lord Arundell thrice welcome, you 
Helpt to attache our Father, come you now, 

To fee the blacke conclufion of our Tragedie f 
Win, We come to doe our office. 

GuiL So doe wee. 

Our office is to die, yours to looke on : 

We are beholding vnto fuch beholders, 

The time was Lords, when you did flock amaine, 

To fee her crownd, but now to kill my lane, 

The world like to a fickell, bends it felfe, 

Men runne their courfe of Hues as in a maze, 

Our office is to die, yours but to gaze. 
lane. Patience my Guilford. 

GuiL Patience my lonely lane ; 

Patience has blancht thy foule as white as fnow, 

But who fhall anfwere for thy death ? this know, 
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An innocent to die, what is it lefle, 

But to adde Angels to heauens happinelTe. 

The guiltie dying, doe applaud the law, 

But when the innocent creature ftoopes his neck 
To an vnjuil doome ; vpon the ludge the checke. 
Lines are like foules, requird of their negledlors, 

Then ours of you, that fhould bee our protedlors. 

Win, Baile not againfl the law. 

GuUfor, No, God forbidde, my Lord of Win- 
cheiler, 

It’s made of lawe, and fhould I raile againfl it 1 
Twere againll you, if I forget not, 

You reioyc’d to fee that fall of Cromwel, 
loy you now at me ? 

Oft dying men are fild with prophefies, 

But ile not be a prophet of your il. 

Yet knowe my Lordes, they that behold vs now, 

May to the axe of luflice one day bowe, 

And in that plot of ground where we mull die, 
Sprinckle their bloodes, though I know no caufe why. 
Norf, Speake you to me Lord Guilford f 
Gut, Norfolke no, 

I fpeake to 

To whome ? 

GuL Alaffe I doe not knowe which of vs two dies 
firll. 

Win, The better part 
GuL O rather kill the worll. 
yane, Tis I fweete loue, that firll mull kilTe the 
blocke. 

Guilf, I am a man, men better brooke the Ihocke 
Of threatning death, Your fexe are euer weake. 

The thoughts of death, a womans heart will breake. 
y^ane. But I am armde to die. 

Gui^. Likelyer to Hue : 

Death to the vnwilling dooth his prefence giue ; 

Hee dares not looke the bolde man in the ^ce, 

But on the fearefull layes his killing Mace. 

Wine, It is the pleafure of the Queene, that the 
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Lady Jane mufl firft fuffer death. 

fane. I thanke her Highneffe, 

That I fhall firH depart this hapleffe world, 

And not furuiue to fee my deere lone dead. 

Guilfo. She dying firffc, I three times loofe my 
head. 


Enter the Headf man. 

Headfm. Forgiue me Lady I pra’y your death. 
Guilf. Ha ? haft thou the heart to kill a face fo 
faire. 

Win. It is her HeadeLman. 

Guil, And demaundes a pardon, 

Onely of her, for taking off her head ? 
yane. I gentle Guilford, and I pardon him. 

Guil But ile not pardon him, thou art my wife. 
And he fhall aske me pardon for thy life. 

Hea. Pardon me my Lord. 

Gui. Rife, doe not kneele. 

Though thou fiibmif fl, thou haft a lowring fleele 
Whofe fatal declynation brings our death : 

Good man of earth, make haHe to make vs earth. 

Hedf. Pleafeth the Lady lane, ile helpe her off 
with her night-Gowne. 

yane. Thankes gentle friend, 

But I haue other waiting women to attend mee. 

Good Millris Ellin lend me a helping hand, 

To ftrip me of this worldly ornaments 

Off with thefe robes, 0 teare them from my fide, 

Such filken couers are the guilt of pride. 

Infleede of gownes, my couerture be earth, 

My worldly death or new Celefliall breath. 

What is it off? 

Lad. Madam alraofle. 
yam. Not yet, O God ! 

How hardly can we fhake off this worldes Pomp, 

That cleaues vnto vs like our bodies skinne ? 

Yet thus 0 God fhake off thy feruants fmne. 

Lady. Here is a fcarfe to blinde your eies. 
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Tane, From all the world, but from my Guilfords 
light: 

Before I fallen this beneath my browe, 

Let me behold him with a conllant looke. 

GuL O doe not kill me with that pitious eie : 

Tis my lall farwell, take it patiently, 

My deareH Guilford let vs kiffe and part. 

Now blinde mine eyes, neuer to fee the skie, 
Blindefolde thus leade me, to the blocke to die. 

GuiL Oh I Me falles in a trance, 

Norf. How fares my Lord % 

Arun. Hee’s falne into a trance. 
orf. Wake him not, vntill hee wake himfelfe, 

O happie Guilford if thou die in this, 

Thy foule will be the lirll in heauenly blilfe. 

Enter the Headef-man with J^anes head. 

Win, Heare comes the Headf-man with the head 
of lane. 

GuiL Who fpake of lane ? ^who namde my louely 
lane? 

Win, Behold her head. 

Gui, O I lhall faint againe ! 

Yet let me beare this light vnto my graue. 

My fweete lanes head : 

Looke Norfolke, Arundell, Wincheller, 

Doe malefadlors, looke : 

Thus when they die, 

A ruddie lippe, a cleere refledling eye, 

Cheekes purer then the Maiden orient pearle, 

That fprinkles balhfulues through the cloudes 
Her innocence, has giuen her this looke : 

The like for me to Ihow fo well being dead, 

How willingly, would Guilford loofe his head 
Win, My Lord, the time runs on. 

GuiL So does our death. 

Heeres one has run fo fall Ihee's out of breath, 

But the time goes on, 

And thy faire lanes white foule, will be 
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In heauen before me 

If I doe flay ; flay gentle wife, 

Thy Guilford followes thee, 

Though on the earth we part, by aduerfe fate, 

Our foules fhall knock together at heauens gate. 

The skie is calme, our deathes haue a faire day, 

And we fhall paffe the fmoother on our way. 

My Lords farwell, I once farwel to all, 

The Fathers pride has caufde the Childrens fall 

Exit Guilford to Death, 
Nor, Thus haue we feene her Highneffe will per- 
form’d, 

And now their heads and bodies fhall bee ioynd 
And buried in one graue, as fits their loues. 

Thus much ile fay in their behalfes now dead, 

Their Fathers pride their Hues haue feuered. 


FINIS, 
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Prologtcs. 


A play (expeBed lon£) makes the Audietice looke 

For wonders : — that each Sccene Jhoidd be a booke, 
Compodd to all perfection; each one comes 
And brings a play iris head with him : vp he fummes^ 
What he would of a Roaring Girle haue writ ; 

If that he findes not herCj he mewes at it 
Onely we intreate you thinke our Sccene 
Cannot fpeake hgh (the fubieCt being but meccfie) 

A Roaring Girle (whofe notes till now neuer were) 
Shall fill with laughter our vaft Theater^ 

Thafs all which I dare promife : Tragick pafsion^ 

And fuch graue fluff e^ is this day out fffafhion, 

I fee attention fets wide ope her gates 
Of hearing, and with couetous listning waites. 

To know what Girle, this Roaring Girle fhould be. 

(For of that Tribe are many.) One is fh^ 

That roares at midnight in deepe Tauerne bowles, 

That beates the watch, and Conftaibles controuls; 
Another roares f th day time, f we ares, stahbes, giues 
braties. 

Yet fells her foule to the luft of f coles and flaues. 

Both thfe are Suburberoarers. Then therds (befides) 
A ciuill Citty Roaring Girle, whofe pride, 

Feafiing, and riding, Jhakes her husbands state, 

And leaues him Roaring through an yron grate. 
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None of thefe Roarmg Girles is ours : Jlice flies 
With wings more lofty. Tims her chara^er lyes, 

Yet what neede charadlcrs ? when to giue a geffe, 

Is better then the f erf on to exfreffe ; 

But would you know who His I would you heare her 
na7ne ^ 

Shee is caTd inadde Moll ; her life, our alls froclainie. 




Dramatis Perfonae. 


Sir Alexander We7ttgraue^ and Neatf-foot his man. 
Sir Adam Appleton, 

Sir Dauy Dapper, 

Sir Bewteous Ganymed, 

Lord Noland, 

Yong Wentgraue, 

lache Dapper^ and Gull his page. 

GoJJiawke, 

Greefiewit 

Laxion. 

Tilt-yard, 1 

Ope7tworke, > Ciues & Yxores. 

Gallipot, ) 

Mol the Roaring Girle. 

Trapdoore, 

Sir Guy Fitz-allard. 

Mary Fitz-allard his daughter. 

Curiilax a Sergiant, and 
Hanger his Yeoman. 


Miniflri. 






The Roaring Girle. 

Aft I. Scee. i. 


Enter Maiy Fitz-AUard difguifed like a fempjler with 
a cafe far bands^ and Neatfoot a feruingman with 
hery with a napkin on his Jhouldery and a trencher 
in his hand as from table, 

Neafoote, 

He yong gentleman (our young mailler) 
Sir Alexanders fonne, is it into his eares 
(fweet Damfell) (embleme of fragility) you 

defire to haue a meflage tranfported, or to 

be tranfcendent 

Mary, A priuate word or two Sir, nothing elfe. 

Neat, You fhall fru<ftifie in that which you come 
for : your pleafure ihall be fatisfied to your Ml con- 
tentation: I will (faireil tree of generation) watch 
when our young maifler is eredled, (that is to fay vp) 
and deliuer him to this your moll white hand. 

Mary, Thankes fir. 

Neat, And withall certifie him, that I haue culled 
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out for him (now his belly is repleniflied) a daintier 
bit or modicome then any lay vpon his trencher at 

dinner hath he notion of your name, I befeech 

your chaflitie. 

Mary. One Sir, of whom he befpake falling bands. 

Neat Falling bands, it fhall fo be giuen him, 

if you pleafe to venture your modelly in the hall, 
amongfl a curle*pated company of rude feruingmen, 
and take fuch as they can fet before you, you fhall 
be mod ferioufly, ^nd ingenioufly welcome. 

Mary. I haue dyned indeed already fir. 

Neai. Or will you vouchfafe to kiffe the lip 

of a cup of rich Orleans in the buttry amongd our 
waiting women. 

Mary. Not now in truth fir. 

Neat. Our yong Maider fhall then haue a feeling 
of your being here prefently it fhall fo be giuen him. 

Exit Neatfoote. 

Mary. I humbly thanke you fir, but that my 
bofome 

Is full of bitter forrowes, I could fmile, 

To fee this formall Ape play An tick tricks : 

But in my bread a poyfoned arrow dickes, 

And fmiles cannot become me, Loue wouen fleightly 
(Such as thy falfe heart makes) weares out as lightly, 
But loue being truely bred ith the foule (like mine) 
Bleeds euen to death, at the lead wound it takes, 

The more we quench this, the leffe it flakes : 

O me 1 

Efiter Sebadian Wengraue with Neatfoote. 

Seb. A Sempder fpeake with me, faift thou. 

Neat Yes, fir, fhe’s there, viua voce^ to deliuer her 
auricular confelTion. 

Seb. With me fweet heart What id ? 

Mary. I haue brought home your bands fir. 

Seb. Bands : Neatfoote. 

Neat Sir. 
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Seif, Prithee look in, for all the Gentlemen are 
vpon lifmg. 

Meat Yes fir, a moll methodicall attendance ftiall 
be giuen. 

Sed, And doll heare, if my father call for me, lay 
I am buly with a Sempller. 

JVeat Yes fir, hee lhall know it that you are bulled 
with a needle woman. 

Seif. In's eare good Neat-foote. 

Neat It lhall be fo giuen him. Exit Neat-foote. 
Seb. Bands, y'are millaken fweete heart, I befpake 
none, when, where, I prithee, what bands, let me fee 
them. 

Mary. Yes fir, a bond fall fealed, with folemne 
oathes, 

Subfcribed vnto (as I thought) with your foule : 
Deliuered as your deed in fight of heauen, 

Is this bond canceld, haue you forgot me. 

Seb. Ha 1 life of my life ; Sir Guy Fitz-Allards 
daughter, 

What has transform'd my lone to this llrange lhape 1 
Stay : make all fure, — ^fo : now fpeake and be briefe, 
Becaufe the wolfe's at dore that lyes in waite, 

To prey vpon vs both albeit mine eyes 
Are blell by thine, yet this fo ftrange difguife 
Holds me with feare and wonder. 

Mary. Mines a loathed fight, 

Why from it are you banilht elfe fo long. 

Seb. I mull cut Ihort my fpeech, in broken lan- 
guage, 

Thus much fweete Molly I mull thy company Ihun, 

I court another Moll, my thoughts mull run, 

As a horfe runs, thats blmd, round in a MiU, 

Out euery flep, yet keeping one path lliU. 

Mary. Vmh : mull you Ihun my company, in one 
knot 

Haue both our hands byt’h hands of heauen bene 
tyed, 

Now to be broke, I thought me once your Bride : 
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Our fathers did agree on the time when, 

And muft another bed-fellow fill my r-oome. 

Seb. Sweete maid, lets loofe no time, tis in heauens 
booke 

Set downe, that I mufl haue thee : an oath we tooke, 
To keep our vowes, but when the knight your father 
Was from mine parted, ilormes began to fit 
Vpon my couetous fathers brow : which fell 
From them on me, he reckond vp what gold 
This marriage would draw from him, at which he 
fwore, 

To loofe fo much blond, could not grieue him more. 
He then difwades me from thee, cal’d thee not faire, 
And askt what is fhee, but a beggars heire ? 

He fcorn’d thy dowry of (5000) Markes. 

If fuch a fumme of mony could be found, 

And I would match with thee, hee’d not vndoe it, 
Prouided his bags might adde nothing to it. 

But vow’d, if I tooke thee, nay more, did fweare it, 
Saue birth from him I nothing Ihould inherit. 

Mary^ What followes then, my Ihip-wracke. 

Seb, Deareft no : 

Tho wildly in a laborinth I go, 

My end is to meete thee : with a fide winde 
Mull I now faile, elfe I no hauen can finde 
But both mull fmke for euer. There’s a wench 
Cal’d Mol, mad Mol, or merry Mol, a creature 
So llrange in quality, a whole citty takes 
Note of her name and perfon, all that alfecSlion 
I owe to thee, on her in counterfet pafiion, 

I fpend to mad my father : he beleeues 
I doate vpon this Roaring Girle, and grieues 
As it becomes a father for a fonne, 

That could be fo bewitcht : yet ile go on 
This croked way, figh Hill for her, faine dreames, 

In which ile talke onely of her, thefe llreames 
Shall, I hope, force my father to confent 
That heere I anchor rather then be rent 
Vpon a rocke fo dangerous, Art thou pleaf d, 
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Becaufe thou feefl we are way-laid, that I take 
A path thats fafe, tho it be farre about 

Mary, My prayers with heauen guide thee. 

Se^, Then I will on, 

My father is at hand, kiflfe and begon ; 

Howres fhail be watcht for meetings ; I mull now 
As men for feare, to a ilrange Idoll bow. 

Mary, Farewell. 

Seb, lie guide thee forth, when next we meete, 

A flory of Moll lhall make our mirth more fweet. 

Exeunt 

Enter Sir Alexander Wengraue, Sir Dauy Dapper, Sir 
Adam Appleton, Gofhake, Laxton, and Gentle- 
men, 

Omnes. Thanks good Sir Alexander for our boun- 
teous cheere. 

Alex, Fy, fy, in giuing thankes you pay to deare. 
S. Dap, When bounty fpreades the table, faith 
tVere linne, 

(at going of) if thankes fhould not Hep in. 

Alex, No more of thankes, no more, I mary Sir, 
Th’ inner roome was too clofe, how do you like 
This Parlour Gentlemen ? 

Omnes, Oh pafling well. 

Adam, What a fweet breath the aire calls heere, 
fo coole. 

Gojh, I like the profpedl bell. 

Lax, See how tis furnilht. 

S, Dap, A very faire fweete roome. 

Alex, Sir Dauy Dapper^ 

The furniture that doth adome this roome, 

Coll many a faire gray groat ere it came here, 

But good things are moll cheape, when th’are moH 
deere, 

Nay when you looke into my galleries, 

How brauely they are trim’d vp, you all lhall fweare 
Yare highly pleafd to fee whats fet downe there : 
Stories of men and women (mixt together 
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Faire ones with foule, like fun-lhine in wet wether) 
Within one fquare a thoufand heads are laid 
So clofe, that all of heads, the roome feemes made, 

As many faces there (fiH’d with blith lookes) 

Shew like the promifing titles of new bookes, 

(Writ merily) the Readers being their owne eyes, 
Which feeme to moue and to giue plaudities, 

And here and there (whilll with obfequious eares, 
Throng’d heapes do liflen) a cut purfe thrulls and 
leeres 

With haukes eyes for his prey : I need not ftiew him, 
By a hanging villanous looke, your felues may know 
him, 

The face is drawne fo rarely, Then fir below, 

The very flowre (as twere) wanes to and fro, 

And like a floating Hand, feemes to moue, 

Vpon a fea bound in with fliores aboue. 

Enter Selajiian and M, Greene-wit. 

Omnes. Thefe fights are excellent. 

Akx, I’le fhew you all, 

Since we are met, make our parting Comicall. 

This gentleman (my friend) will take his 
leaue Sir. 

Atex. Ha, take his leaue (Sedq/iian) who ? 

Sed. This gentleman. 

Atex, Your lone fir, has already giuen me fome 
time. 

And if you pleafe to trull my age with more, 

It fliall pay double interell : Good fir Hay. 

Green. I haue beene too bold. 

Alex. Not fo fir. A merry day 
Mongft friends being fpent, is better then gold fau’d. 
Some wine, fome wine. Where be thefe knaues I 
keepe. 

Enter three or foure Seruingmen^ and Neatfoote. 
Neat At your worfliipfull elbow, fir. 
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Alex, You are kifTmg my maids, drinking, or fail 
afleep. 

JVeaf. Your worfhip has giuen it vs right 
A/fx. You varlets ilirre, 

Chaires, ilooles and cufliions : pre’ thee fir Dauy 
Dapper, 

Make that chaire thine. 

Sir Dap. Tis but an eafie gift, 

And yet I thanke you for it fir, Tit take it. 

A/ex. A chaire for old fir Adam Appleton. 

JS/eat. A backe friend to your worlhip. 

Adam. Mary good Neatfoot, 

I thanke thee for it: backe friends fometimes are 
good. 

Alex. Pray make that lloole your pearch, good M. 
Gojlicmke. 

Gojli. I floope to your lure fir. 

Alex. Sonne Sebajiian, 

Take Maifler Greenewit to you. 

Seb. Sit deere friend. 

Alex. Nay maifler Laxton — ^furnifli maifler Laxton 
With what he wants (a flone) a floole I would fay, a 
floole. 

Laxton. I had rather fland fir. Exeunt feruants. 

Alex. I know you had (good M. Laxton.) So, 
fo 

Now heres a meffe of friends, and (gentlemen) 
Becaufe times glafie fhall not be running long, 
lie quicken it with a pretty tale. 

Sir Dap. Good tales do well, 

In thefe bad dayes, where vice does fo excel! 

Adam. Begin fir Alexander. 

Alex. Lafl day I met 
An aged man vpon whofe head was fcorid, 

A debt of iufl fo many yeares as thefe, 

Which I owe to my graue, the man you all know. 
Omnes. His name I pray you fir. 

Alex* Nay you fhall pardon me, 

But when he faw me (with a figh that brake, 
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Or feem’d to breake bis heart-ftrings) thus he fpake : 
Oh my good knight, faies he, (and then his eies 
Were richer euen by that which made them poore, 
They had fpent fo many teares they had no more.) 
Oh fir (faies he) you know it, for you ha feene 
Bleffings to raine vpon mine houfe and me : 

Fortune (who flaues men) was my llaue : her wheele 
Hath fpun me golden threads, for I thanke heauen, 

I nere had but one caufe to curfe my llarres, 

I ask’t him then, what that one caufe might be. 
Omnes, So Sir. 

Alex, He paus’d, and as we often fee, 

A fea fo much becalm’d, there can be found 
No wrinckle on his brow, his wanes being drownd 
In their owne rage : but when th’ imperious wind, 
Vfe flrange inuifible tyranny to ihake 
Both heauens and earths foundation at their noyfe : 
The feas fwelling with wrath to part that fray 
Rife vp, and are more wild, more mad, then they, 
Euen fo this good old man was by my queftion 
Stir’d vp to roughneffe, you might fee his gall 
Flow euen in’s eies : then grew he fantaflicall. 

Sir Dap, Fantaflicall, ha, ha. 

Alex, Yes, and talke odly. 

Adam. Pray fir proceed, 

How did this old man end ? 

Alex, Mary fir thus. 

He left his wild fit to read ore his cards, 

Yet then (though age call fiiow on all his haires) 

He ioy’d becaufe (faies he) the God of gold 
Has beene to me no niggard : that difeafe 
(Of which all old men ficken) Auarice 
Neuer infedled me. 

Zax. He meanes not himfelfe i’ me fure. 

Alex, For like a lamp, 

Fed with continuall oyle, I fpend and throw 
My light to all that need it, yet haue flill 
Enough to ferue my felfe, oh but (quoth he) 

Tho heauens dew fall, thus on this aged tree, 
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I haue a fonne thats like a wedge doth cleaue, 

My very heart roote. 

S. Dap. Had he fuch a fonne. 

Seb. Now I do fmell a fox llrongly. 

Akx, Lets fee ; no Mailler Gremerwit is not yet 
So mellow in yeares as he ; but as like Sebajlian^ 
lull like my fonne Sebajiian^ — fuch another. 

Seb. How finely like a fencer my father fetches his 
by-blowes to hit me, but if I beate you not at your 
owne weapon of fubtilty. 

Alex. This fonne (faith he) that Ihould be 
The columne and maine arch vnto my houfe, 

The crutch vnto my age, becomes a whirlewind 
Shaking the fimie foundation. 

Ada^n. Tis fome prodigall. 

Seba. Well Ihot old Adam Bell. 

Alex. No citty monller neither, no prodigall, 

But fparing, wary, ciuill, and (tho wiuelelfe), 

An excellent husband, and fuch a traueller, 

He has more tongues in his head then fome haue 
teeth. 

aSI Dap. I haue but two in myne. 

Gofh. So fparing and fo wary. 

What then could vex his father fo. 

Alex. Oh a woman. 

Seb. A fielh fly, that can vex any man. 

Alex. A fcumy woman, 

On whom the paflionate old man fwore he doated : 

A creature (faith he) nature hath brought /orth 
To mocke the fex of woman. . . It is a thing 

One knowes not how to name, her birth began 
Ere fhe was all made. Tis woman more then man, 
Man more then woman, and (which to none can hap) 
The Sunne giues her two lhadowes to one fhape, 

Nay more, let this flrange thing, walke, Hand or fit, 
No blazing llarre drawes more eyes after it 
S. Dap. A Monfter, tis fome Monller. 

Alex. Shee’s a varlet 

Seb. Now is my cue to brillle. 
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A/ex, A naughty packe, 

Se^. Tisfalfe. 

Alex. Ha boy. 

Seif. Tis falfe. 

A/ex. Whats falfe, I fay fliee’s nought. 

Sed. 1 fay that tongue 

That dares fpeake fo (but yours) flickes in the throate 
Of a ranke villaine, fetyour felfe afide. . . • 

A/cx. So fir what then. 

Seif. Any here elfe had lyed. 

I thinke I fhall fit you afide. 

A/exu Lye. 

Seif. Yes. 

Sir Dap. Doth this conceme him. 

Alex. Ah firra boy. 

Is your bloud heated : boyles it : are you flung, 

He pierce you deeper yet : oh my deere friends, 

I am that wretched father, this that fonne, 

That fees his ruine, yet headlong on doth run. 

Adam. Will you loue fuch a poyfon. 

S. Dap. Fye, fye. 

Seh. Y^are all mad. 

Alex. Thwart ficke at heart, yet feelfl it not : of all 
thefe, 

What Gentleman (but thou) knowing his difeafe 
Mortall, would Ihun the cure : oh Maifler Gremmit^ 
Would you to fuch an Idoll bow. 

Greene. Not I fir. 

Alex. Heer^s Maifter Laxton^ has he mind to a 
woman 
As thou hafl. 

Lax No not I fir. 

Alex, Sir I know it 

Lax., There good parts are fo rare, there bad fo 
common, 

I will haue nought to do with any woman. 

Sir Dap. Tis well done Maifler Laxtan. 

Alex. Oh thou cruell boy, 

Thou wouldfl with lufl an old mans life deflroy, 
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Becaufe thou feefl I’me halfe way in my graue, 

Thou fhouehl dufl vpon me ; wod thou mighteH haue 
Thy with, moll wicked, moll vnnaturalL 
Dap, Why fir, tis thought, fir Guy Miz-Allards 
daughter 

Shall wed your fonne Sebajiian, 

Alex, Sir Dauy Dapper, 

I haue vpon my knees, wood this fond boy, 

To take diat vertuous maiden. 

, Seb, Harke you a word fir. 

You on your knees haue curll that vertuous maiden, 
And me for louing her, yet do you now 
Thus baffle me to my face : were not your knees 
In fuch intreates, giue me Fitz-AUards daughter. 

Alex, He giue thee rats-bane rather. 

Seb, Well then you know 
What dilh I meane to feed vpon. 

Alex, Harke Gentlemen, 

He fweares to haue this cut-purfe drab, to fpite my 
gall 

Omn^, Mailler SebaJHan, 

Seb, I am deafe to you all. 

Ime fo bewitcht, fo bound to my defires, 

Teares, prayers, threats, notlung can quench out thofe 
fires 

That bume within me. Exit Sebastian, 

Alex, Her bloud Ihall quench it then, 

Loofe him not, oh difwade him Gentlemen. 

Sir Dap. He fiiall be weand 1 warrant you* 

Alex, Before his eyes 
Lay downe his lhame, my giiefe, his miferies. 

Omnes, No more, no more, away. 

Exeufit all but fir Alexander, 

Alex. I walh a M^ra, 

Loofing both paines and coll : but take thy fiight, 

He be moll neere thee, when I’me leall in fight 
Wild Bucke ile hunt thee breathlelTe, thou lhalt nm 
on, 

But I will tume thee when Tme not thought vpon. 

L 2 
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Enter Ralph Trap dare. 

Now firra what are you, leaue your Apes trickes and 
fpeake. 

Trap. A letter from my Captaine to your Worfliip. 
Alex. Oh, oh, now I remember tis to preferre 
thee into my feruice. 

Trap. To be a Ihifter vnder your Worfhips nofe of 
a clean trencher, when ther’s a good bit vpon't. 

Alex. Troth honefl fellow . . humh . . ha . . . 
let me fee. 

This knaue lliall be the axe to hew that downe 
At which I Humble, has a face that promifeth 
Much of a villaine, I will grind his wit, 

And if the edge prone fine make vfe of it. 

Come hither firra, canil thou be fecret, ha. 

Trap. As two crafty Atturneys plotting the vndo- 
ing of their clyents. 

Alex, Didfl never, as thou hail walkt about this 
towne 

Heare of a wench caFd Moll^ mad merry Moll. 

Trap. Moll cutpurfe fir. 

Alex. The fame, doll thou know her then. 

Trap. Afwell as I know twill raine vpon Simon and 
Judes day next, I will fift all the tauemes ith citty, 
and drinke halfe pots with all the Watermen ath 
bankfide, but if you will fir He find her out 
Alex. That task is eafy, doot then, hold thy hand 
vp. 

Whats this, ill burnt % 

Trap. No fir no, a little findgd with making fire 
workes. 

Alex. Therms money, fpend it, that being fpent 
fetch more. 

Trap. Oh fir that all the poore fouldiers in Eng- 
land had fuch a leader. For fetching no water Spa- 
niell is like me, 

Ale:^. This wench we fpeake of, llraies fo from her 
kind 
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Nature repents the made her. Tis a Mermaid 
Has told my forme to fhipwracke. 

Trap, lie cut her combe for you. 

Alex, He tell out gold for thee then : hunt her 
forth, 

Call out a line hung full of liluer hookes 
To catch her to thy company : deepe fpendings 
May draw her thats moll chall to a mans bofome. 

Trap. The gingling of Golden bels, and a good 
foole with a hobbyhorfe, wil draw all the whoores ith 
towne to dance in a morris. 

Alex, Or rather, for thats bell (they fay fometimes 
Shee goes in breeches) follow her as her man. 

Trap. And when her breeches are off, Ihee lhall 
follow me. 

Alex. Beate all thy braines to ferue her. 

Trap. Zounds fir, as country wenches beate creame, 
till butter comes. 

Alex. Play thou the futtle fpider, weaue fine nets 
To infnare her very life. 

Trap. Her life. 

Alex Yes fucke 

Her heart-bloud if thou canll, twill thou but cords 
To catch her, He finde law to hang her vp. 

Trap. Spoke like a Worlhipfull bencher. 

Alex. Trace all her Heps : at this Ihee-foxes den 
Watch what lambs enter : let me play the Iheepeheard 
To faue their throats from bleeding, and cut hers. 
Trap. This is the goll lhall doot. 

Alex. Be firme and gaine me 
Euer thine owne. This done I entertaine thee : 

How is thy name. 

Trap. My name fir is Raph Trapdore, honell 
Raph. 

Alex. Trapdore, be like thy name, a dangerous 
Hep 

For her to venture on, but vnto me. 

Trap. As fall as your foie to your boote or Ihooe fir. 
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Alex, Hence then, be little feene here as thou 
canfl. 

He flill be at thine elbow. 

Trap, The trapdores fet. 

Moll if you budge y'are gon : this me lhall crowne, 

A Roaring Boy, the Roaring Girle puts downe. 

Alex, God a mercy, loofe no time. Exetmt, 

The three Jhops open in a ranke : the firjl a Poti- 
caries Jhop^ the next a Fether Jhop : the third a 
Sempjlers Jhop : Mijirejpe Gallipot in the firji^ 
Mijlrejfe Tiltyard in the next, Maijier Open- 
worke and his wife in the third, to them enters 
Laxton, Gothawke and Greenewit. 

Mi, Open, Gentlemen what ift you lacke. What ift 
you buy, fee fine bands and rutfes, fine lawnes, fine 
cambrickes, what ift you lacke Gentlemen, what ift 
you buy 1 

Lax, Yonders the ftiop. 

Gojh, Is that fliee. 

Lax, Peace. 

Green, Shee that minces Tobacco. 

Lax, I : ftiees a Gentlewoman bom^ I can tell 
you, tho it be her hard fortune now to thread Indian 
pot-hearbes. 

GoJh, Oh fir tis many a good womans fortune, 
her husband turns bankrout, to begin with pipes and 
fet vp againe. 

Lax, And indeed the rayfing of the woman is the 
lifting vp of the mans head at all times, if one florifti, 
tother will bud as faft I warrant ye. 

Gojh, Come th'art familiarly acquainted there, I 
grope that 

Lax, And you grope no better ith dark you may 
chance lye ith ditch when /are drunke. 

Gojh, Go th’art a mifticall letchet 
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Lax. I will not deny but my credit may take vp an 
ounce of pure fmoake. 

Gq/h. Make take vp an ell of pure fmock ; away 
go, tis the ciofeil Hriker. Life I think he commits 
venery 40 foote deepe, no mans aware on^t, I like a 
palpable fmockfter go to worke fo openly, with the 
tricks of art, that I'me as aparantly feen as a naked 
boy in a viall, & were it not for a guift of trechery 
that I haue in me to betray my friend when he puts 
moll trail in me (maJQfe yonder hee is too — ) and by his 
iniurie to make good my acceffe to her, I Ihould ap- 
peare as defedliue in courting^ as a Farmers fonne the 
firil day of his feather, that doth nothing at Court, 
but woe the hangings and glaffe windowes for a 
month together, and ibme broken wayting woman for 
euer after. I find thofe imperfedlions in my venerie, 
that were^t not for flatterie and falfliood, I ihould want 
difcourfe and impudence, and hee that wants impu- 
dence among women, is worthy to bee kickt out at 
beds feet — He lhall not fee me yet 

Green. Troth this is finely flired. 

Lax. Oh women are the beft mincers. 

Miji. Gal. ^Thad bin a good phrafe for a Cookes 
wife fir. 

Lax. But ’twill ferue generally, like the front of a 
newe Almanacke ; as thus : Calculated for the meri- 
dian of Cookes wiues, but generally for all Englifh- 
women. 

Miji. GaL Nay you fiiall ha’te fir, I haue fild it for 
you. 

Shee puts it fo the fire. 

Lax. The pipe’s in a good hand, and I whh mine 
alwaies fo. 

Gree. But not to be vs’d a that fafhion. 

Lax. O pardon me fir, I vnderiland no french. 

I pray be couerd. lacke a pipe of rich fmoake. 

G^h. Rich fmoake ; that’s 6. pence a pipe ill? 

Green. To me fweet Lady. 
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Mijt. GaL Be not forgetful ; refpefl my credit ; 
feem flrange ; Art and Wit makes a foole of fufpi- 
tion : — pray be warie. 

Lax, Pufh, I warrant you : — come, how ift gal- 
lants % 

Greeji. Pure and excellent. 

Lax, I thought ’twas good, you were growne fo 
filent ; you are like thofe that loue not to talke at 
vidluals, tho they make a worfe noyle i’ the nofe then 
a common fidlers prentice, and difcourfe a whole Sup- 
per with fnuffing \ — I mull fpeake a word with you 
anone. 

Mijl. GaL Make your way wifely then. 

Gojh, Oh what elfe fir, hee’s perfedlion it felfe, 
full of manners, But not an acre of ground belonging 
to ’em. 

Greeen. I and full of forme, h’as ne’re a good 
lloole in’s chamber. 

Gqfli, But aboue all religious : hee prayeth daily 
vpon elder brothers. 

Grem^ And valiant aboue meafure; h’as runne 
three flreets from a Serieant. 

L<xx, Puh. Puh. he Uowes tobacco in their faces. 

Green, Gofh, Oh, puh, ho, ho. 

Lax, So, fo. 

Mijl. Gal, What’s the matter now fir f 

Lax, I protell I’me in extreame want of money 
if you can fupply mee now with any meanes, you doe 
mee the greateH pleafure, next to the bountie of your 
loue, as euer poore gentleman tafted. 

Miji, GaL What’s the fumme would pleafure ye 
fir? Tho you deferue nothing lelTe at my hands. 

Lax, Why ’tis but for want of opportunitie thou 
know’ll ; I put her off with opportunitie Hill : by this 
light I hate her, but for meanes to keepe me in falliion 
with gallants ; for what I take from her, I fpend vpon 
other wenches, beare her in hand Hill ; Ihee has wit 
enough to rob her husband, and I waies enough to 
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confume the money : why how now % what the chin- 
cough ? 

GoJJi. Thou hafl the cowardliefl tricke to come 
before a mans face and flrangle him ere hee be aware, 

I could find in my heart to make a quarrell in 
eameft. 

Lax, Poxe and thou do’fl, thou know’ll I neuer 
Vfe to fight with my friends, thoul but loofe thy labour 
in’t 

lacke Dapper 1 

Enter /, Dapper,^ and his man Gull 

Greene, Mounfier Dapper, I diue downe to your 
anckles. 

L Dap, Saue ye gentlemen all three in a peculiar 
falute. 

Gojh, He were ill to make a lawyer, hee difpatches 
three at once. 

Lax, So wel faid : but is this of the fame 
Tobacco miflreffe Gallipot f 

M, Gal The fame you had at firil fir. 

Lax, I wifii it no better : this will feme to drinke 
at my chamber. 

GoJh, Shall we tafle a pipe on’t ? 

Lax, Not of this by my troth Gentlemen, I haue 
fworne before you. 

Gojh, What not lacke dapper. 

Lax, Pardon me fweet lacke, Tme forry I made 
fuch a rafh oath, but foolifh oathes mull Hand : where 
art going lacke, 

lac. Dap, Faith to buy one fether. 

Lax, One fether, the foole’s peculiar Hill. 

lac. Dap, Gul. 

GuL Maifler. 

lac. Dap. Heer’s three halfepence for your ordi- 
nary, boy, meete me an howre hence in Powles. 

Gul. How three fingle halfepence ; life, this will 
fcarce ferae a man in fauce, a halporth of mufiard, a 
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balporth of oyle, aod a halporth of viniger, whats 
left then for the piclde herring ; this Ihowes like finall 
beere ith morning after a great furfet of wine ore 
night, hee could fpend his three pound lall night in a 
fupper amongil'girles and braue baudy-houfe boyes, I 
thought his pockets cackeld not for nothing, thefe are 
the egs of there pound, lie go fup ^em vp prefently. 

Exit GuL 

Lax. Eight, nine, ten Angels, good wench ifaith, 
and one that loues darkeneffe well, fhe puts out a can- 
dle with the bell tricks of any drugilers wife in Eng- 
land : but that which mads her I raile vpon oportu- 
nity Hill, and take no notice on’t. The other night 
ihe would needs lead me into a roome with a candle 
in her hand to Ihow me a naked pidlure, where no 
fooner entred but the candle was lent of an arrant : 
now I am intending to vnderiland her, but like a 
puny at the Innes of venery, cabd for another light 
innocently, thus reward I all her cunning with fimple 
miflaking. I know fhe cofens her husband to keepe 
me, and He keepe her honefl, as long as I can, to 
make the poore man fome part of amends, an honed 
minde of a whooremaider, how thinke you amongd 
you, what a frelh pipe, draw in a third man* 

Gojh. No your a border, you ingrofe bith ounces. 

At the Fether Jhop now* 

lac* Dap. Puh I like it not 

M. Tiltyard. What fether id yould haue fir. 

Thefe are mod wome and mod in falhion, 

Amongd the Beuer gallants the done Riders. 

The priuate dages audience, the twelu peny dool 
Gentlemen, 

I can enforme you tis the generall fether. 
lac. Dap. And therefore I miflike it, tell me of 
general!. 

Now a continuall Simon and Judes raine 
Beate all your fethers as flat downe as pancakes. 
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Shew me a fpangled fether. 

Mist, Tilt Oh to go a feafting with, 

You^ haue for a hinchboy, you fiialL 

At the Sempsters Jhop now, 

Maiji, Open, Maffe I had quite forgot, 

His Honours footeman was here lafl night wife, 

Ha you done with my Lords ihirt. 

Mijl, Open, Whats that to you fir, 

I was this morning at his Honours lodging, 

Ere fuch a fnaile as you crept out of your fiiell, 

Maiji, Open, Oh 'twas well done good wife. 

Mi, Op, I hold it better fir, then if you had don’t 
your felfe. 

Ma, Op, Nay fo fay I; but is the Countefies 
fmocke almoll donne moufe. 

Mi, Op, Here lyes the cmmbiicke fir, but wants I 
feare mee. 

Mi, Op, lie refolue you of that pr^ently. 

Mi, Op, Haida, oh audacious groome, 

Dare you prefume to noble womens linnen, 

Keepe you your yard to meafure fheepeheards 
holland, 

I mufl confine you I fee that 

At the Tobacco Jhop now, 

Gojh, What fay you to this ^eere. 

L^, I dare the arrants critticke in Tobacco 
To lay one fait vpon’t. 

Enter Mol in a freefe lerMn and a Macke faue^rd, 

GoJh, Life yonders MoL 
Loop, Mol which Mob 
Gojh, honell Mol 

Lax, Prithee lets cal! her Mol 

Ail Mol, Mol, Mol 
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MoL How now, whats the matter, 

GoJIi. A pipe of good tobacco MoL 

MoL I cannot flay. 

Gojh. Nay Mol puh, prethee harke, but one word 
ifaith, 

MoL Well what ift. 

Green, Prithee come hither firra. 

Lax, Hart I would giue but too much money to 
be nibling with that wench, life, fh’ as the Spirit of 
foure great parifhes, and a voyce that will drowne all 
the Citty, tnethinkes a braue Captaine might get all 
his fouldiers vpon her, and nere bee beholding to a 
company of mile-end milke fops, if hee could come 
on, and come off quicke enough : Such a Moll were a 
maribone before an Italian^ hee would cry hona roha 
till his ribs were nothing but bone. He lay hard fiege 
to her, mony is that Aqua fortis^ that eates into many 
a maidenhead, where the wals are flefh and bloud. He 
euer pierce through with a golden auguer. 

Gojh, Now thy iudgement Moll, ill not good 1 

MoL Yes faith tis very good tobacco, how do 
you fell an ounce, farewell. God b^ you Miflreffe 
Gallipot 

Gofh, Why, Mol, MoL 

MoL I cannot flay now ifaith, I am going to 
buy a lhag ruffe, the fhop will be fliut in pre- 
fently. 

Gojh^ Tis the maddefl fantaflicalfl girle : — I neuer 
knew fo much flefh and fo much nimbleneffe put 
together. 

Lax. Shee flips from one company to another, like 
a fat Eele between a Dutchmans fingers : — lie watch 
my time for her. 

Mijl. Gal. Some will not flicke to fay fhees a 
man 

And fome both man and woman. 

Lax. That were excellent, flie might firfl cuckold 
the husband and then make him do as much for the 
wife. 
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The Tether Jhop agaim. 

MolL Saue you ; how does Millreffe Tiltyard ? 

/. Dap. Mol. 

MoL lacke Dapper. 

L Dap. How doft MoL 

MoL He tel the by and by, I go but toth’ next 
Ihop. 

L Dap. Thou lhalt find me here this howre about 
a fether. 

MoL Nay and a fether hold you in play a whole 
houre, a goofe will lafl you all the daies of your life. 
Let me fee a good fliag ruffe- 

772^ Sempjler Jhop. 

Maiji. Open. Miflreffe Mary that lhalt thou ifaith, 
and the bell in the Ihop. 

Mijl. Open. How now, greetings, loue tearmes 
with a pox betweene you, haue I found out one of 
your haunts, I fend you for hollands, and youke ith 
the low countries with a mifchiefe, Tme feru’d with 
good ware byth fliift, that makes it lye dead fo long 
vpon my hands, I were as good Ihut vp (hop, for when 
I open it I take nothing. 

Maiji. Open. Nay and you fall a ringing once the 
diuell cannot flop you, He out of the Belfry as fall as 
I can — Moil. 

Miji. Open. Get you from my Ihop. 

MoL I come to buy. 

Miji. Open. He fell ye nothing, I wame yee my 
houfe and lliop. 

MoL You goody Openworke, you that prick out a 
poore lining 

And fowes many a bawdy skin-coate together, 

Thou priuate pandrefle betweene Ihirt and fmock, 

I wilh thee for a minute but a man : 

Thou Ihouldll neuer vfe more fhapes, but as th’art 
I pitty my reuenge, now my fpleenes vp, 
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Enter a fellow with a long rapier by his fide, 

I would not mocke it willingly — ha be tliankfulL 
Now I forgiue thee. 

Mifi, Open, Mary hang thee, I never askt forgiue- 
neffe in my life. 

Mol You goodman fwinesface. 

Fdlow, What wil you murder me. 

Mol You remember llaue, how you abufd me 
Mother night in a Taueme. 

Pel Not I by this light 

Mol No, but by candlelight you did, you haue 
trickes to faue your oathes, referuations haue you, and 
I haue relerued fomewhat for you, — as you like that 
call for more, you know the figne againe. 

Pel Pox ant, had 1 brought any company along 
with mee to haue borne witneffe on’t, ’twold ne’re 
haue grieu’d me, but to be llrucke and nobody by, tis 
my ill fortune Hill, why tread vpon a worme they fay 
twill turne taile, but indeed a Gentleman Ihould haue 
more manners. Exit fellow. 

Lax, Gallantly performed ifath Mol aiid manfully, 
I loue thee for euer fort, bafe rogue, had he otFerd but 
the leaft counter-buffe, by this hand I was prepared for 
him. 

Mol You prepared for him, why fhould you be 
prepared for him, was he any more then a man. 

Lax, No nor fo much by a yard and a handfull 
London meafure. 

Moll Why do you fpeake this then, doe you 
thinke I cannot ride a Hone horfe, vnleffe one lead 
him bith fnaiiie. 

Lax, Yes and fit him brauely, I know thou canfl 
Mol twas but an honeft miftake through loue, and He 
make amends fort any way, prethee fweete plumpe 
Mol when lhall thou and I go out a towne together. 

Mol Whether to Tybume prethee. 

Lax, Mafle thats out a towne indeed, thou 
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hangfl fo many iefls vpon thy friends Hil. I meane 
honeiliy to Brainford^ Staines^ or Ware. 

MoL What to do there. 

^ Lax. Nothing but bee merry and lye together, lie 
hire a'^coach with foure horfes. 

MoL I thought 'twould bee a beaflly ioumey, you 
may leaue out one wel, three horfes will feme, if I 
play the iade my felfe. 

Lax. Nay pulh thwart fuch another kicking wench, 
prethee be kind and lets meete. 

MoL Tis hard but we ihall meete fir. 

Lax. Nay but appoint the place then, there's ten 
Angels in faire gold MoL you fee I do not trifle with 
you, do but fay thou wilt meete me, and He haue a 
coach ready for thee. 

MoL Why here's my hand lie meete you flr. 

Lax. Oh good gold, — ^the place fweete MoL 

MoL It flxal be your appointment 

Lax. Somewhat neere Holbome Mol. 

MoL In Graies-Inne fields then. 

Lax. A match. 

MoL He meete you there. 

Lax. The houre. 

MoL Three. 

JLax. That will be time enough to flip at Braine^ 
ford. 

Fall from them to the other. 

Ma. Op. I am of fuch a nature fir, I cannot 
endure the houfe when Ihee fcolds, ih' has a ton^e 
will be hard further in a flill morning then Saint 
Antlings-bell, flie railes vpon me for forraine wench- 
ing, that I being a freeman mull needs keep a whore 
ith fubburbs, and feeke to impouerifli the liberties, 
when we fall out, I trouble you flill to make all whole 
with my wife. 

Go%. No trouble at all, tis a pleafure to mee to 
ioyne things together. 
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Maiji. Opn, Go thy waies, I doe .this but to try 
thy honefly Gqfhawke. 

The Fether Jhop, 

lac. Dap. How lik’ll thou this MoL 

Mol Oh fingularly, your fitted now for a bunch, 
he lookes for all the world with thofe fpangled fethers 
like a noblemans bedpofl : The purity of your wench 
would I fame try, fhee feemes like Kent vnconquered, 

and I beleeue as many wiles are in her oh the 

gallants of thefe times are fhallow letch ers, they put 
not their courtfhip home enough to a wench, tis im- 
poffible to know what woman is throughly honeft, 
becaufe fhee's nere thorougly try^d, I am of that cer- 
taine beleefe there are more queanes in this towne of 
their owne making, then of any mans prouoking, 
where lyes the flackneffe then ? many a poore foule 
would downe, and ther’s nobody will pufli em : 
Women are courted but nere foundly trf d. 

As many walke in fpurs that neuer ride. 


The Sempjlers Jhop. 

Mijl. Open. Oh abominable. 

Gop.. Nay more I tell you in priuate, he keeps a 
whore ith fubburbs. 

Mifi^ Open. O fpittle dealing, I came to him a 
Gentlewoman borne. He fhew you mine armes when 
you pleafe fir. 

Gojh. I had rather fee your legs, and begin that 
way. 

Miji. Openworke. Tis well knowne he tooke me 
from a Ladies feruice, where I was well beloued of 
the fleward. I had my Lattine tongue, and a fpice of 
the French before I came to him, and now doth he 
keepe a fubberbian whoore vnder my noflrils. 
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GoJIu There's waies enough to cry quite with him, 
harke in thine eare. 

Miji, 0pm. Theres a friend worth a Million. 

MoL I’le try one fpeare againfl your chaflity 
Mill. Tiltyard 

Though it proue too ihort by the burgh. 

Trap. Maffe here the is, Eiitcr Ralph Trapdore. 
I’me bound already to feme her, tho it be but a 
fluttifh tricke. Bleffe my hopefull yong Miflreffe with 
long life and great limbs, fend her the vpper hand of 
al balifes, and their hungry adherents. 

MoL How now, what art thou ? 

Trap. A poore ebbing Gentleman, that would 
gladly wait for the yong floud of your feruice. 

MoL ]\Iy feruice 1 what fhould moue you to offer 
your feruice to me fir % 

Trap. The loue I beare to your heroicke fpirit and 
mafculine womanhood. 

MoL So fir, put cafe we fhould retaine you to vs, 
what parts are there in you for a Gentlewomans 
femice. 

Trap. Of two kinds right Worfhipfull : moueable, 
and immoueable : moueable to runne of arrants, and 
immoueable to fland when you haue occafion to 
vfe me. 

MoL AVhat flrength haue you. 

Trap. Strength Miflreffe Mol., I haue gon vp into 
a fleeple, and flaid the great bell as ’thas beene 
ringing ; flopt a windmill going. 

Mol trips vp his heels hefals. 

MoL And neuer flrucke downe your felfe. 

Trap. Stood as vpright as I do at this prefent 

Mol. Come I pardon you for this, it fhall bee no 
difgrace to you : I haue flmcke vp the heeles of the 
high Germaines fize ere now, what not fland. 

Trap. I am of that nature where I lone, He bee 
at my miflreffe foot to do her feruice. 

MoL Why well faid, but fay your Miflreffe fhould 
3 M 
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receiue iniury, liaue you the fpirit of fighting in you, 
durfl you fecond her. 

Tra^. Life I haue kept a bridge my felfe, and 
droue feuen at a time before me. 

MoL I. 

Trap, But they were all Lincoliiefiiire bullockes 
by my troth. afide. 

MoL Well, meete me in Graies-Inne fields, be- 
tween three and foure this afternoone, and vpon 
better confideration weele retaine you. 

Trap, I humbly thanke your good Miflrefliip, 

He crack your necke for this kindneffe. 

Exit Irapdorc, 

Mol meets Laxton* 

Lax, Remember three. 

Moll Nay if I faile you hange me. 

Lax. Good wench Ifaith. 

then Opetmorke. 

Moll Whole this. 

Maiji. Open. Tis I Moll 

Moll Prithee tend thy fliop and preuent baf- 
tards. 

Maiji. Open. Wele haue a pint of the fame wine 
ifaith MoL 

The hel rings. 

Gojh. Harke the bell rings, come Gentlemen. 

Locke Dapper^ where lhals all munch. 
lac. Dap. I am for Parkers ordinary. 

Lax. Hec’s a good guell to’m, hee deferues his 
boord, 

He drawes all the Gentlemen in a terme time 
thither, 

Weele be your followers lacke^ lead the way, 

Looke you by my faith the foole has fetherd his 
nell well. Exeunt Gallants. 
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Enter Maijler Gallipot, Maijler Tiltyard, and feruants 

•with water Spaniels and a diicke. 

Matji, Tilt Come fhut vp your fhops, whereas 
Maijler Openworke, 

Miji, Gat Nay aske not me Maijler Tiltyard, 
Maijl, Tilt Wkefs his water dog, puh—pifl — hur 
— ^hur — pift. 

Maijl, Gat Come wenches come, we’re going all 
to Hogfden. 

Mijl. Gat To Hogfden husband. 

Maiji, Gat I to Hogfden pigsny. 

Mijl, Gat I’me not ready husband. 

Jpiis m the dogs mouth, 

Maijl, Gat Faith thats well — hum — pill — pill 
Come MiHrelfe Openworke you are fo long. 

Mijl, Open, I haue no ioy of my life Mailler 
Gallipot, 

Maijl, Gat Pufh, let your boy lead his water 
Spaniel along, and weele Ihow you the brauefl fport 
at parlous pond, he tnig, he trug, he trug, heres the 
bell ducke in England, except my wife, he, he, he, 
fetch, fetch, fetch, 

Come lets away 

Of all the yeare this is the fportfulll day. 

Enter Sebaflian Joins, 

Seb, If a man haue a free will, where Ihould 
the vfe 

More perfedl fhine then in his will to loue. 

Enter Sir Alexander and UJkns fo Mm, 

All creatures haue their liberty in that, 

Tho elfe kept vnder feruile yoke and feare, 

The very bondllaue has his freedom e there, 

Amongll a world of creatures voyc’d and filent. 

Mull my defires weare fetters yea are you 

M 2 
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So neerc, then I mufl breake with my hearts truth ; 

Meete griefe at a backc way well : w^hy fiippofe 

The two leaiid tongues of flander or of truth 
Pronounce Ifol loathfome : if before my loue 
Shee appeare faire, what iniury haue I, 

I haue the thing I like ? in all things elfe 
Mine owne eye guides me, and I find 'em profper, 
Life what fhould aile it now? I know that man 
Nere truely loues, if he gainefayt he lyes, 

That winkes and marries with his fathers eyes. 

He keepe myne owne wide open. 

£nter Mol and a porter with a viall on his backe. 

Alex. Here's braue wilfulnefle, 

A made match, here flie comes, they met a purpofe. 

For, Mufl I carry this great fiddle to your chamber 
Miflreffe Mary, 

Mol Fiddle goodman hog-rubber, fome of thefe 
porters beare fo much for others, they haue no time to 
carry wit for themfelues. 

For, To your owne chamber Miflrefle Mary. 

Moll Whole heare an Afle fpeake : whither elfe 
goodman pagent-bearer : the’re people of the worR 
memories. Exit Forkr, 

Seb. Why 'twere too great a burthen loue, to haue 
them carry things in their minds, and a' ther backes 
together. 

Mol Pardon me fir, I thought not you fo neere. 

Alex, So, fo, fo. 

Seb, I would be neerer to thee, and in that 
fafhion, 

That makes the befl part of all creatures honefl. 

No otherwife I with it 

Mol, Sir I am fo poore to requite you, you mull 
looke for nothing but thankes of me, I haue no 
humor to marry, I loue to lye aboth fides ath bed 
my felfe ,* and againe ath' other fide, a wife you know 
ought to be obedient, but I feare me I am too head- 
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Urong to obey, therefore He nere go about it, I loue 
you fo well fir for your good will Tde be loath you 
fhould repent your bargaine after, and therefore weele 
nere come together at firfl, I haue the head now of 
my felfe, and am man enough for a woman, marriage 
is but a chopping and changing, where a maiden loofes 
one head, and has a worfe ith place. 

Alex. The mofl comfortablefl anfwer from a Roar- 
ing Girle, that euer mine eares drunke in. 

Sek This were enough now to affright a foole for 
euer from thee, when tis the muficke that I loue 
thee for. 

Aiex. There’s a boy fpoyles all againe. 

Mol. Beleeue it fir I am not of that disdainefull 
temper, but I could loue you faithfully. 

Alex. A pox on you for that word. I like 
you not now, Y’are a cunning roarer I fee that 
already. 

Jfol. But fteepe vpon this once more fir, you may 
chance fhift a minde to morrow, be not too hafly to 
wrong your felfe, neuer while you Hue fir take a wife 
running, many haue run out at heeles that haue don’t : 
you fee fir I fpeake againfl my felfe, and if euery 
woman would deale with their filter fo honeflly, poore 
yonger brothers would not bee fo often guFd with 
old cofoning widdowes, that tume ore all their 
wealth in trufl to fome kinfman, and make the 
poore Gentleman worke hard for a penfion, fare you 
well fir. 

Se^. Nay prethee one word more. 

A lex. How do I wrong this girle, fhe puts him 
of fiill 

Mb/l. Thinke vpon this in cold bloud fir, you 
make as much hafl as if you were a going vpon a 
fiurgion voyage, take deliberation fir, neuer chufe a 
wife as if you were going to Flrgima. 

Sek And fo we parted, my too curfed fate. 

Alex. She is but cunning, giues him longer 
time in’t. 
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Enter a Tailor. 

Taylor. Miflreffe Mol^ Miftrelie MoT. fo ho ho 
fo ho. 

Mol. There boy, there boy, what dofl thou go 
a hawking after me with a red clout on thy finger. 

Taylor, I forgot to take meafure on you for your 
new breeches. 

Alex. Hoyda breeches, what will he marry a mon- 
ller with two trinckets, what age is this 1 if the wife 
go in breeches, the man mull weare long coates like a 
foole. 

Mol. What fidlings heere, would not the old pat- 
terne haue feru’d your turne. 

Taylor. You change the falhion, you fay youle 
haue the great Dutch Sop Miflreffe Mary. 

MoL Why fir I fay fo ftilL 

Taylor. Your breeches then will take vp a yard 
more. 

Mol. Well pray looke it be put in then. 

Taylor. It fhall Hand round and full I warrant 
you. 

Mol. Pray make em eafy enough. 

Taylor. I know my fault now, f other was fome- 
what Hiffe betweene the legges, He make thefe open 
enough I warrant you. 

Alex. Heefs good geere towards, I haue brought 
vp my fonne to marry a Dutch flop, and a French 
dublet, a codpice daughter. 

Taylor. So, I haue gone as farre as I can go. 

MoL Why then farewell. 

Taylor. If you go prefently to your chamber Mit 
treffe Mary., pray fend me the meafure of your thigh, 
by fome honell body. 

MoL Well fir, He fend it by a Porter prefently. 

Exit MoL 

Taylor* So you had neede, it is a lully one, both 
of them would make any porters backe ake in Eng* 
land. ExU Taylor* 
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Seb, I haue examined the befl part of man, 

Reafon and iudgement, and in loue they tell me, 

They leaue me vncontrould, he that is fwayd 
By an vnfeeling blond, pad heat of loue 
His fpring time mufl needes erre, his watch nere goes 
right 

That fets his dyall by a rady clocke. 

Alex, So, and which is that nifty clocke fir yon. 

Seb, The clocke at Ludgate fir, it nere goes true. 
Alex. But thou goefl falfer : not thy fathers cares 
Can keepe thee right, when that infenfible worke, 
Obayes the workemans art, lets off the houre 
And flops againe when time is fatisfied, 

But thou runft on, and iudgement, thy maine wheele, 
Beats by all floppes, as if the worke would breake 
Begunne with long paines for a minutes mine, 

Much like a fufifering man brought vp with care. 

At laft bequeath’d' to fhame and a fhort prayer. 

Seb. I tail you bitterer then I can defeme fir. 

Alex. Who has bewitch thee fonne, what diuell or 
drug, 

Hath wrought vpon the weaknefife of thy bloud, 

And betrayd all her hopes to rainous folly % 

Oh wake from drowfy and enchanted fhame, 

Wherein thy foule fits with a golden dreame 
Flatted and poyfoned, I am old my fonne, 

Oh let me preuaile quickly, for I haue waightier bufi- 
neffe of mine owne 

Then to chide thee : I mufl not to my graue, 

As a drunkard to his bed, whereon he lyes 
Onely to fleepe, and neuer cares to rife, 

Let me difpatch in time, come no more neere her. 

Seb. Not honeftly, not in the way of marriage. 
Alex. What fayfl thou marriage, in what place, 
the Sefiions houfe, and who fliaH giue the bride, pre- 
the, an inditement 

Seb. Sir now yee take part with the world to wrong 
her. 
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Alex. Why, wouldfl thou faine marry to be pointed 
at, 

Alas the numbers great, do not o’re burden’!, 

Why as good marry a beacon on a hill, 

Which all the country fixe their eyes vpon 
As her thy folly doates on. If thou longfl 
To haue the flory of thy infamous fortunes, 

Serue for difcourfe in ordinaries and tauernes 
Th’art in the way : or to confound thy name, 

Keepe on, thou canfl not miffe it : or to flrike 
Thy wretched father to vntimely coldneffe, 

Keepe the left hand flill, it will bring thee to’t. 

Yet if no teares wrung from thy fathers eyes, 

Nor fighes thatflye in fparkles, from his forrowes, 

Had power to alter what is wilfull in thee, 

Me thinkes her very name fliould fright thee from her, 
And neuer trouble me. 

Seh, Why is the name of Mol fo fatall fir. 

Alex. Many one fir, where fufpedl is entred, 

For feeke all Lo?ido7t from one end to t’other, 

More whoores of that name, then of any ten other. 
Seh. Whats that to her % let thofe blufli for them- 
felues. 

Can any guilt in others condemne her ? 

I’ue vowd to loue her : let all dormes oppofc me, 

That euer beate againfl the bred of man, 

Nothing but deaths blacke temped fhall diuide vs, 
Akx. Oh folly that can dote on nought but 
fhame, 

Sek Put cafe a wanton itch runs through one 
name 

More then another, is that name the worfe, 

Where honefly fits poffed in’t ? it diould rather 
Appeare more excellent, and deferue more praife. 
When through foule mids a brightneffe it can raife. 
Why there are of the diuels, honed Gentlemen, 

And well defccnded, keepe an open houfe, 

And fome ath (good mans) that are arrant knaues. 
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He hates vnworthily, that by rote contemnes, 

For the name neither fanes, nor yet condemnes, 

And for her honefly, I haue made fuch proofe an% 

In feiierall formes, fo neereiy watcht her waies, 

I will maintaine that flridl, againfl an army, 

Excepting you my father : here’s her worfl, 

Sh’Iias a bold fpirit that mingles with mankind, 

Blit nothing ehe comes neere it : and oftentimes 
Through her apparell fomewhat fhames her birth, 

But fhe is loofe in nothing but in mirth, 

Would all Me/s were no worfe. 

Alex, This way I toyie in vaine and giue but ayme 
To infamy and mine : he will fall, 

My blefling cannot flay him : all my ioyes 
Stand at the brinke of a deuouring Soud 
And will be wilfully fwallowed : wilfully. 

But why fo vaine, let all thefe teares be loll, 

He purfue her to lhame, and fo al’s croft. 

jEJxif Sir Alexander, 
Seh, Hee is gon with fome ftrange purpofe, whofe 
effedl 

Will hurt me little if he Ihoot fo wide, 

To thinke I loue fo blindly : I but feed 
His heart to this match, to draw on th’other. 

Wlierein my ioy fits with a full wilh crownd, 

Onely his moode excepted which muft change. 

By oppofite poliicies, courfes indiredl, 

Piaine dealing in this world takes no effedl. 

This madde girle I’ie acquaint with my intent, 

Get her affiftance, make my fortunes knowne, 

Twixt loners hearts, Ihee’s a fit inftrument, 

And has the art to help them to their owne, 

By her aduife, for in that craft fhee’s wife, 

My loue and I may meete, fpite of all fpies. 

Exit Sehajlian, 

Enter Laxton in Graies-Inne fields wUk tke 
Coachman, 


JLax, Coachman. 
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Coach, Heere fir. 

Lax, There's a teller more, pretliee driue thy 
coach to the hither end of Marybone parke, a fit 
place for Mol to get in. 

Coach, Marybone parke fir. 

Lax, I, its in our way thou knowft. 

Coach, It fhall be done fir. 

Lax, Coachman: 

Coach. A non fir. 

Lax, Are we fitted with good phrampell iades. 

Coach, The bell in Smithfield I warrant you fir. 

Lax, May we fafely take the vpper hand of any 
coacht veluet cappe or tuftafFety iacket, for they keepe 
a vilde fwaggering in coaches now a daies, the hye 
waies are flopt with them. 

Coach, My life for yours and baffle em to fir, — 
why they are the fame iades beleeue it fir, that haue 
drawne all your famous whores to Ware. 

Lax, Nay then they know their bufmeffe, they 
neede no more inflrudlions. 

Coach, The're fo vfd to fuch iourneis fir, I neuer 
vfe whip to em ; for if they catch but the fent of a 
wench once, they runne like diiiels. 

Exit Coachpian with his whip. 

Lax, Fine Cerberus^ that rogue will haue the flart 
of a thoufand ones, for whilfl others trot a foot, heele 
ride prauncing to hell vpon a coach-horfe. 

Stay, tis now about the houre of her appointment, 
but yet I fee her not, harke whats this, one, two, three, 

The ciocke ftriks three. 

three by the clock at Sauoy, this is the houre, 
and Graies-Inne fields the place, fhee fwore flie'ed 
meete mee : ha yonders two Innes a Court-men with 
one wench, but thats not fhee, they walke toward 
Iflington out of my way, I fee none yet drefl like her, 
I mufl looke for a fhag ruffe, a freeze ierken, a fhort 
fword, and a fafeguard, or I get none: why Mol 
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prethee make hall, or the Coachman will curffe vs 
anon. 

Enter Mol like a man, 

MoL Oh heeres my Gentleman: if they would 
keepe their dales as well with their Mercers as their 
houres with their harlots, no bankrout would giue 
feuen fcore pound for a feriants place, for would you 
know a catchpoole rightly deriued, the corruption of 
a Cittizen, is the generation of a seriant, how his eye 
hawkes for venery. Come are you ready fir. 

Lax, Ready, for what fir. 

MoL Do you aske that now fir, why was this meet- 
ing pointed. 

Lax. I thought you millooke me fir, 

You feeme to be fome yong barriller, 

I haue no fuite in law — ail my land’s fold 
I praife heauen for’t : t’has rid me of much trouble. 

MoL Then I mull wake you fir, where Hands the 
coach. 

Lax. Whofe this, Mol : honell Mol. 

MoL So young, and purblind, your an old wanton 
in your eyes I fee that. 

Lax, Th’art admirably fuited for the three pigions 
at Brainford^ He fweare I knew thee not 

MoL He fweare you did not : but you fball know 
me now. 

Lax. No not here, we fhall be fpyde efaith, the 
coach is better, come. 

MoL Stay, 

Imx, What wilt thou vntrufle a point MoL 

She puts of her doake and dr awes. 

Mol. Yes, heere’s the point that I vntruffe, ’thas 
but one tag, ’twill ferae tho to tye vp a rogues 
tongue. 

Lax, How. 



172 The Roaring Girle. 

Mol There^s the gold with which you hir’d your 
hackney, here’s her pace, 

Slice rackes hard, and perhaps your bones will feele 
it, 

Ten angels of mine own, I’ue put to thine, win em, & 
weare em. 

Lax. Hold Moll^ MillrelTe Mary. 

Mol Draw or He feme an execution on thee 
Shall lay thee vp till doomes day. 

Lax. Draw vpon a woman, why what doll meane 
Mol? 

Mol To teach thy bafe thoughts manners ; th’art 
one of thofe 

That thinkes each woman thy fond flexable whore, 

If Ihe but call a liberall eye vpon thee, 

Tume backe her head, Ihees thine, or amongll com- 
pany, 

By chance drinke firll to thee : then diee’s quite gon, 
There’s no meanes to help her ; nay for a need, 

Wilt fweare vnto thy credulous fellow letchers, 

That th’art more in fauour with a Lady at firll 
fight 

Then her monky all her life time, 

How many of our fex, by fuch as thou 

Haue their good thoughts paid with a blafled name 

That neuer deferaed loolly or did trip 

In path of whooredome, beyond cup and lip. 

But for the llaine of confcience and of foule, 

Better had women fall into the hands 
Of an a6l filent, then a bragging nothing, 

There’s no mercy in’t— what durU moue you fir, 

To thinke me whoorifh? a name which Ide teare 
out 

From the hye Germaines throat, if it lay ledger 
there 

To difpatch priuy Handers againll mee. 

In thee I defye all men, their worll hates, 

And their bell flatteries, all their golden witchcrafts, 
With which they intangle the poore fpirits of fooles. 
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Diflrelied needlewomen and trade-fallne wines. 

Fifli that mull needs bite, or themfeiues be bitten, 
Such hungry things as tliefe may fooiie be tooke 
With a worme faftned on a golden hooke. 

Thofe are the letchers food, his prey, he watches 
For quarrelling wedlockes, and poore fliifting fillers, 
Tis the bell fifh he takes : but why good hdierman, 
Am I thought meate for you, that neuer yet 
Had angling rod call to'wards me ? caufe youle fay 
I’me giuen to fport, I’me often mery, ieH, 

Had mirth no kindred in the world but lull % 

0 fhame take all her fiiends then : but how ere 
Thou and the bafer world cenfure my life, 

lie fend ’em word by thee, and write fo much 
Vpon thy breafl, caufe thou lhalt bear’t in mind, 

Tell them ’twere bafe to yeeld, where I haue con- 
quer’d. 

1 fcorne to prollitute my felfe to a man, 

I that can prollitute a man to mee, 

And fo I greete thee. 

Zax. Heare me, 

Mbl Would the fpirits of al my Handers, were 
clafpt in thine. 

That I might vexe an army at one time. 

Zax, I do repent me, hold. T/iey fight 

MoL You’l die the better ChriHian then. 

Zax. I do confelfe I haue wrong'd thee MoL 
MoL ConfelTion is but poore amends for wrong, 
VnlelTe a rope would follow, 

Zm>x. I aske thee pardon. 

MoL I’me your hir’d whoore fir. 

Zjix. I yeeld both purfe and body. 

MoL Both are mine, and now at my difpoling. 
Zax, Spare my life. 

MoL I fcorne to flrike thee bafely. 

I^ax, Spoke like a noble girle ffaith. 

Heart I thinke I fight with a familiar, or the GhoH of 
a fencer. Sh’has wounded me gallantly, call you this 
a letcherous viage % Here’s bloud would haue feru’d 
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me this feuen yeare in broken heads and cut fingers, 
& it now runs all out together, pox athe three pigions, 
I would the coach were here now to carry mee to the 
Chirurgions. Exit Laxtoru 

MoL If I could meete my enemies one by one 
thus, 

I might make pretty fhift with *em in time, 

And make ’em know, fhee that has wit, and fpirit, 
May fcorne to line beholding to her body for meate, 
Or for apparell like your common dame, 

That makes fhame get her cloathes, to couer fliame. 
Bafe is that minde, that kneels vnto her body, 

As if a husband flood in awe on’s wife, 

My fpirit fliali be Miflriffe of this houfe, 

As long as I haue time in’t oh 

Enter Trapdore. 

Heere comes my man that would be : ’tis his houre. 
Faith a good well fet fellow, if his fpirit 
Be anfwerable to his vmbles ; he walkes fliffe, 

But whether he will fland to’t fiifly, there’s the point ; 
Has a good calfe for’t, and ye fliall haue many a 
woman 

Choofe him fhee meanes to make her head, by his 
calfe \ 

I do not know their trickes in’t, faith he feemes 
A man without ; I’le try what he is within. 

Tray, Shee told me Graies-Iime fields twixt three 
& foure. 

He fit her Miflrefhip with a peece of feraice, 

I’me hir’d to rid the towne of one mad girle. 

SJm iuftks him. 

What a pox ailes you fir % 

MoL He beginnes like a Gentleman. 

Trap. Heart, is the field fo narrow, or your eye- 
fight : 

Life he comes back againe. She comes towards him, 
MoL Was this fpoke to me fir. 

Trap. I cannot tell fir. 
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MoL Go y’are a coxcombe. 

Trap. Coxcombe. 

MoL Y’are a llaue. 

Trap. I hope there's law for you fir. 

Mol. Ye, do you fee fir. Turne his hat. 

Trap. Heart this is no good dealing, pray let me 
know what houfe your off. 

MoL One of the Temple fir. Philips hmi. 

Trap. Maffe fo me thinkes. 

^ MoL And yet fometime I lye about chicke lane. 

Trap. I like you the worfe becaufe you fiiifc your 
lodging fo often. He not meddle with you for that 
tricke fir. 

MoL A good fhift, but it fhall not feme your 
turne. 

Trap. You’le giue me leaue to pafle about my 
bufmefle fir. 

MoL Your bufinefie, He make you waite on mee 
before I ha done, and glad to feme me too. 

Trap. How fir, feme you, not if there were no 
more men in England. 

Moll. But if there no more women in England 
I hope you'd waite vpon your Miilreffe then, 

Trap. Miilreffe. 

Mol. Oh your a tri'd fpirit at a pulh fir, 

Trap. What would your Worfhip haue me do. 

MoL You a fighter. 

Trap. No, I praife heauen, I had better grace & 
more maners. 

MoL As how I pray fix. 

Trap. Life 'thad bene a beaftly part of me to haue 
drawne my weapons vpon my Miilreffe, all the world 
would a cry'd lhame of me for that 

MoL Why but you knew me not 

Trap. Do not fay fo Miilreffe, I knew you by your 
wide ffraddle, as well as if I had bene in your belly. 

MoL Well, we lhall try you further, ith meane time 
wee giue you intertainement 

Trap. Thanke your good Millrelhip. 
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MoL How many fuites haue you. 

Trag No more fuites then backes Miflrcfie. 

MoL Well if you deferue, 1 cafL of this, next weeke, 
And you may creepe into’t 

Trap, Thanke your good Worfliip. 

MoL Come follow me to S. Tho?nas Jpojiles^ 
lie put a liuery cloake vpon your backe, the firfi thing 
I do. 

Trap, I follow my deere Miflrefle. Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Miftreffe Gallipot as from f tipper^ her husband 
after her, 

Maift, Gal, What Pru^ Nay fweete Prudetice, 

Mijl, Gal What a pruing keepe you, I thinke the 
baby would haue a teate it kyes fo, piay be not fo 
fond of me, leaue your Citty humours, Tme vext 
at you to fee how like a calfe you come bleating 
after me. 

Maiji, GaL Nay hony Pru : how does your rifing 
vp before all the table fliew ? and flinging from my 
friends fo vneiuily, fye Pru^ fye, come. 

MifiL GaL Then vp and ride ifaith. 

Maiji, GaL Vp and ride, nay my pretty Pru^ thats 
farre from my thought, ducke : why moufe, thy minde 
is nibbling at fometliing, what ift, what lyes vpon thy 
Stomach ? 

MiJl, Gal, Such an affe as you : hoyda, y’are beft 
turne midwife, or Phyfition : y’are a Poticary already, 
but I^me none of your drugs. 

Maist, GaL Thou art a fweete drug, fweeteft Pru^ 
and the more thon art pounded, the moi'e pretioas. 

Miji, Gal, Mufl you be prying into a womans 
fecrets : fay ye % 

Maiji, GaL Womans fecrets. 

MiJi, Gal, What % I cannot haue a qualme come 
vpon mee but your teeth waters, till your nofe hang 
ouer it 

Maiji, GaL It is my loue deere wife. 
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Mijl. GaL Your loue ? your loue is all words ; 
giue mee deeds, I cannot abide a man thats too fond 
ouer me, fo cookifh; thou doll not know how to 
handle a woman in her kind. 

Maiji, GaL No Pru ? why I hope I haue 
handled 

Mifl. GaL Handle a fooles head of your owne, — 
fih-^fih. 

Maiji, Gal. Ha, ha, tis fuch a wafpe 5 it does mee 
good now to haue her hng me, little rogue. 

Miji. GaL Now fye how you vex me, I cannot 
abide thefe apeme husbands : fuch cotqueanes, you 
ouerdoe your things, they become you fcuruily, 

Maiji. GaL Vpon my life Ihe breeds, heauen 
knowes how I haue llraind myfelfe to pleafe her, 
night and day : I wonder why wee Cittizens fliould 
get children fo fretfull and vntoward in the breeding, 
their fathers being for the moft part as gentle as mildi 
kine : fhall I leaue thee my Pru. 

Mijl. GaL Fye, fye, fye. 

Maiji. GaL Thou fhalt not bee vext no more, pretty 
kind rogue, take no cold fweete Pru. 

Exit Maiji. Gallipot 
Mijl. Gal. As your wit has done: now Maifter 
Laxton fhew your head, what newes from you % would 
any husband fufpedl that a woman crying, Buy any 
fcumi-graffe, fhould bring loue letters amongfl her 
herbes to his wife, pretty tricbe, fine conueyance? had 
iealoufy a thoufand eyes, a filly woman with fcuruy- 
graffe blinds them all ; 

Laxton with bayes 

Crown I thy wit for this, it deferues praife. 

This makes me afifedl thee more, this prooues thee 
wife, 

Lacke what poore fhift is loue forc’t to deuife ? 

(Toth’ point) 

She reads the letter. 

O Swede Creature— — (a fweete beginning) pardon my 
long abfence^for thou Jhalt Jhortly be p^ojfed with 

^ N 
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my prfenre] Doino^jlion was /al/h k> 

riiiilis’, / wUi be it) i/iee ats Pan-da-rus was ia 
Crcf-Otla ; ilio made au aj/e of Dido, / tmll 

dye to thee ere 1 do fo\ 0 fwekijl creature make 
much of me^for no man beneath the Jt/uer moone 
Jhall make more of a woman then / do of ihee^fur'^ 
nifh me therefore with thirty pounds^ you niiifi doe 
doc it of mceffiiy for me i I iangni/h tlil / fee fame 
comfort cone from thee^ protefUng not to dye in thy 
dcht^ but rather to Hue fo^ as hitherto I ham and 
will. 

Thy trae Laxton euer* 
Alas poore Gentleman, troth I pitty him, 

IIow iliall 1 raife this money I thirty pound ? 

Tis thirty fure, a 3 before an o, 

I know his threes too well ; my childbed Ixnnen % 

Sliall I pawne that for him? then if my marke 
Be knowne J am vndone ; it may be thought 
My husband*s bankrout : which way fliall I turnc ? 
Laxton, what with my owne fearcs, and thy wants, 
Tme like a needle twixt two adamants. 

Enter Mailler Gallipot hafliiy. 

Maifi. Gal. Nay, nay, wife, the women are all vp, 
ha, how, reading a letters ? I fmel a goofe, a couple of 
capons, and a gammon of bacon from her mother out 
of the country, I hold my life,-^fleale, — ^fleale. 

Mifl. GaL 0 beflirow your heart. 

Gal What letter’s that ? lie fee’t 

She teares the letter, 

Mift, GaL Oh would thou had^ft no eyes to fee 
the downefall of me and thy felfe : I’me for euer, for 
CLicr Tme vndone. 

Maijl Gal What ailes my I what papers 
that thou tearll ! 

Mifl Gal Would I could tcare 
My very heart in peaces : for my foule 
Lies on the racke of flxame, that tortures me 
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Beyond a womans fiiifering, 

Maijl. GalL What meanes this ? 

Mijl Had you no other vengeance to throw 
downc, 

Bat euen in hcigth of all my ioycs ? 

Maiji. GaL Deere woman, 

MijL GaL When the full fea of pleafure and con* 
tent 

Seem’d to flow ouer me. 

Maift. GaL As thou defirell to keepe mee out of 
bedlam, tell what troubles thee, is not thy child at 
nurfe falne ficke, or dead ? 

Mijl, GaL Oh no. 

Maijl. GaL Heauens blefle me, are my barnes 
and houfes 

Yonder at Hockly hole confum’d with lire, 

1 can build more, fweete Pm. 

Mift. GaL Tis worfe, tis worfe, 

Maift. GaL My fadlor broke, or is the lonas 
funcke. 

MiH. GaL W^ould all we had were fwallowed in 
the waues, 

Rather then both fhould be the fcome of flauca 
Maiji. GaL I’me at my wits end. 

Mid. GaL Oh my dcerc husband, 

Where once I thought my felfe a fixed ilarre, 

Plac’t onely in the heaiion of thine armes, 

X fcare now I fliall proue a wanderer, 

Oh Laxton^ Laxton^ is it then my fate 
To be by thee orethrowne % 

Maid. GaL Defend me wifedome, 

From falling into frenzie, on my knees. 

Sweete Pru^ fpeake, whats that Laxtm who fo heauy 
lyes on thy bofome. 

Mtji. GaL I fliall fure run mad. 

Maiji. GaL I fliall run mad for company then; 
fpeak to me, 

I’me Gallipot thy husband, . . Pru^ — ^why Pru. 

Art ficke in confcience for fome villanous deed 

N 2 
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Thoti wert abotU to iiuMiie to rol) ibc, 

I'ufli I forgiue tlu'C, 1ui(l tlioo on my bed 
Thntil my fort pillow vn<lcr anotluas lu^ad ^ 
lie winke at all faallH /Vv/, las IbaAs :no more, 

Then what foine neighbours necrc thee, haue done 
before, 

Sweete hony jPm^ whats that Zaxfon ? 

Mi/i. Gall Oh. 

Maift. Gal Out with him. 

Gall Oh hee's borne to be my vndoer, 

This hand which thou calfl thine, to him was giuen, 
To him was I made fure ith fight of heauen. 

Mai/l. Gal I neuer heard this thunder. 

Gall Yes, yes, before 
I was to thee contradled, to him I fwore, 

Since lafl I faw him twclue moneths three times told, 
The Moone hath drawne through her light filuer 
I)OW, 

For ore the fcas hoc went, and it was hiid, 

(But Rumor lyes) tliat he in J^'rance was dead. 

But hcc’s aline, oh lice’s aliuc, he font, 
lliat letter to me, which in rage i rent, 

Swearing with oathes mod damnably to haue me, 

Or teare me from this bofomc, oh hcauens Ihue me. 

Maijl. Gal My heart will breake, — ihain’d and 
vndone for euen 

Mijl, Gal So blacke a day (poore wretch) went ore 
thee ncuen 

Matyi. Gal If thou fliouldd wraftle with him at the 
law, 

Th’art fure to fall, no oddc flight, no preuention. 

He tell him tlfart with child. 

MiJl.Gal Vmh. 

Maiji* Gall Or giue out one of my men was tanc 
a bed with thee. 

Mi/i, Gal Vmh, vmh. 

Maijl Gal Before I loofe thee my deere Fru^ 

He driiie it to that pufli. 

Mg Gal Worfe, and worfc dill, 
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You embrace a mifchiefe, to preuent an ill 
Maijl GaL He buy thee of him, flop his mouth 
with Gold, 

ThinFfl thou twill do. 

Maifi GalL Oh me, heauens grant it would, 

Yet now my fences are fet more in tunc, 

He writ, as I remember in his letter, 

That he in riding vp and downe had fpent, 

(Ere hee could finde me) thirty pounds, fend that, 
Stand not on thirty with him. 

Maift, Gal Forty Pru. 

Say thou the word tis done, wee venture Hues 
For wealth, but muft do more to teepe our wines, 
Thirty or forty Fru^ 

Mi/L GaL Thirty good Iweete 
Of an ill bargaine lets fane what we can, 

He pay it him with my teares, he was a man 
When fird I knew him of a meeke fpirit, 

All goodneffe is not yet dryd vp I hope. 

Maiji. GaL He lhall haue thirty pound, let that 
flop all ; 

Loues fweets tall befl, when we haue drunke downe 
Gall. 

Enter Maifler Tiltyard, and hh wife^ Maifler Gof- 
hawke, and Miflrelfe Openworke. 

Gods fo, our friends ; come, come, fmoth your 
cheeke ; 

After a Eorme the face of heauen looks llecke. 

Maig Tilt Did I not tell you thefe turtles were 
together f 

Myi^ Tilt How doft thou firra ] why filler Galli- 
pt% 

Mijt. 0pm* Lord how flree^s changed 1 
Gojh* Is your wife ill fir ? 

MaiJl* GaL Yes indeed la fir, very ill, very ill, 
neuer worfe* 
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Mijl TUL How her head burnes, feelc how her 
pulfes work. 

MijL Open, Sifter lie downe a lillle, that alwaies 
does inee good. 

» MiJL TUL in goocl ftxdneirc i fnide betl cafe in 
that too, 

Has ftiee laid forac hot thing to her Stomach ? 

Mijl, Gal No, but I will lay fomething anon. 

Maift, WL Come, come fooles, you trouble her, 
IhaFs goe Maifter GoJ}iawke% 

Gojh, Yes fweete Maifter Tiltyard^ firra Rofamond 
I hold my life Gallipot hath vext his wife. 

Mlfl. Open, Shee has a horrible high colour in- 
deed. 

Gojli, Wee fliall hauc your face painted with the 
fame red foone at night, when your husband comes 
from his rubbers in a falfc alley ; thou wilt not be- 
lecue me that his bowles run with a wrong byas. 

Mijl, Open, It cannot finkc into mee, that hce 
feedes vpon flale miitlcn abroad, hauing i)cttcr and 
freftier at home. 

Gojh, What if I bring thee, where thou ftialt fee 
him Hand at racke and manger? 

Mift, Open, lie faddle him in’s kind, and fpurre 
him till hee kicke againe. 

GoJIt, Shall thou and I ride our ioumey then. 

Mijl, Open, Heere’s my hand. 

GoJh, No more ; come Maifter Tiltyard, fhall we 
leape into the ftirrops with our women, and amble 
home ? 

Maiji, Tilt Yes, yes, come wife. 

Mijl, Tilt Introth fifter, I hope you will do well 
for all this. 

Mijl, Gal T hope I ftiall : farewell good fifter : 
fweet Maifter Gojlmwke, 

Maiji, Gal Welcome brother, moft kindlie wel- 
come fir. 

Omnes, Thank cs fir for our good cheere, 

Exeunt ail hit Gallipot and his %infe. 
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Maiji, Gal It lhall be fo, becaufe a crafty knaue 
Shall not out reach me, nor walke by my dore 
With my wife arme in arme, as 'twere his whoore, 

I’le giuc him a golden coxconabe, thirty pound : 

Tufli Pru^ what's thirty pound % fwcete ducke looke 
cheerely. 

Mifl. Gal Thou art worthy of my heart thou 
bui'fl it deerely. 


Enter Laxton muffled. 

Lax. Vds light the tide's agaiiiil me, a pox of 
your Potticariflip : oh for feme glifler to fet him going ; 
'tis one of Hercules labours, to tread one of thefe 
Cittie hennes, becaufe their cockes are Hil crowing 
ouer them ; there's no turning tale here, I mull on. 
Mijl. Gal Oh, husband fee he comes. 

MaiJl, Gal Let me dcale with him. 

Lax. Bleffe you fir. 

MaiJl. Gal Be you bleft too fir if you come in 
peace. 

Lax. Haue you any good pudding Tobacco fir ? 
Mijl. Gal Oh picke no quarrels gentle fir, my 
husband 

Is not a man of weapon, as you are, 

He knowes all, I haue opned all before him, concern- 
ing you. 

Lax. Zoimes has Ihe fliowne my letters. 

Mtji. Gal Suppofe my cafe were yours, what would 
you do, 

At Inch a pinch, fuch batteries, fuch alfaultes, 

Of father, mother, kinred, to diffblue 
The knot you tyed, and to be bound to him % 

How could you fliift this florme off? 

Lax. If I know hang me. 

Miji. Gal Befides a llory of your death was 
read 

Each minute to me. 
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LaXn What a pox meancs this ridling ? 

Afa(/l Cal Be wife fir, let not you and I be toft 
On .Lawicns pens ; they haiie fluirpc nil)K and draw 
Mens very heart blond from them ; what need you fir 
To beate the drumme of my wifcs infamy, 

And call your friends together fir to i)rooiic 
Your precontrafl, when flr^has confefl it ? 

£ax. Vmh fir, • . . has flic confell it ? 

Mat/i, Gal Sh’has Taith to me fir, vpon your letter 
fending. 

Mtji. Gal I haue, I liaue. 

Lax. If I let this yron code call me flaiie, 

Do you heare, you dame Prudence $ think’ll thou vile 
woman 

I’le take thefe blowes and winke ? 

Mf/l. Gal Vpon my knees. 

Lax. Out impudence. 

Ma(/l Gal Oood fir. 

Lax. You goatifli fiaues, 

No wildc foulc to cut vp but mine ? 

Ma//l Gal Alas fir, 

You make her fiefli to tremble, fright her not, 

She fliall do reafon, and what’s fit. 

Lax. lie haue thee, wert thou more common 
Then an hofpitall, and more difeafed. — 

Mai/i. Gal But one word good fir. 

Lax. So fir* 

Maiji* Gal I married her, haue line with her, and 
got 

Two children on her body, thinke but on that ; 

Haue you fo beggarly an appetite 

When I vpon a dainty difix haue fed 

To dine vpon my feraps, my leanings ? ha fir ? 

Do I come nccre you now fir ? 

Lax. Be J .ady you touch me. 

MaijL Gal Would not you fcorne to weare my 
cloathes fir ? 

Lax. Right fir. 
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Mmji. Gal Then pray fir weare not her, for Ihee's 
a garment 

So fitting for my body, Tme loath 
Another fhould put it on, you will vndoe both. 

Your letter (as fliee faid) complained you had fpent 
In cpiefi of her, fome thirty pound, I^le pay it ; 

Shall that fir flop this gap vp twixt you two 1 

Lax, Well if I fwallow this wrong, let her thanke 
you : 

The mony being paid fir, I am gon : 

Farewell, oh women happy’s hee trufls none. 

Mift, Gall Difpatch him hence fweete husband. 
Mat ft. Gall Yes deere wife : pray fir come in, ere 
Maifler Laxton part 
Thou flmlt in wine drinke to him. 

Exit Mailler Gallipot and Ms wife, 
Mift, Gal With all my heart ; . . . how doll thou 
like my wit ? 

Lax, Rarely, that wile 

By which the Serpent did the firfl woman beguile, 

Did euer fince, all womens bofomes fill ; 

Y’are apple eaters all, deceiuers flill Exit Laxton, 

Enter Sir Alexander Wengrave : Sir Dauy Dap- 
per, Sir Adam Appleton, at one dore^ and Trap- 
dore at another doore, 

Alex, Out with your tale Sir Dauy^ to Sir Adam, 

A knaue is in mine eie deepe in my debt. 

Sir Da, Nay : if hee be a knaue fir, hold him 
fail. 

Alex, Speake foftly, what egge is there hatching 
now. 

Trap, A Ducks egge fir, a ducke that has eaten a 
frog, I haue crackt the fhell, and fome villany or other 
will peep out prefently; the ducke that fits is the 
bouncing Rampe (that Roaring Girle my Mifirefie) 
the drake that mufl tread is your tonne Sebaftian. 
Alex, Be quicke. 
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Trap. As the longue of an oifler wench. 

Akx, And fee thy newes be true. 

Trap. As a barbars cuery fatterday night . . . mad 
MoL 

Alex. All. 

Trap. Mufl be let in without knocking at your 
backe gate. 

Akx. So. 

Trap, Your chamber will be made baudy. 

Akx, Good. 

Trap, Shee comes in a Ihirt of male. 

Alex, How ihirt of male ? 

Trap, Yes fir or a male fliirt, that's to fay in mans 
apparelL 

Alex, To my fonne. 

Trap, Clofc to your fonne: your fonne and her 
Moonc will be in coniuneftion, if all Alminacks lie not, 
her blackc faueguard is turned into a dee^ie floppe, 
the holes of her vpper body to button holes, her 
waflcoate to a dublct, her placket to the ancient feate 
of a codpice, and you fiiall take 'em both with landing 
collers. 

Alex, Art fure of this ? 

Trap, As euery throng is fure of a pick-pocket, as 
fure as a whoore is of the clyents all Mkhaehnas 
Tearme, and of the pox after the Tearme. 

Alex, The time of their tilting I 

Trap, Three* 

Akx, The day 1 

Trap, This. 

Akx, Away ply it, watch her. 

Trap, As the diuell doth for the death of a baud, 
I'le watch her, do you catch her. 

Akx, Shee's fafl : heere weaue thou the nets ; 
harke. 

Trap. They are made. 

Akx, I told them thou didft owe mee money; 
hold it vp ; maintain’t 

Trap, Stilly ; as a Puritan does contention, 
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Foxe I owe thee not the value of a halfepenny 
halter. 

Alex. Thou flialt be hang^ in’t ere thou fcape fo* 
Yarlet Tie make thee looke through a grate. 

Trap. Tie dok prefently, through a Tauerne grate, 
drawer : pifli. Exit Trapdore. 

Adam. Has the knaue vext you firl 
Alex. Askt him my mony, 

He fweares my fonne receiu’d it : oh that boy 
Will nere leaue heaping forrowes on my heart, 

Till he has broke it quite, 

Adam. Is he flill wild ^ 

Alex. As is a ruffian Beare. 

Adam. But he has left 
His old haunt with that baggage. 

Alex. Worfe flill and worfe, 

He laics on me his ffiame, I on him my cixrfe, 

S. Dauy. My fonne lacke Dapper then fliall run 
with him, 

All in one paflure. 

Adam. Proues your fonne bad too fir ? 

S. Dauy. As villany can make him : your Sehaf- 
tian 

Doates but on one drabb, mine on a thoufand, 

A noyfe of fiddlers, Tobacco, wine and a whoore, 

A Mercer that will let him take vp more, 

Dyce, and a water fpaniell with a Ducke : oh, 

Bring him a bed with thefe, when his purfc gingles, 
Roaring boyes follow at’s tale, fencers and ningles, 
(Bealls Adam nere gaue name to) thefe horfe-leeches 
fucke 

My fonne, he being drawne dry, they all Hue on 
fmoakc. 

Akx. Tobacco 1 

S. Dauy. Right, but T haue in my braine 
A windmill going that ffiall grind to dull 
The follies of my fonne, and make him wife, 

Or a flarke foole ; pray lend me your acluife. 

Beth. That fliall you good flr Dauy. 
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S, Daily. Hecre’s the fprindge 
I ha fet to catch tliis wooclcockc in : an action 
In a falfe name (vnknownc to lilm) is entred 
I’th Counter to arreR Jacke DaJ^J^en 
Doik Ha, ha, he* 

S. Dauy. Thinkc you the Counter cannot breake 
him? 

Adam. Breake him 1 

Yes and breakers heart too if he lie there long. 

S. Dauy. Tie make him fing a Counter tenor 
fure. 

Adam. No way to tame him like it, there hee fliall 
learne 

What mony is indeed, and how to fpend it. 

S. Dauy. Hee’s bridled there. 

AUx. I, yet knowes not how to mend it, 

Bedlam cures not more madmen in a yeare, 

Then one of the Counters does, men pay more dccre 
There for there wit then any where ; a Counter 
Why ’tis an vniucrfity, who not fees ? 

As fchollers there, fo heere men take degrees, 

And follow the fame Rudies (all alike.) 

Schollers learne firfl Logicke and Rhetoricke. 

So does a prifoner ; with hue honied fpeech 
At^s firfl comming in he doth perfwade, befeech, 

He may be lodg'd with one that is not itchy ,* 

To lie in a cleane chamber, in fheets not lowfy, 

But when he has no money, then does he try, 

By fubtile Logicke, and quaint fophiflry, 

To make the keepers truR him. 

Adam. Say they do. 

Akx. Then hee's a graduate. 

S. Dauy, Say they trufl him not. 

Akx. Then is he held a frefhman and a fot 
And neuer fhall commence, but being Rill bar'd 
Be expulR from the MaiRers fide, to th' twopenny 
ward, 

Or elfe i'th hole, beg placet. 

Adam. When then I pray proceeds a prifoner. 
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Alex, Wlien mony being the theame, 

He can difpute with liis hard creditors hearts, 

And get out cleere, hee^s then a Maifler of Arts ; 

Sir Dauy fend your fonne to Woodflreet Colledge, 

A Gentleman can no where get more knowledge. 

S, Dauy, There Gallants fludy hard. 

Alex, True : to get mony. 

S, Dauy, lies bitlV heeles i’faith, thankes, thankes, 
I ha fent for a couple of beares thall paw him. 

Enter Seriant Curtilax a?id Yeoman Hanger. 

Adam. Who comes yonder ? 

S. Dauy, They looke like puttocks, thefe Ihould 
be they. 

Alex, I know 'em, they are officers, fir weel leaue 
you. 

S. Dauy, My good knights. 

I^eauc me, you fee I'me haunted now with fpirits. 

Both, Fare you well fir. Exeunt Alex, and Adam 
Curt This old muzzle chops fhould be he. 

By the fellowes difeription : Saue you fi . 

S, Dauy, Come hither you mad varlets, did not 
my man tell you I watcht here for you. 

Curt One in a blew coate fir told vs, that in this 
place an old Gentleman would watch for vs, a thing 
contrary to our oath, for we are to watch for euery 
wicked member in a Citty. 

,5*. Dauy, Youl watch then for ten tlioufand, 
what’s thy name honefly % 

Curt Seriant Curtilax I fir, 

S, Dauy. An excellent name for a Seriant, 
Curtilax, 

Seriants indeed are weapons of the law, 

When prodigall ruffians farre in debt are growne, 
Should not you cut them ; Cittizens were orethrowne, 
Thou dweffl hereby in Holborne Curtilax, 

Curt Thaf s my circuit fir, I coniure mofl in that 
circle. 
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S* Dauy. Anti what yong toward wclp is this 1 

Of the Cnnc litter, hLs yeoman fir, my 
name’s 2Ian^a\ 

S» DiWjf. Yeoman 

Otic pairc of Ih ceres fure ait out both your coates, 
You haue two names mofl tlangcroiis to mens throates, 
You two are villainous loades on (leutlemens backs, 
Deere ware, this Hanger and this Ciirtilax. 

Curt We are as other men are fir, I cannot fee 
but hee who makes a fliow of honclly and religion, if 
his clawes can fallen to his liking, he drawes bloud ; 
all that Hue in the world, are but great hHi and little 
filh, and feede vpon one another, fome eate vp whole 
men, a Seriant cares ' but lor the llioulder of a man, 
they call vs knaues and curres, but many times hee 
that fets vs on, worries more lambes one yeare, then 
we do in feuen. 

S, Dauy. Spoke like a noble Cerkrm, is the 
adlion entred 1 

His name is entred in the booke of vn- 

beleeuers. 

S. Dauy. What booke’s that ^ 

Curt The booke where all prifoners names Hand, 
and not one araongll forty, when he comes in, 
beleeues to come out in halt. 

S, Da. Be as dogged to him as your office allowes 
you to be. 

Both. Oh fir, 

S. Dauy. You know the vnthrift lacke Dapper. 

Curt I, I, fir, that Gull 1 afwell as I know my 
yeoman. 

S. Dauy. And you know his father too, Sir Dauy 
Dapper ? 

Curt As damn’d a vfurer as euer was among 
lewes ; if hee were fure his fathers skinne would 
yeeld him any money, he would when hee dyes fiea it 
off, and fell it to coiier drummes for children at Bar- 
tholmew faire. 

S. Dauy. What toadcs are thefe to fpit poyfon on 
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a man to his face 1 doe you fee (my honeft rafcals ?) 
yonder gray-hound is the dog he hunts with, out of 
that Taucrne lacke Dapper will fally fa, fa : giue the 
counter, on, fet vpon him. 

Bot/h Wee’l charge him vppo* th backe hr. 

S. Dauy, Take no bailc, put mace enough into 
his caudle, double your files, trauerfe your ground. 

Both. Braue fir. 

S* Dauy. Cry arme, arme, arme. 

Both. Thus fir, 

S. Dauy. There boy, there boy, away : looke to 
your prey my trew Englifii wolues, and fo I vanilh. 

Exit S. Dauy. 

Curt Some warden of the Seriants begat this old 
fellow, vpon my life, fland clofe. 

Hang. Shall the ambufeado lie in one place ? 

Curt. No nooke thou yonder. 

Enter Mol and Trapdore. 

Mol Ralph. 

Trap. What fayes my braue Captaine male and 
female % 

MoL This Holborne is fuch a wrangling flrecte. 

Trap. That’s becaufe Lawiers walkcs to and fro 
in’t. 

MoL Heerc’s fuch iuflling, as if cucry one wee 
met were drunke and reel’d. 

Trap. Stand Miflreffc do you not fmell carrion % 

MoL Carryon % no, yet 1 fpy rauens. 

Trap. Some poore winde-fiiaken gallant will anon 
fall into fore labour, and thefe men-midwiues mufl 
bring him to bed i’the counter, there all thofe that 
are great with child with debts, lie in. 

MoL Stand vp. 

Trap. Like your new maypolL 

Hang. Whill, whew. 

Curt. Hump, no. 

MoL Peeping h it lhall go hard huntfmen, but I’le 
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fpoyle your game, they looke for all the world like two 
infe<fled mall-mcn commiug mulllcd vp in their doakes 
ill a frofly morning to London* 

Trap. A courfc, Captaiiie ; a bcarc comes to the 
flake* 


Enter lacke Dapper and Gul 

Mol It fliould bee fo, for the dogges druggie to bee 
let loofe. 

Hang. Whew. 

Curl Hemp. 

Moll Harke Trapdore^ follow your leader. 

lacke Dap. Gul. 

Gul Maifler, 

lacke Dap. Did'd euer fee fuch an affe as I am 
boy? 

Gnl No by my troth fir, to loofe all your mony, 
yet haue falfe dice of your ownc, why his as I faw a 
great fellow vfed toother day, he had a faire fword 
and buckler, and yet a butcher dry beatc him with a 
cudgell. 

Both. Honed Serieant fly, flie Maidcr Dapper yoifl 
be arreded elfe. 

Icake Dap. Run Gul and draw* 

Gul Run Maider, Gull followes you. 

Eocit Dapper and Gull 

Curl I know you well enough, you’r but a whore 
to hang vpon any man. 

Mol Whores then are like Serieants, fo now hang 
you, draw rogue, but drike not i for a broken pate 
theyh keepe their beds, and recouer twenty markes 
damages. 

Curl You fliall pay for this refeue, ranne downe 
fhoe-lane and meete him. 

Trap. Shu, is this a refeue Gentlemen or no ? 

Mol Refcue f a pox on ’em, Irapdore let’s away, 
I’me glad I haue done perfedl one good worke to 
day, 
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If any Gentleman be in Scriueners bands, 

Send but for Mbi^ fliell baile him by Ihefe hands. 

Exeimi. 


Enter Sir Alexander Wcngrauc folus. 

Alex, Vnhappy in the follies of a fonne, 

Led againll iudgement, fence, obedience, 

And all the powers of nobleneffe and wit ; 

Enter Trapdore 

Oh wretched father, now Trapdore will tire come ? 

Trap, In mans apparel! fir, I am in her heart now, 
And fhare in all her fecrets. 

Alex, Peace, peace, peace. 

Here take my Germane watch, hang't vp in fight, 

That I may fee her hang in Englifh foPt. 

Trap. I warrant you for that now, next Sefiions 
rids her fir, 

This watch will bring her in better then a hundred 
conflables. 

Alex. Good Trapdore faifl thou fo, thou cheePfl 
my heart 

After a ilorme of forrow,-— my gold chaine too, 

Here take a hundred markes in yellow linkes. 

Trap. That will do well to bring the watch to 
light fir. 

And worth a thoufand of your Headborowes lan- 
thornes. 

Alex. Place that a’ the Court cubbart, let it lie 
Full in the veiw of her theefe-whoorifli eie. 

Trap. Shee cannot miffe it fir, I fee^t fo plaine 
That I could fleaft my felfe. 

Alex. Perhaps thou flialt too, 

That or fomething as weighty ; what fhee leaues, 

Thou flialt come clofely in, and filch away, 

And all the weight vpon her backe lie lay. 

Trap, You cannot affure that fir. 

Alex, No, what lets it ? 


o 
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Trap. Being a flout girle, perhaps flieel clefire 
prcfling. 

Then all the weight nuifl ly v]K)n her l)elly. 

Akx. Belly or haokc I care not fo fue one. 

7 ra^. YouV of my minde for that fir. 

Jkx. Hang yp my ruffe band with the diamond 
at it, 

It may be fhee’l like that befl. 

Trap. It^s well for her, that Ihce mufl hauc her 
choice, hee thinkes nothing too good for her, if you 
hold on this minde a little longer, it fliall bee the firfl 
worke I doe to turne theefe my felfe ; would do a 
man good to be hang’d when he is fo wcl pro- 
aided for. 

Akx. So, well fayd ^ all hangs well, would fhee 
hung fo 100, 

The fight would picafe me more, then all their 
giiaerings ; 

Oh that my xnyfleries to fuch flrcights fliould ninue, 
That I mufl rob my felfe to blcfl’e my fonne. limmL 

Enter Sebaflian, with Mary Fit^^-Allard iike a 
and Mol 

Seif. Thou haft done me a kind office, without 
touch 

Either of fmne or fhame, our loucs are honeft. 

Mol Tde fcome to make fuch ffiift to bring you 
together elfe. 

Sek Now haue I time and opportunity 
Without all feare to bid thee welcome loue. 

Mary. Neuerwith more defoe and harder venture. 
Mol How flrange this fhewes one man to kifle 
another, 

Sek rde kifle fuch men to chufe Mali, 

Me thinkes a womans lip tafts well in a dublet. 

Mol Many an old madam has the better fortune 
then, 

Whofe breathes grew ftale before the Miion came, 
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If that will help ^era, as you thinke ’twill do, 

They! Icarne in time to plucke on the hofc too. 

Seh The older they waxe MoU^ troth I fpcake 
ferioufly, 

As feme haue a conceit their drinke tafts better 
In an outlandilh cup then in our owne, 

So me thinkes euery kiffe flie giues me now 
In this llrange forme, is worth a paire of two, 

Here we are fafe, and furthefl from the eie 
Of all fufpicion, this is my fathers chamber, 

Vpon which floore he neuer fteps till night. 

Here he rniflrufts me not, nor I his comming, 

At mine owne chamber he tlill pries vnto me, 

My freedome is not there at mine owne finding, 

Still checkt and curb’d, here he fhall mifie his purpofe. 
Mok And what’s your bufmefie now, you haue your 
mind fir \ 

At your great fiiite I promifd you to come, 

I pittied her for names fake, that a Moll 
Should be fo croft in loue, when there’s fo many, 

That owes nine layes a peece, and not fo little : 

My taylor fitted her, how like you his worke ? 

Seh, So well, no Art can mend it, for this purpofe, 
But to thy wit and helpe we’re chiefe in debt, 

And mull line Hill beholding. 

Mol, Any honell pitty 
I’me willing to bellow vpon poorc Ring-doues. 

Sdh I’le offer no worfe play. 

MoL Nay and you lliould fir, 

I fliould draw firfl and prooue the quicker man. 

Seh. Hold, there lhall neede no weapon at this 
meeting, 

But caufe thou lhalt not loofe thy fury idle, 

Heere take this viall, ranne vpon the guts, 

And end thy quarrell finging. 

Mol, Like a fwan aboue bridge, 

For looke you heefs the bridge, and heere am I. 

Seb, Hold on fweete Mol 

Mary, Fue heard her much commended fir, for 

o 2 
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one that was ncrc taught. 

MoL I’me much beholding to ’em, well fmee yowl 
needes put vs together fir, tic play my pari as wcl as 
I can ; it fltall nerc be faid I r.ame into a (lentlemans 
chamber, and let his inllriunent hang by the walk 

Seb, Why well faid Mol f faith, it had l)cnc a fhamc 
for that Gentleman then, that would hauc let it hung 
ftill, and nere ofFred thee it. 

Mol There it fliould haue bene flil then for Mo!^ 
for though the world iudge impudently of mee, I ncrc 
came into that chamber yet, where I tooke downc the 
intlrument my felfe. 

Seb, Pilh let ’em prate abroad, th’ art hecre where 
thou art knowne and lou’d, there be a thou&nd clofc 
dames that wil cal the viall an vnmanncrly inflrument 
for a woman, and therefore talke broadly of thee, when 
you diall hauc them fit wider to a worfe quality* 

Mol Pufii, I eucr fall a fleepe and Ihinke not of 
’em fir, and thus I drcaine. 

Seb. Prithee let’s hcare thy dreame Mol 

Mol I dreame there is a Mijlreff\ 

And Jhe layes out the money ^ 'rhe fong. 

Shoe ^oes vnto her Siders^ 

Shee nemr comes at any. 

Enter Sir Alexander behind them 

Shee /ayes fkee went tdih Surge for fatierms^ 

You Jhall finde her at Saint Katherns, 

And comes home with neuer a fenny. 

Sek That’s a free Miftreffe ’faith. 

Alex, I, I, I, like her that fings it, one of thine 
own choofing. 

Mol But fliall I dreame againe ? 

Here comes a wench will braue ye ^ 

Her courage was fo greats 

Shee lay with one d the Many, 

Mer husband lying /’ the Fleet 
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Yet oft with him Jhe camFd^ 

I wonder what Jhee ailes. 

Her husbands Jhip lay graueTd^ 

When heYs could hoyfe 'Vf failes. 

Yet Jhee heganne like all my foes, 

To call whoore JirJl : for fo do thofe, 

A pox of all falfe tayles, 

Seb. Marry amen fay I. 

Alex, So fay I too. 

Mol, Hang vp the viall now fir : all this while I 
was in a dreame, one lhall lie rudely then ; but being 
awake, I keepe my legges together ; a watch, whaf s 
a clocke here. 

Alex, Now, now, fliee’s trapt 

Moll Betweene one and two j nay then I care not : 
a watch and a mufitian are coifen Germanes in one 
thing, they mufl both keepe time well, or there^s no 
goodnehe in ^em, the one elfe deferues to be daiht 
againfl a wall, and tother to haue his braines knockt 
out wit^i a fiddle cafe, what ? a loofe chaine and a 
dangling Diamond. 

Here were a braue booty for an euening-theefe now, 
There’s many a younger brother would be glad 
To looke twice in at a window for’t, 

And wriggle in and oute like an ecle in a fandbag, 

Oh if mens fecret youthfull faults fhould iudge ’em, 
’Twould be the general’fl execution, 

That ere was feene in England ; there would bee but 
few left to fmg the ballets, there would be fo much 
worke : moll of our brokers would be chofen for hang- 
men, a good day for them : they might renew their 
wardrops of free cofl then. 

Seb, This is the roaring wench mufl do vs good* 

Mary, No poyfon fir but femes vs for fome vfe, 
Which is confirm’d in her. 

Seb, Peace, peace, 

Foot I did here him fure, where ere he be. 

Mol Who did you heare ? 
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Sek My father, 

Twas like a fight of his, I miifl be wary. 

Ahx. No wilt not be, am ! alone (o wretehed 
That nothing lakes? ,ric pnt him to his plundgc torh. 
Sdh Life, hcerc he comes, — fir ! befeech, you 
take it, 

Yonr way of leaching docs fo much content me, 
lie make it foure pound, here’s forty fiiillings fir. 

I thinke I name it right : helpe me good Mol^ 

Forty in hand. 

Mol Sir you fhall pardon me, 

I haue more of the meaneft fchollcr I can teach, 

This paies me more, then you haue offred ycL 
Sch. At the next quarter 
When I receiue the meanes my father lowes me, 

You fiiall haue tothcr forty. 

Alex. Iliis were well now, 

Werl to a man, whofe forrowes had blind cies, 

But mine beliold his follies and vnlruthes, 

With two clcere glaffes— how now ? 

&A Sir. 

Alex. What’s he tlicre ? 

Seb, ypu’r come in good time fir, Fue a liiito to 
you, 

rde craue your prefent kindnciTe. 

4koc. What is he there ? 

A Gentleman, a mufitian fir, one of excellent 
, fingring. 

Akx. I, I thinke fo, I wonder how they fcapt her. 
Seb, Has the mofl delicate flroake fir. 

Akx, A flroake indeed, 1 foele it at mj heart. 

Sek Puts downe all your famous mufitians. 

Akx, I, a whoorc may put downe a hundred 
of ’em. 

Sek Forty fliillings is the agrement fir betwccnc vs, 
Now fir, my prefent meanes, mounts but to Imlfc 
on’t 

Alex, And he fiands vpon the whole. 

Sek I indeed does he fir. 
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Alex. And will doe flill, heel nere be in other 
taile. 

Seb. Therefore Vde flop his mouth fir, and I could. 

Alex, Hum true, there is no other way indeed, 

His folly hardens, fhame mufl needs fucceed. 

Now fir I vndcrfland you profeffe mufique. 

Mol, I am a poore feruant to that liberall fcience 
fir. 

Alex, Where is it you teach 1 

Mol Right againfl Cliffords Inne. 

Alex, Hum that’s a fit place for it : you haue many 
fchollers. 

Mol And feme of worth, whom I may call my 
maiflers. 

Alex, I true, a company of whooremaiflers ; you 
teach to fing too ? 

Mol Marry do I fir. 

Alex, 1 thinke youl finde an apt fcholler of my 
fonne, efpecially for pricke-fong. 

Mol I haue much hope of him. 

Alex, I am fory fori, I haue the lefXe for that : you 
can play any leffon. 

Mol At firfl fight fir. 

Alex, There’s a thing called the witch, can you 
play that ^ 

Mol I would be fory any one fliould mend 
me ini. 

Alex, I, I beleeue thee, thou hafl fo bewitcht my 
fonne, 

No care will mend the workc that thou haft done, 

I haue bethought my felfe fmee my art fades, 
lie make her pollicy the Art to trap her. 

Here are fourc Angels markt with holes in them 
Fit for his crackt companions, gold he will giue her, 
Thefe will I make indudlion to her mine, 

And rid fhame from my houfe, griefe from my heart. 
Here fonne, in what you take content and pleafure, 
Want fhall not curbe you, pay the Gentleman 
His latter halfe in gold. 
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Sek I ihanke you fir. 

Jicx, Oh may the o])cration an^t, end three, 

In her, life : fliame, in liim ; and griefe, in nux\ 

AUvV Akxamier, 

Sek Vaith thou flialt haue ’em ’tis iny fathers 
guift, 

Neuer was man begiiild with better fliift. 

Mol Hee that can take mee for a male mufitianj, 

I cannot choofe but make him my inftrument, 

And play vpon him. Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Mijlreffe Gallipot, and Miftrejfe Openworkc. 

ML Gal Is then that bird of yours (Maifter Gaf- 
hawke) fo wild ? 

M/% OfeTL A Gofliawkc, a Puttocke ; all for prey, 
he angles for fifh, but he loues lleih better. 

Mijl 6W. Ish pofiiblc his fmoth face fliould haue 
wrinckles inh, and wc not fee them i 

MiJl. Open. Pofiible? wliy haue not mnny hand- 
fome legges in filke flockins villanous fplay fecte for 
all their great rofes % 

MiR Gal Troth firra thou faiA. true, 

Mig Op. Didft neuer fee an archer (as tho’ aft 
walkt by Bunhill) looke a fquint when he drew his 
bowl 

Mtyi, Gal Yes, when his arrowes haue flin’e toward 
Iflin^ton, his eyes haue Chot clcane contrary towards 
Pimlico. 

M/yt. open. For all the world fo does Maifter 
GoJImwke double with me. 

Mijt, Gal Oh fie vpon him, if he double once he’s 
not for me. 

MiJl. Open, Becatife Gofliawke goes in a fl’ing-ruffc 
band, with a face llicking vp in’t, wliicli finowes like 
an agget fet in a crampe ring, he tlnnkes Tme in loue 
with him. 

Mill Gal ’Las 1 thinke he takes his marke amiffe 
in thee. 



201 


The Roaring Girle. 

Miji, open. He has by often beating into me 
made mee beleeue that my husband kept a whore. 

Mifl. Gal Very good. 

Mtjl, Open. Swore to me that my husband this 
very morning went in a boate with a tilt oner it, to the 
three pidgions at Brainfordy and his puncke with him 
vnder his tilt. 

MiJi. Gal That were wholefome. 

MiJl, Open. I beleeu’d it, fell a fwearing at him, 
curffing of harlots, made me ready to hoyfe vp faile, 
and be there as foone as hee. 

MiJl. Gal So fo. 

MiJi. Open. And for that voyage Gojhawke comes 
hither incontinently, but firra this waterTpaniell diues 
after no ducke but me, his hope is hauing mee at 
Braineford to make mee cry quack. 

Mift. Gall Art fare of it ? 

MiJl. Open, Sure of it ? my poore innocent Open- 
worke came in as I was poking my ruffe, prefently hit 
I him i^lhe teeth with the three pidgions : he forfwore 
all, I vp and opened all, and now flands he (in a drop 
hard by) like a musket on a rell, to hit Gojhawke i’ the 
eie, when he comes to fetch me to the boate. 

MiJl. Gal Such another lame Gelding offered to 
carry mee through thicke and thinne, (JLaxkm firra) 
but I am ridd of him now. 

MiJl. Open. Happy is the woman can bee ridde of 
'em all ; las what are your whisking gallants to our 
husbands, weigh 'em rightly man for man. 

MiJl. Gall Troth meere fliallow things. 

MiJl. Open. Idle llmple things, running heads, and 
yet let 'em run oner vs ncucr fo fad, we drop-keepers 
(when all's done) arc furc to haue 'em in our purfnets 
at length, and when they are in, Lord what fimple 
animalls they are. 

Mifl. Open. Then they hang the head. 

MiJl. Gal I'hen they <lroiipc. 

MiJl. Open. Then they write letters. 

Mijl Gal llien they cogge. 
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M'lft. Open. I1ien dealc they vnder hand with vs, 
atid wcc mufl ingle with our hiiHbands a bed, and wee 
mufl fweare they are our eofeiis, and able to do vs a 
pleafure at Court- 

Miji GaL And yet when woe liaue dotie our bcfl, 
aFs but put into a riuen difli, wee are but fruiupt at and 
libelFd vpon- 

MiJl, Open. Oh if it were the good fiords wib 
there were a law made, no Ciitizen fliould truft any of 
'em all 


Enter Gojhawhe. 

Mifl. Gal Hufh firra, Gojhawke flutters. 

Go/Ii, How now, are you ready 1 

MiJl. Open. Nay are you ready ? a little thing you 
fee makes vs ready. 

GoJJi, Vs ? why, mufl fliee make one i'the voingc ? 

MiJl Open. Oil by any meanes, doe I know Imw 
my husband will handle mee? 

GoJIl ’Foot, how fhall J find water, to keepe thefe 
two mils going? Well fmceyou’l needs bee dapt vn- 
der hatches, if I fayle not with you both till all fplit, 
hang mee vp at the maine yard, & duck mee } it*s 
but lickering them both foundly, & then you fliall 
fee their corke heeles flie vp high, like two fwannes 
when their tayles are aboue water, and their long 
neckes vnder water, dining to catch gudgions i come, 
come, oares ftand ready, the lyde's with vs, on with 
thofe falfe faces, blow winds and thou fhalt take thy 
husband, calling out his net to catch frelh Salmon at 
Brainford. 

Mtji. Gal. I beleeue youl eate of a coddes head 
of your owne dreffing, before you reach halfe way 
thither. 

GoJIt. So, fo, follow clofe, pin as you go. 

Enter Laxion muffled. 

Lax. Do you heare ? 
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Mijl, Gal Yes, I thanke my eares* 

£ax, I muft haue a bout with your Potticariniip, 
Gal At what weapon ? 

£ax, 1 muft fpeake with you. 

Mi/I. Gal No. 

£ax. No ? you llialL 

Mijl. Gal Shall ? away foull Sturgion, halfe fifh, 
halfe flelh. 

£ax. ’Faith gib, are you fpitting, He cut your 
tayle puf-cat for this. 

Mijt. Gal ’Las poore Laxton^ I thinke thy tayle’s 
cut already : your worll ; 

£ax. If I do not, .... Exit £axfon. 

GoJJi, Come, ha\you donel 

Enter Maifler Openworke. 

Sfoote Rofamond^ yout husband. 

Maijl, Open. How now? fweete MaiH. Gojhawhe^ 
none more welcome, 

I haue wanted your embracements : when friends 
meete, 

The mufique of the fpheares founds not more fweete, 
Then does their conferenc : who is this ? Rofamond ; 
Wife ; how now fiflcr ? 

Gojii, Silence if you loue mee. 

Maift. Open. Why matkt ? 

MiJl Open. Does a maske grieuc you fir ? 

Maijt. Open. It does. 

Miji. Open. Then /are bell get you a mumming. 
G(^i. SToote youl fpoyle all. 

M^yi. Gail May not woo couer our bare faces with 
maskes 

As well as you couer your bald heads witlrhats ? 

Ma. Op. No maskes, why, ih’ai-e fheeues to 
beauty, that rob cies 
Of admiration in which true loue lies, 

Why are maskes wome I why good ? or why defired ? 
Vnleffe by their gay couers wits are fiered 
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To read the vikf (I looker ; many bad faces, 

(llecaufe rich gemmes arc Ireafurcd vp in cafes) 
ikiflc by their iniuiledge c.urrant, but as caues 
J )anil)c tnifcrs Oold, fo maskes are beauties grauos, 
Men were mecte women with fucli muflled eies, 

But they curfe her, that firll did maskes deuife, 

And fweare it was feme beldame. Come ofl* with' t 
Mijl. 0pm. I will not. 

Maijl. Open. Good faces maskt are lewels kept by 
fpirits. 

Hide none but bad ones, for they poyfon mens fights^ 
Show then as fliop-keepers do their broidred fluffe, 
(By owle light) fine wares cannot be open enough, 
Biithee (fweete Rofe) come ftrike this fayle. 

Mipi. Open. Saile ? 

Maiji. Op. Ha ? yes wife ftrike faile, for ftormes 
are in thine eyes : 

Mljl Open. Th'are here fir in my browes if any 
rife. 

Matg. Open. Ha browes ? (wliat fayes fhe friend) 
pray tel me why 

Your two ilaggcs were aduaunft; the Comedy, 

Come what’s the Comedy? 

Open. Weftward hoe. 

Mai/?. Open. How! 

Mijl. Open. 'Tis Weftward hoe fhee fates. 

Gojh. Are you both madde % 

Miji. Open. Is't Market day at Brainepord^ and 
your ware not fent vp yet ? 

Maid. Open. What market day % what ware ! 

Pfijl. Open. A py with three pidgions in’t, ’tis 
drawne and flaies your cutting vp. 

Gqdi. As you regard my credit. 

Maiji. Open. Art madde ? 

MijL Open, Yes lelchcrous goate ; Baboone. 
Mai/?. Open. Baboone ? then toffc me in a blanc* 
kel. 

Mpl open. I )o 1 it well ? 

Mpl Gif/l Rarely. 
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Gojh, Belike fir ftiee’s not well ; bcft leaiie her. 
Mmji, Open, No, 

Me Hand the ftorme now how fierce fo ere it ]>low. 

Miji* 0pm, Did I for this loofc all my friends ? 
refufe 

Rich hopes, and golden fortunes, to be made 
A flale to a common whore ? 

Jfa^, Open, This does amaze mee. 

Miji, Open, Oh God, oh God, feede at reuerfion 
now? 

A Strumpets leaning ? 

Maijl, 0pm, Rofamond. 

GoJIi, I fweate, wo’ld I lay in cold harbour. 

Mijt, 0pm, Thou hall ftmek ten thoufand daggers 
through my heart. 

Maift, Open, Not I by heauen fweete wife. 

MiJL Open, Go diuel go ; that which thou fweaffl 
by, damnes thee. 

Gojh, S’heart will you vndo mee ? 

MiJi, Open, Why flay you heere? the flarre, by 
which you faile, 

Shines yonder aboue CheJfy ; you loofc your firorc 
If this moone light you : feeke out your light whore. 
Maiji, Open, Ha? 

MiJl, Gal, Pufli ; your Wefiernc pug. 

GoJh, Zounds now hell roarcs. 

Mljl, Open, With whom you tilted in a pairc of 
cares, 

This very morning. 

Maift, Open, Cares? 

Mift Open, At Bmlnford fir* 

Matft, Open, Racke not my patience; Mahler 
Goftawhf fome flaue has buzzed this into her, has he 
not ? I nm a tilt in Brahifoni with a woman ? ^tis a 
lie : What old baud tels thee this ? S’death \k a lie. 

Mft Open, one to thy face fiiall iuilify all 
that I fpeake. 

Matft. Open, V d’ foule do but name that rafcall 
Mtft, Open, No fir I will not. 
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Gqflu Keope thee there girle then I 
AtijL Open. Sifter know yon thiH varlet % 

MijL (ialL Yen. 

MaiJL Opm, Swcarc true, 

Is there a rogue fo low damuM % a fccond ludets t a 
common hangman ? cutting a mans throale ? does it 
to his face ? bite mee behinde my backe % a cur dog f 
fweare if you know this hell-hound. 

GaJ7. In truth I do. 

Opn. His name % 

Miji. Gall Not for the world ^ 

To haue you to flab him, 

Gojk, Oh braue girles : worth Gold. 

Mai^. Opm A word honefl maifler GqfhawM. 

Draw mt his fwofd. 
GoJJu Wliat do you meane fir % 

Maiji, Open. Keepe oif, and if the diuell can giue 
a name to this new fury, holla it through my eare, or 
wrap it vp in feme hid character : Jle ride to ihford^ 
and watch out mine eies, but Tic hearc the lirazen 
head fpcak : or elfe flicw me but one haire of his head 
or beard, that 1 may famplc it ; if the fiond I meet (in 
myne owne houfc) lie kill him : — the flreete. 

Or at the Church dore *, — there— (caufc he feekes to 
vnty 

The knot God fallens) he clefemes molt to dy, 

Mig Open. My husband titles him. 

Mai/i, Open. Maifler Gq/hawke^ pray fir 
Sweare to me, that you know him or know him not, 
Who makes me at Brainford to take yp a peticote 
befides my wiues, 

Gojtu By heauen that man I know not. 

Mifl. Open. Come, come, you lie. 

Gojh. Will you not haue all out % 

By heauen 1 know no man beneath the moone 
Should do you wrong, but if I had his name, 

I^de print it in text letters. 

Mijl. Open. Print thine owne then, 

Did*ll not thou fweare to me he kept his whooref 
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Mift, GaL And that in fmfull Brainford they 
would commit 

That which our lips did water at fir, — ^ha ? 

Mift. Oj>eM. Thou fpider, that hafl wouen thy cun- 
ning web 

In mine ownc houfe f infnare me : hail not thou 
Suck’t nouriiliment euen vnderneath this roofe, 

And turned it all to poyfon ? fpitting it, 

On thy friends face (my husband?) he as tVere 
ileeping : 

Onely to leaue him vgly to mine eies. 

That they might glance on thee, 

Miji. Gal Speake, are thefe lies? 

Mine own ihame me confounds : 

Mzji. Open, No more, hee*s ilung; 

Who’d thinke that in one body there could dwell 
Deformilie and beauty, (heauen and hell) 

Goodneffe I fee is but outfide, wee all fet, 

In rings of Gold, flones that be counterfet : 

I thought you none. 

Ga/k. Pardon mee. 

MaiJI, Open. Truth I doe. 

This blemifh growes in nature not in you, 

For mans creation ilicke euen moles in fcorne 
On faireil cheeks, wife nothing is perfedl borne. 

MiJi, Open, I thought you had bene borne perfe6l, 
MaiJI. Open, What's this whole world but a gilt 
rotten pill ? 

For at the heart lies the old chore ilill. 

He tell you MaifLer Gojhawke, I in your eie 
I haiie feene wanton fire, and then to try 
The foundneile of my iudgement, I told you 
I kept a whoore, made you beleeue Pwas true, 

Onely to feele how your pulfe beat, but find, 

The world can hardly yeeld a perfedl friend. 

Come, come, a tricke of youth, and 'tis forgiuen, 

This rub put by, our loue fliall runne more euen. 

Miji, Open. Youl deale rpon mens wiues no 
more? 
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Goffh No you teac*h me a trickc for tliat 
Mijh Open, Troll) do not, tluyi o’n? rcaoh thee. 
Mm, Open, Make luy houle yours Hr Hill 
Gojk No. 

Miiijl* Open, i fay you Hin-ll : 

Seeing (thus beficg’d) it holds out, ^twill ncuer fail 

Enter Maifler Gallipot, and Greenewit like a Sommr^ 
Laxton nmffied a loofc off, 

Omnes, How now % 

Maiff Gall. With mee fir 1 
Greene. Yon fir? I haue gon fnaffling vp and 
downe by your dore this houre to watch for you. 

Mtft. Gall Whaf s the matter husband ? 

Greene. — I haue caught a cold in my head fir, 
by fitting vp late in the rofc tauernc, but T hope you 
vnderfiand my fpccch, 

Matjl. Gal. So fir. 

Greene. I cite you by the name of J/Ippocraies 
Gallipot^ and you by the name of Prudence (JalPpoi^ 
to appeare vpon Crajlino^ doc you fee, CraJUmi 
fanBi Dmjiani (this Eafltr Tearmc) in Bow ChurclL 
Maiji. Gal. Where fir ? what faies he f 
Greene, Bow ; Bow Church, to anfwcrc to a libel 
of precontrad on the part and behalfe of the faid 
Prudence and another; y’are bell fir take a coppy of 
the citation, ^tis but tweluepence. 

Omnes. A Citation ? 

MaiJl. GaL You pocky-nofed rafcall, what flaue 
fees you to this ? 

Lax. Slaue ? I ha nothing to do with you, doe 
you heare fir? 

Gq/k. Laxton ifl not ? — what fagary is this ? 

MaiJl. Gal Trufl me I thought fir this ftorme 
long ago had bene full laid, when (if you be remcm- 
bred) I paid you the lafl fifteene pound, bcfidcs the 
thirty you had firjtl, — for then you fworc. 

Lax. Tufii, tulh fir, oathes, 
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Truth yet I’me loth to vexe you, . . tell you what , 
Make vp the mony T had an hundred pound, 

And lake your belly full of her. 

Maijh GaL An hundred pound ? 

Mijl, GaL What a roo pound ? he gets none : 
what a 100 pound 1 

Maijl, GaL Sweet Fru be calme, the Gentleman 
offers thus, 

If I will make the monyes that are pad 
A 100 pound, he will difeharge all courts, 

And giue his bond neuer to vexe us more. 

Miji, GaL A 100 pound? 'Las; take dr but three- 
fcore, 

Do you feeke my vndoing ? 

Lax. rie not bate one fixpence, » . . Tier mall 
you puffe for fpitting, 

Mzji, GaL Do thy word, 

Will fburefcore dop thy mouth ? 

Lax. No. 

GaL Y'are a llaue, 

Thou Cheate, Tie now teare mony from thy throat, 
Husband lay hold on yonder tauny-coate. 

Greene. Nay Gentlemen, feeing your woemen are 
fo hote, I mud loofe my haire in their company 
I fee. 

Miji. Ope. His haire Iheds off, and yet he fpeaks 
not fo much in the nofe as he did before. 

GoJIk He has had the better Cliirargion, Maider 
GreenewiL is your wit fo raw as to play no better a 
part then a Somners 1 

Maift. GaL I pray who playes a knacke to know an 
honed man in this company ? 

Mijl. GalL Deere husband, pardon me, I did dif- 
femble, 

Told thee I was his precontra< 5 led wife, 

When letters came from him for thirty pound, 

I had no fhift but that. 

Maifi. GaL A very cleane fhift : but able to make 
mee lowfy, On. 


V 
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3f(g GcfL Htisbaiid, T p1ack’< I (when be had tempted 
mee in thinke well of him) (hil fethers from thy 
wingH, to make him (lie more l(»lty, 

AMJL (tiiiin A* the top of ycni wife : on. 

Mill Gal lie hauing walled thcuij comes now ibr 
more, 

Vfing me as a ruffian doth his whore, 

Whofe fmne kcepcs him in breath : by heauen T vow, 
Thy bed he neuer wrong’d, more then he docs now. 

Maiji. GaL My bed? ha, ha, like enough, a 
fhop-boord will ferue to haue a cuckolds coate cut out 
vpon : of that wee’l talke hereafter : y’are a vil- 
laine : 

Lax, Heare mee but fpeake fir, you fliall finde mee 
none. 

Omnes, Pray fir, be patient and heare him. 

Maifi, GaL I am mu/.^led for biting fir, vfe me 
how you will 

Lax, The firfl howre that your wife was in my 
eye, 

My felfc with other Gentlemen fitting by, 

(In your fiiop) tailing fmoakc, and fpccch being vfed, 
That men who haue fairefi. wiues are mod abufed, 

And hardly fcapt the home, your wife maintain’d 
That onely fuch fpots in Citty dames were flain’d, 
luftly, but by mens flanclers j for her owne part, 

Shee vow’d that you had fo much of her heart ; 

No man by all his wit, by any wile, 

Neuer fo fine fpunne, fhould your felfe beguile, 

Of what in her was yours. 

Maiji, GaL Yet Pru ’tis well : 

Play out your game at Irifh fir ; Who winnes ? 

Miji, 0pm, The triall is when fliee comes to bear- 
ing: 

Lax, I fcorn’d one woman, thus, fliould braue all 
men, 

And (which more vext me) a fliee-citizen. 

Therefore I kid fiege to her, out flic held, 

Gaue many a braue repulfe, and me compcl’d 
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With fliarae to found retrait to my hot luft, 

Then feeing all bafe defires rak’d vp in duft, 

And that to tempt her modell eares, I fwore 
Mere to prfumne againe : llie faici, her cie 
Would eucr giue me welcome hoiieflly, 

And (fmce I was a Gentleman) if it runne low. 

Shee would my Hate reiicue, not to oVcihrow 
Your owne and hers : did fo ; then iceing 1 wroaght 
Vpon her meekeneffe, mee flic fet at nought, 

And yet to try if I could tunic that tide, 

You fee what ftreame I flroue with, but fir I fweare 
By heauen, and by thofe hopes men lay vp there, 

I neither haue, nor had a bafe intent 
To wrong your bed, what’s done, is meriment : 

Your Gold T pay backe with this interefl, 

When 1 had moll power to do’t I wrong’d you lead, 
Maifl GaL If this no gullery be fir, 

Omnes, No, no, on my life. 

Maifl, GaL Then fir I am beholden (not to you 
wife) 

But Maifter Laxton to your want of doing ill, 

Which it feemes you haue not Gentlemen, 

Tarry and dine here all. 

Maifl. Open. Brother, we haue a iefl, 

As good as yours to furnifli out a feaft. 

Maifl. GaL Wee’l crowne our table with it : wife 
brag no more 

Of holding out : who moll brags is mod whore. 

Exeunt omms. 

Enter lacke Dapper, Moll, Sir Boautious Ganymed, 
and Sir Thomas Long, 

lacke Eqp^ But prethee Maider Captaine lacke be 
plaine and perfpicuous with mee ; was it your Me^e of 
Wedminders courage, that refcued mee from the Poub 
try puttockes indeed. 

MoL The valour of my wit I enfure you fir fetcht 

p 2 
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you off !)ratiely, when yon wcrre Viho forlonn^ liopc* 
ainonf;' Ihoft; < ltjl| xM-nlcs, Sir />V a f/Jtm ( /V// ’V//^ v/ In % 
ami fir lu^ard limt ciH-hoi' (iny o);ni 

2ht^(hm) ling the tiokj of your ra nlonu? I rum cap 
tiuiiy* 

Sir Bmft Vcb fo Mol^ where^s that 7>apiiorei 
Mol Hang’d I thinke by this thne> a hidice in 
this towne, (that fpcakes nothing but make a /I/////- 
mils a way with him to Newgale) vfed that rogiu^ like 
a fire-worke to run vpon a line betwixt iiim and me. 
Omnes. how, how ? 

Mol Marry to lay traines of villany to blow vp my 
life ; I fmelt the powder, fpy’d what linffocke gaiie fire 
to fhoote againfl the poore Captaine of the Gallifoyfl, 
& away Aid I my man, like a A\ouell-l)oard Aulling, 
hee ffroiit(‘s vp ami downc the fubiirbcs I thinke : aiul 
eatcs vp whores : fcedes vpon a bands garbadg. 

7! Sirra lacke J kipper, 

lac. Dap, What fai’ll 7bm /mc;' ? 

T, Zeng, Thou hadtl a fweet fac-’t boy hailc fellow 
with thee to your little Chdl : how is he IpoiU t 
lack Dap, Troth 1 whiffled the poore little Imzxard 
of a my fiff,becaufewhen hee wayted vjion mee at the 
ordinaries, the gallants hit me f the teeth ffill, and 
faid I lookt like a painted Aldermans tomb, and 
the boy at my elbow like a deaths head* Sirra lackc^ 
Mol 

Mol What faies my little Dapper f 
Sir jBewl Come, come, walke and talke, walke 
and talke. 

Pack Dap, Mol and He be i* the midft. 

Mol Thefe Knights ffiall haue fquiers places belike 
then : well Dapper what fay you ? 

lack Dap, Sirra Captaine mad Mary^ the gull my 
owne father 5/r Dmty) laid thefe London 

boote-halers the catch poles in ambuffi to let vpon 
mee. 

Omnes, Your father ? away lacke. 
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lack DaJ>, By the taffels of this handkercher ^tis 
true, and what was his warlicke ilratageme thinke you ? 
hee thought becaufe a wicker cage tames a nightingale, 
a lowfy prifon could make an affe of mee. 

Omna. A nafly plot. 

lack Dap, I : as though a Counter, which is a 
parke, in which all the wilde beails of the Citty run 
head by head could tame mee. 

Enter the Lord Noland. 

MoL Yonder comes my Lord Noland, 

Omnes, Saue you my Lord. 

L, NoL Well met Gentlemen all, good Sir Bern- 
iious Ganymede Sir Thomas Long I and how does 
Maifler Dapper ? 

lack Dap. Thankes my Lord. 

Mol No Tobacco my Lord ? 

Z. Nol No faith /ache, 

Icu:k Dap, My Lord Noland will you goe to Pim- 
lico with vs ? wee are making a boone voyage to that 
nappy land of fpice-cakes. 

L, Nol Heeres fuch a merry ging, I could find in 
my heart to faile to the worlds end with fuch com- 
pany, come Gentlemen let’s on. 

Lack Dap, Here’s mofl amorous weather my Lord. 

Omnes. Amorous weather. They walks, 

lac. Dap, Is not amorous a good word % 

Enter Trapdore like a poors Souldier with a patch 
o' re one cle^ and Teare-Cat with him^ all 
tatters. 

Trap, Shall we fet vpon the infantry, thefe troopcs 
of foot? Zounds yonder comes Mol ray whoorifli 
Maifler and Miftrefle, wold I had her kidneys be- 
tweene my teeth, 

Tear-Cat I had rather haue a cow heele* 
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Trap. Zounds I am fo vp, flic cannot dif- 

couer 1110 : woi/l oiu 

yi Ciif. Alla rorago tluai. 

(JckkI your I lonoiirs, and Wordii|KS enlarge 
the earcH of cianiniroration, aiul U'l ihc lound of a 
hoarfe military organ-pipe, ponetraio your piililul 
bowels to exlrad out of them fo many fmall drops of 
filuer, as may giuc a hard llrawbed lodging to a couple 
of maim’d fouldiers. 

Imke Dap. Where are you maim’d I 

T. Cat In both our ncather limbs. ^ 

Mol Come, come, Dapper^ lets giue ’em fome- 
thing, las poore men, what mony haue you ? by my 
troth I lone a foiildier with my foule. 

Sir Ikwt Stay, Hay, where haue you fend cl? 

7 ! Lmig, In any part of the I.ow countries f 

Ihrp Not in the Low countries, if it ]dcafe your 
manhood, but tn //////i^>a/v? againll the TurA^ at the 
fiodge of yk/i/’rad 

A JVi>l Who fendd there wiih you firra ? 

Trap. Mimy AMi/au/am\ iWac/iiam, 

and Tranjiiuanmis, with feme Sfiaimiiaa.s\ ami 
retyring home fir, the Vmethtn Gallics iooke vs 
prifoners, yet free’d and fuffered ?s to beg vp and 
downe the country. 

Imk Dap. You haue ambled all oucr Maly then. 

Trap. Oh fir, from Vmke to Mowm^ Fecc/m^ Baaih 
nia^ Romm£a.f Madma^ Fiamma^ and Taf* 

mm, with all her Cities, as Ti/ima, Falieria, Afmmt^ 
pukkma, Arrem, with the Simmis, and diuerfe 
others. 

MoL Mecre rogues, put fputres to ’em once more. 

lack J)(ip. Thou look’d like a flraiige creature, a 
fat buttcr 4 >ox, yet f[)cak’il Knglifh, 

What art thou f 

T. Cat fiefe niuit Idi Ijdi Uen 

1‘ttims Ccarc-'Cau 
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Ben ftraue ^oKiatui, Jrife ibm all 
Butt&Iant 

(Bueretem B^r^&dlum t/a0 memhu 
B^afa 

$ne bjcevt peti. 

Jtfe Haag hm ftroafeesi on tom Cop* 
Battftfe Ben tjuntireii tou^un Biuell 
tiaHe, 

jfrolli'efe mine ^ere* 

Sir Bewt. Here, here, lefs be rid of their iob- 
bering. 

MolL Not a croffe, Sir Bewtious^ you bafe rogues, 
I haue taken meafure of you, better then a taylor can, 
and rie fit you, as you (monfler with one eie) haue 
fitted mee. 

Trap, Your Worllnp will not abufe a fouldier. 
MolL Souldier? thou deferu^ft to bee hang’d vp 
by that tongue which dillionours fo noble a profefrion, 
fouldier you skeklering varlet ? hold, Hand, tliere flioiild 
be a trapdore here abouts. Pull off his patch. 

Trap, The balles of thefe glafiers of mine (mine 
eyes) fhall be fliot vp and downe in any hot peece of 
feruice for my inuincible MiflrelTe, 

lacZr Dap, I did not thinke there had bene fuch 
knauery in blacke patches as now I fee- 
MoL Oh fir he hath bene brought vp in the He of 
dogges, and can both fawne like a Spaniell, and bite 
like a Mafliue, as hee finds occafion. 

L, NoL What are you firra ? a bird of this feather 
too. 

T Cat, A man beaten from the wars fir. 

T Lon^, I thinke fo, for you neuer flood to fight 
lac. Dap, What’s thy name fellow fouldier % 

T, Cat I am caFd by lliofc that haue feen my 
valour, Tear- Cat 
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Omncs, 'I’carc Cat 1 

Jlhii. A nutere whip-Iacke, and that in m tlu? 
(lointnonweallh of rogues, a llaut*, that can talked of 
feadight, name all your chieA‘ l^inUs, dih-oner more 
countries to you, then either the Hutch, wSpajulh, 
French, or Knglifli eiier found out, yet indeed all his 
feruice is by land, and that is to rob a luiire, or fomc 
fuch venturous exploit ; Tmre-Cat^ foot llrra 1 haue 
your name now I remember me in my bookc of 
homers, homes for the thumbe,' you know how. 

7! Cal No indeed Captaine Moi (for I know you 
by fight) I am no fuch nipping Chriflian, but a maun- 
derer vpon the pad I confeffe, and meeting with 
honed Traj^don here, whom yon had cafliierd from 
bearing armes, out at clbowos vnder your colours, 
I indrufted him in the rudetnents of roguery^ and by 
my map made him faile ouer any Country you can 
name, to that now he ('an maunder better then my- 
felfe. 

lack Dap, So then Trapdore thou art turnM fouF 
dier now. 

Trap^ Alas fir, now there's no warres, his the 
fafeft courfe of life I could take. 

MoL I hope then you can cant, for by your 
cudgels, you firra are an vpright man. 

Trap, As any walkes the hygh way I affurc 
you. 

Mol And Tmre-Cai what are you 1 a wildc rogue, 
an angler, or a rufllcr ? 

7! Cal Brother to this vpright man, flefli and 
blou(l, ruffling Tearo-Cat is my name, and a ruffler is 
my ftile, my title, my profefflon. 

MoL Sim where's your Doxy, halt not with met\ 

Omnes, Doxy what's that ? 

MoL His wench. 

Trap, ^ My doxy I haue by tlie Salomon a doxy, 
that carries a kitchhi mort in her Hat at her backc, 
befides my dell and my dainty wilde del, with all 
whom lie tumble tliis nextdarkmans in the drommel, 
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and drinke ben baufe, and eate a fat gruntling cheate, 
a cackling cheate, and a quacking cheate. 

lack I)a^. lucre’s old cheating. 

Trap, My doxy jflayes for me in a boufmg ken, 
braue Captaine. 

MoL Hee fayes his wench ftaies for him in an ale- 
houfe : you are no pure rogues. 

T Cat Pure rogues 1 no, wee fcorne to be pure 
rogues, but if you come to our lib ken, or our flailing 
ken, you fhail finde neither him nor mee, a quire 
cufhn. 

MoL So, fir, no churle of you. 

T Cat No, but a ben caue, a braue caue, a gentry 
cufiin. 

Z. JSFoL Call you this canting ? 

lack. Dap. Zounds, Tie giue a fchoolemaifler halfe 
a crowne a week, and teach mee this pedlers French, 

Trap. Do but flrowle fir, halfe a harueft with vs 
fir, and you fliall gabble your belly-full. 

MoL Come you rogue cant with me. 

T. Long. Well fayd Moi^ cant with her firra, and 
you jfhall haue mony, elfe not a penny. 

Trap, rie haue a bout if flie pleafe. 

MoL Come on firra. 

Trap. Ben mort, dial] you and I hcauc a booth, 
mill a ken or nip a bung, and then weed couch a 
hogdiead vnder the RutTemans, and there you fliall 
wap with me, & lie niggle with you. 

MoL Out you damn’d impudent rafcall. 

Trap. Cut benar whiddes, and hold your fambles 
and your flampes. 

Z. JVbL Nay, nay, MoL, why art thou angry I what 
was his gibbcrifli? 

MoL Marry this my Lord fayes hee ; Ben mort 
(good wench) fhal you and I heaue a booth, mill a 
ken, or nip a bung 1 fliall you and I rob a houfe, or 
cut a purfe 1 

Omms. Very Good. 
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Mol. And then wee’l couch a hogflicad vnclcr the 

RiifTeinans i 

And then wee’l lie vucler a hedge* 

Trap. TIkiI was my deHrc Caplainc, as \is fit a 
fouldier fliould lie. 

M'ol And there you finall wap with mce, atid Jlc 
niggle with you, and thal^s all. 

Sir Bmt Nay, nay M0I whaf s that wap ? 

Imk Dap. Nay teach mee what niggling is, Tde 
fame bee niggling. 

Mol Wapping and niggling is all one, the rogue 
xny man can tell you* 

Trap. ’Tis fadoodling : if it pleafe you. 

Sir Bewt. This is excellent, one fit more good 
Mol Come you rogue fing with me. 


A gage of ben Ronvboitfe 
In a boufing ken of Rom-vilc. 

T Cat Is Benar then a Cafler, 

i^ecke, pennam, lay or popler, 

Which we mill in dcufe a vile. 

Oh I wud lib all the lightmtins. Tkefong. 
Oh I woud lib all tlie darkemans, 

By the follamon vnder the Ruffemans* 

By the follamon in the Hartmans. 

T. Cat And fcoure the Quire cramp ring, 

And couch till a pallyard docked my dell, 
So my boufy nab might skew rome boufe 
well 

Auafi to the pad, let vs bing, 

Auafl to the pad, let vs bing. 

Ofnnes. Fine knaues iTaith. 
imk Dap. The grating of ten new cart-wheeles, 
and the gruntling of fine hundred hogs comming from 
Rumford market, caniiot make a worfe noyfe then 
this canting language does in my eares ; pray my 
Lord Noland^ let’s giue thefe fouldicrs their pay. 

Sir Biwt Agreed, and let them march. 
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L. Nor. Heere MoL 
MoL Now I fee that yqu are fLaFcl to the rogue, 
and are not aflianied of your profeflions, looke you : 
my 3. Orel Noland hccre and thefe Gentlemen, beflowes 
vpon you two, two boordcs and a halfe, that^s two 
tliillings fixe pence. 

Trap. Thankes to your Lordfliip. 

T. Cat. Thankes heroicall Captaine. 

Mol Away. 

Trap. Wee thall cut ben whiddes of your Maiflers 
and Mitlrediip, wherefoeuer we come. 

Moll. You’l maintaine firra the old luftices plot to 
his face. 

Trap. Elfe trine me on the cheats : hang me, 

MoL Be fure you meele mee there. 

Trap. Without any more maundrxng lie doo’t,, 
follow braue Tear-Cat 

T Cat I pra^fcquor^ let us go moufe. 

Exeunt they two manet the rejl. 
L. Not Mol what was in that canting fong ? 

MoL Trotli my Lord, onely a praife of good 
drinke, the onely milke which thefe wilde beafts loue 
to fucke, and thus it was : 

Africh cup of wine, oh it is iuyee Diuine, 

More wholefome for the head, then meatc, drinke, or 
bread, 

To fill my drunken'‘pate, with that, Fde fit vp late, 

By, the heeles wou’d 1 lie, vnder a lowfy hedge die, 
Let a daue haue a pull at my whore, fo I be full 
Of that precious liquor ; And a parcell of fuch ftuffe 
my Lord 

Not worth the opening. 

Enter a Cutpurfe very gallant^ mth foure or fme mm 
after him, one with a wand. 

Z. Md. What gallant comes yonder ? 

T. I.,on^. Maffc I thinke 1 know him, \is one of 
Cumberland. 
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1, Cui. Shall we venture to fluiinc in mnongft. yon 
heap of (hillants, and (Irike? 

% CV. a (juertion whcthtn there bee any 
filiicr fliels aiiioiigil them, for all their fatiin oitb 
fuics. 

Omnes. Let^s try ? 

MoL Fox on him, a gallant ? fliaddow mce, I know 
him ; ^tis one that cuml)ers the land inclcctl ; if hee 
fwimme necre to the tliore of any of your pockets, 
looke to your purfes. 

Onines, Is’t poffible ? 

MoL This braue fellow is no better then a foyll. 

Omms> Foyll, what’s that ? 

MoL A diuer with two fmgers, a picke-pocket ; all 
his trainc fludy the figging law, that’s to fay, cutting of 
purfes and foyding ; one of tlrem is a nip, J tookc him 
once i’ the twopenny gallery at the Fortune ; then 
there’s a cloycr, or fnap, tluii dogges any new brother 
in that trade, and fnappes will hauc halfe in any 
booty; Hee with the wand is both a Hale, whofe 
office is, to face a man i’ the flreetes, whirtl fhels are 
drawne by an other, and then with his hlackeconiiiring 
rod in his hand, he by the nimblenefle of his eye and 
iugling flicke, will in cheapi ng a peece of plate at a 
golclfmithes flail, make foure or fme tinges mount 
from the top of his caduems, and as if it were at leape- 
frog, they skip into his hand prefently. 

2, Cut Zounds wee are fmoakt 

Omnes. Ha ^ 

2,^ Cut Wee are boyl’d, pox on her ; fee Moll the 
roaring drabbe. 

I, Cut All the difeafes of fixteene hofpitals boyle 
her: away* 

MoL Blefle you fir. 

I. Cut And you good fir. 

MoL Do’fl not ken inec man? 

I. Cut. No trufl mee fin 

MoL Heart, there’s a Knight to whom Fme l)ound 
for many fauours, loft his purfc at the lad new play 
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i’ the Swannej feuen Angels in’t, make it good you’r 
bed ; do you fee ? no more. 

Qa. A Sinogogiie fliall be caFd Miilrefle 
difgrace mee not * />a{://s palabros^ T will coniure for 
you, farewell : 

MoL Did not I tell you my I.ord % 

Z. NoL L wonder how thou earn’d to the know- 
ledge of thefe nady villaines. 

T. Lang. And why doe the foule mouthes of the 
world call thee Mol cxitpurffe h a name, me thinkes, 
damn’d and odious. 

MoL Dare any dep forth to my face and fay, 

I haue tane thee doing fo Lfol ? I mud confede, 

In younger dayes, when I was apt to dray, 

I haue fat amongd fuch adders ; feene their dings, 

As any here might, and in full play-houfes 
Watcht their quicke-diuing hands, to bring to diame 
Such rogues, and in that dreame met an ill name : 
When next my Lord you fpie any one of thofe, 

So hee bee in his Art a fchollcr, quedion him, 

Tempt him with gold to open the large booke 
Of his clofe villanies ; and you your felfe lliall cant 
Better then poore Mol can, and know more lawes 
Of cheaters, lifters, nips, foyds, puggards, curbers, 
Withall the diuels blacke guard, then it is fit 
Should be difeouered to a noble wit 
I know they haue their orders, offices, 

Circuits and circles, vnto which they are bound, 

To raife their owne damnation in. 

lad Dap. How do’d thou know it ? 

Moll As you do, I flicw it you, they to me diow 
it, 

Suppofe my Lord you were in Fmza. 

L. Nbl Well. 

Mol If feme Italian pander there would tell 
All the clofe trickes of curtizans j would not you 
Hearken to fuch a fellow % 

Z.MI Yes. 

Mol And here, 
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Being come from Vmiec^ to a friend moll deare 
That were to irancll thither, you would protdnime 
Your knowhulge m tliofc villanicK, to faiie 
Your friend fnnn their <inioko danger : tmiil ycui have 
Ablacke ill name, hecaufe ill lh!n|»;K you know, 

Good troth my l.c>rcl, I am made AM «nil pinic? fo* 
How many are whores, in fmall ruffes and Hill lookes f 
How many chafl, whofe names fdl llanticrs Ixmkes I 
Were all men cuckolds, whom gallants in their 
fcorncs 

Cal fo, we fliould not walke for goring homes, 

Perhaps for my madde going feme reproue mec, 

I pleaie my felfo, and care not elfe who ioues nice. 
Omnes. A braue mindc Moi iTaith. 

T. Lonir. Come my Lord, flitirs to the Ordinary t 
X. AiX J, His noone fure. 

Jf^l Good my Lord, let not my name condemne 
mo to you or to the world : A fencer I hope may he 
card a coward, is he fo for thatf Tf all that hauc ill 
names in London, were to be whipt, ami to pay but 
tweluepence a peece to the beadle, 1' wouhl rather 
haue his office, then a Conftables. 

la^A Da/. So would I Captaine JM/: Hwere a 
fweete tickling office xTaith* 

EnUr Sir Alexander Wengraue, Goffiawke md 
Greenewit, and others, 

Alesc. My fonne many a theefe, that impudent 
girle, 

Whom all the world fticke their worfL eyes vpon f 
Greene. How will your care preuent it ? 

Go^. ^Tis impoffible. 

They marry clofe, theiH gone, but none knows who* 
then 

Jkx. Oh Gentlemen, when ha^s a fathers heart- 
firings 

Enter a f&^uant 

Held out fo long from breaking i now what newes fir I 
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Seruant They were met vppo'th the water an hotire 
fmce, fir. 

Putting in towar^ls the Since. 

Akx. The Since ? come Gentlemen, 

’Tis Lamhitk workes againfl vs. 

Greene. And that Lamhith^ ioynes more mad 
matches, then your fixe wet lownes, twixt that and 
Windfor-bridge^ where fares lye foaking. 

Akx. Delay no time fweete Gentlemen : to Blacke 
Fryars, 

Weel take a paire of Oares and make after ’’em. 

Belter Trapdore. 

Trap. Your fonne, and that bold mafeuline rampe 
my miflrclTc, 

Are landed now at Tower* 

Akx. Hoyda, at Tower 1 
Trap. I heard it now reported. 

Akx. Which way Gentlemen thali I bellow my 
care? 

Tme drawne in peeces betwixt deceipt and fliame. 

Bnter jflr Bkz- Allard. 

Biiz-AIia. Sir Alexander. 

Yotfr well met, and mofl rightly ferued, 

My daughter was a fcorne to you. 

Akx. Say not fo fir. 

Fkz.AIl. A very abiecSl, Ihce poore Gentlewoman, 
Your houfe had bene dilhonoured. Giue you 
ioy fir, 

Of your fons Gaskoyne-Bride, youl be a Grandfather 
fliortly 

To a fine crew of roaring fonnes and daughters^ 

’Twill helpe to ftocke the fuburbes paffing well fir, 
Akx. O play not with the miferies of my heart, 
Wounds fhould be drefl and heal’d, not vext, or left 
Wide open, to the anguifli of the patient, 



224 /uHiri/i£^ (Hrii. 

And fcorncfull niro let in : rnihi'r Un pitty 
And adiilfn rba,ril;)1)1y hclpn to r(‘rridli Vin. 

Fliz Ail. Who’d p1n(H‘ his (iniiity To vinvmdiil), 
TJkn one tluil I'incs alnu^str^ n oiniini^ luyjv'n*, 

Had I but found one fparki' of j 4 oodneni‘ in yon 
Toward iny dereruing <*hll(b whidt then i^rew (ond 
Of your fonnes verlucs, 1 had ealVd yon mm. 

But T ])erceiue both fire of youth and goodnehe, 

Arc rak’d vp in the aflies of your age, 

Elfe no fuch fliame flioukl haue eomc necrc your 
houfe, 

Nor fuch ignoble forrowe touch your heart* 

Akx. If not for worth, for pitties lake alUfl mec. 
Greme. You vrgo a thing pad fenfc, how can he 
hclpe you ? 

All his alllllanec is as Irailc as ours, 

Full as vnrertaine, where’s the plac'c that hohls ’em 'I 
One brings vs water newes ; then <‘oines an other 
With a full (barg’d mouth, like a eulmians voyre, 

And he re]K)rtH the 1’ower ; whofe founds are truelVl 
6VyA in vaine you tiatler him fir AitXiUHitr* 
Fitz-xiiL I Hatter him, Ocnllemcn you wrong mee 
groOy. 

Grem. Hee doe’s it well i’faith* 

Fiiz-AiL Both newes are hilfe, 

Of Tower or water : they tooke no fuch way yet. 

Akx. Oh ftrange x heara you this Gentlemen, yet 
more plundgcs ! 

Fliz-Aila, Th’are nearer then you ihinke for yet 
more clofe, then if they were further off* 

Akx. How am I loft in thefe diflracTions ? 
Fiiz-AIia. For your fpeeches Gentlemen, 

In taxing me for raflmeffe i fore you all, 

I will engage my Hate to halfc his wealth, 

Nay to his fonnes reuenewes, which are leffe, 

And yet nothing at all, till they come from him ; 

That I could {if my will llucke to my power) 

Preuent this manage yet, nay baniflr her 

For euer from his thoughts, much more his armes. 
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Alex. Slacke not this goodneffe, though you heap 
vpon me 

Mountaines of malice and reuenge hereafter ; 

I’dc willingly refigne vp halfe my flatc to him, 

So he would marry the meaneJfl drudge 1 hire. 

Greene. Hee talkes impofhbilitics, and you bolcciie 
’em. 

Fitz-AUa. I talke no more, then I know how to 
finith, 

My fortunes elfe are his that dares ilake with me, 

The poore young Gentleman I loue and pitty : 

And to keepe ihame from him, (becaufe the fpring 
Of his affedion was my daughters firfl, 

Till his frowne blatled all,) do but eftate him 
In thofe poffeffions, which your loue and care 
Once pointed out for him, that he may haue roome, 
To entertaine fortunes of noble birth, 

Where now his defperate wants cafls him vpon her : 
And if I do not for his owne fake chiefly, 

Rid him of this difeafe, that now growes on him, 

I’le forfeit my whole flate, before thefe Gentlemen, 
Greene, Troth but you fliall not vndertake fuch 
matches, 

Wee’l perfwade fo much with you. 

Alex, Heere’s my ring, 

He will beleeue this token : fore thefe Gentlemen, 

I will confirme it fully : all thofe lands, 

My firfl loue lotted him, he fliall flraight poffeflc 
In that refufall 

Fitz-AIL If I change it not, change mee into a 
beggar. 

Green, Are you mad fir ? 

FitZ’AU, ’Tis done, 

Gojh, Will you vndoe your felfe by doing, 

And fiiewe a prodigall tricke in your old daies I 
Alex, ’Tis a match Gentlemen. 

Fitz-^All I, I, fir I. 

I aske no fauour ; truft to you for none, 

3 
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My hope rcRs in the goodncffc of your fon. 

Aav? a fltmL 

GnYM» I Ice hnhls it vp well yet 
Gojk Of an oltl knight ihaitlu 
Akx. Curll be the time, I laid hi.s lirfl louc 
barren, 

Wilfully barren, that before this hoitrc 

Had fprung forth fmites, of comfort and of honour ; 

He lotfd a vertuous Gentlewoman. 

Enter Moll 

Gojh. Life, heere^s Mol 
Green. lack 

GoJIl How doft thou lacke ? 

Mol How clod thou Gallant ? 

Jiex. Impudence, where's my foune 1 
Mol Wcakenefle, go looke him. 

Akx. Is this your wedding gowue f 
Mol The man ialkes monthly ; 

Hot broth and a darke chand)or for the knight, 

I fee heel be darke mad at our next meeting. 

Exii Moll 

Gojh. Why fir, take comfort now, therc^s no fuch 
matter, 

No Pried will marry her, fir, for a woman, 

Whiles that flmpe's on, and it was nener fenownc, 

Two men were married and conioynkl in one ; 

Your forme hath made feme fitift to loue another. 
Alex. What ere’ die be, die has my blefllng with 
her, 

May they be rich, and fmitfull, and rceeiiie 
Like comfort to their il]rue,*as I take in them, 

Ha’s pleas’d me now, marrying not this, 

Through a whole world he could not chafe amiffc. 
Grem. Glad y’are fo penitent, for your former 
fmne fir. 

Gojh. Say he fhould take a wench with her fmocke- 
dowry, 
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No portion with her, bixt her lips and armes *1 
Akx. Why ? who thriue better fir ? they liauc mod 
bleffing, 

Though other hauc naore wealth, and lead repent, 
Many that want rood, know the mod content, 

Greene, Say he diould marry a kind youthfull fm* 
ner. 

Alex, Age will quench that, any offence but theft 
and drunkennede. 

Nothing but death can wipe away. 

There finnes are greene, euen when there heads are 

gray, 

Nay ,1 difpaire not now, my heart’s cheered Gentle- 
men, 

No face can come vnfortunately to me, 

Now fir, your newes ? 

£nier a feruant, 

Seruant, Your fonne with his faire Bride is necre 
at hand. 

Alex, Faire may their fortunes be. 

Green, Now you’r refolu’d dr, it was neuer flic. 
Alex, I finde it in the muficke of my heart. 

Enter Mol masM^ in Sebadians hand^ and Fitz- 
Allard. 

See where they come. 

Gojh, A proper ludy prefence dr. 

Alex, Now has he pleas’d me right, I alwaies coun- 
feld him 

To choofe a goodly perfonable creature, 
lud of her pitch was my drd wife his mother. 

Seh Before I dare difeouer my offence, 

I kneele for pardon. 

Alex, My heart gaue it thee, before thy tongue 
could aske it, 

Bife, thou had rais’d my ioy to greater height 

Q 2 
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Then to that feat where gricfe deieifled it, 

Both welcome to my loiu‘, ami <'are for euer, 

Hide not mine happindTc too long* aVn pardoned^ 
Here arc our friends, falute her, Clcntlcmem 

TAey vumash her, 

0mm, Heart, who this Mel ? 

Aim 0 my reuiuing thame, is^t I muft line, 

To be flrticke blind, be it the worke of forrow, 

Before age take^t in hand, 

Fitz-All Darkeneffe and death. 

Haue you deceadd mee thus \ did I engage 
My whole eftate for this. 

Ak%. You askt no fauour, 

And you fliall fmde as little, fmee my comforts, 

Play falfe with me, lie be as cruell to thee 
As griefe to fathers hearts. 

Mol Why whafs the matter with you ? 

Lefle too much joy, fliould make your age for- 
getfull, 

Are you too well, too happy ? 

Akeei, With a vengeance;^ 

MoL Me thinkes you fluould be proud of fuch a 
daughter, 

As good a man, as your foime. 

Akx, 0 monllrous impudence* 

Mel You had no note before, an Tnmarkt Knight, 
Now all the towne will take regard on you, 

And all your enemies feare you for my fake, 

You may pafle where yon lift, throt^h crowdes moft 
thicke, 

And come of brauely with your purffe vnpicki, 

You do not know the benefits I bring with mec, 

No cheate dares worke vpon you, with thumbe or 
knife, 

While y’aue a roaring girle to your formes wife. 

Akx, A diuell rampant. 

Mtz-Alle^, Haue yon fo much charity, 
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Yet to releafe mee of my latl raili bargaine % 

And lie giue in your pledge. 

Alex, No fir, 1 fland to% He worke vpon aduan- 
tage, 

As all mifchiefes do vpon mee. 

Fitz-AIL Content, beare witneffe all then 
His are the lands, and fo contention ends. 

Here comes your fonnes Bride, twixt two noble 
friends. 

Enter the Lord Noland, and Sir Bewtious Gany- 
med, with Mary Fitz-Allard hePimene them, the 
Cittizens and their wiues with the?n. 

Mol Now are you gull'd as you would be, thanke 
me for’t, 

I'de a fore-finger in't. 

Seh, Forgiue mee father, 

Though there before your eyes my forrow fainM, 

This ftill was fliee, for whom true lone complain'd. 

Alex. Bleffings eternall, and the ioyes of Angels, 
Beginne your peace heere, to be fign'd in heauen, 
How fhort my fleepe of forrow feemes now to me, 

To this eternity of boundlefie comforts, 

That finds no want but vtterance, and expreffion. 

My Lord your office heere appeares fo honourably : 

So full of ancient goodnefle, grace, and worthineffe, 

I neuer tooke more ioy in fight of man, 

Then in your comfortable prefence now. 

Z. NoL Nor I more delight in doing grace to 
vertue, 

Then in this worthy Gentlewoman, your fonnes Bride, 
Noble Fitz-Allards daughter, to whofe honour 
And modeft fame, I am a feruant vow'd, 

So is this Knight. 

Alex. Your loues make my ioyes proud. 

Bring foorth thofe deeds of land, my care layd ready, 
And which, old knight, thy nobleneffe may challenge, 
loyn'd with thy daughters vertues, whom I prife now, 
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As (leerely :is tlial llcfl), I rail itiynr owne. 

Forgiuc me worthy (gentlewoman, hwan my lilimincfle 
When I reicdcd thee, I faw thee not, 

Sorrow and wilfull ruflmcfte grew like filmes 
Ouer the eyes of iiulgcmcni, now To clccrc 
I fee the brightnefle of thy worth nppeare. 

Mary, Duty and loue may I deferve in thofe, 

And all my wilhes haue a perfeft <dofc\ 

Alex. That tongue can neuer erre, the founcFs fo 
fweete, 

Here honefl fonne, receiue into thy hands, 

The keyes of wealth, pofTeffion of thofe lands, 

Which my firfl care prouided, tliciV thine owne, 
Heauen giiie thee a bleJflmg with ^em, the bcH ioyes, 
That can in worldly f[ia])cs to man betide, 

Are fertill lands, and a faire fruitfull Bride, 

Of which 1 hope lltoifrt f])e(l 
Sdh 1 hope fo too fir* 

MoL Father and fonne, i ha’ done you fimplc 
feruice here. 

Scb. For which thou flialt not part MoU vnre- 
quited. 

Akx. Thou art a madd girle, an<l yet I cannot 
now condemne thee. 

Mel Condemne mee ? troth and jj'ou fliould fir, 
Fde make you feeke out one to hang in my roome, 
Fde giue you the flip at Gallowes, and coisen the 
people. 

Heard you this left my Lord f 
L. NqI What is it Tacke % 

MoL He was in feare his fonne would marry 
mee, 

But neuer dreamt that I worild nere agree. 

Z. ML Why 1 thou Imd^fl a fuiter once 
when wilt many? 

Mol. Who I my Lord, f’le tell you when ifaith, 
When you thall heare, 

Gallants voyd from Serieants fearc, 

Honefly and truth vnOandred, 
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Woman man*d, but neuer pandred, 

Cheates booted, but not coacht, 

Veffels older e’re they’r broacht 
If my minde be then not varied. 

Next day following, lie be married. 

Z. Nol This founds like domef-day. 

Mol Then were marriage bell, 

For if I fhould repent, I were foone at reft. 

Alex. Introth tho* art a good wench, I^me forry 
now, 

The opinion was fo hard, I concern’d of thee. 

Some wrongs I’ue done thee. 

Enter Trqpdore, 

Trap. Is the winde there now ? 

’Tis time for mee to kneele and confeffe firfl, 

For feare it come too late, and my braines feele it, 
Vpon my pawes, I aske you pardon miilrefle. 

Mol Pardon *? for what fir ? what ha’s your rogue- 
fhip done now? 

Trap. I haue bene from time to lime hir’d to con- 
found you, by this old Gentleman. 

Mol How? 

Trap. Pray forgiue him, 

But may I counfell you, you fhould neuer doo’t 
Many a fnarc to entrapp your Worfliips life, 

Haue I laid priuily, chaines, watches, Jewels, 

And when hee faw nothing could mount you vp, 
Foure hollow-hearted Angels he then gaue you, 

By which he meant to trap you, I to faue you. 

Alex. To all which fliame and griefe in me cry 
guilty, 

Forgiue mee now, I call the worlds eyes from mee. 
And looke vpon thee freely with mine owne ; 

I fee the moil of many wrongs before thee, 

Caft from the iawes of enuy and her people, 

And nothing foule but that, Il’e neuer more 
Condemne by common voyce, for that’s the whore, 
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'rhal (lereiucs mans opiiiiion ; tmockes ius truft, 
Co/Ams his hmcj and aaikcs his heart vaiiiiL 
Jfr;/. Here be the Angels (kiUlcnicn, tlujy were 
giuen me 

As a Mufitian, 1 purfiic no pitty, 

Follow the law, and you can cucke inec, fpate not 
Hang vp my vyall by me, and I care not. 

Aiex, So farre Trae forry, lie thrice double 'em 
To make thy wrongs amends, 

Come worthy friends my honoumble Lord, 

Sir Bewkous Ganymd^ and Noble FUz-A/Icmi, 

And you kind Gentlewoman, whofe fparkling pre- 
fence, 

Are glories fet in manage, beames of fociety, 

For all your loues giue lufter to my ioyes, 

The happinefTe of this day fliall be remembred, 

At the returne of cuery finiling fpring : 

In my time now lis borne, and may no fachterfe 
Sit on the browes of men vpon that day, 

But as I am, fo all goe pleas'd away. 
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A Painter hauing drawne with curious Art 
The pi6lure of a woman (euery part^ 
Limb’d to the life) hung out the peece to fell : 
People (who pafs’d along) veiwing it well, 

Gaue feuerall verdicts on it : feme difpraifed 
The haire, fomc fayd the brows too high were 
raifed, 

Some hit her o’re the Hppes, miflik’d their colour, 
Some wiflit her nofe were fhorter ; feme, the eyes 
fuller, 

Others fayd rofes on her cheekes fhould grow, 
Swearing they lookt too pale, others cry’d no, 
The workeman ftill as fault was found, did mend 
it, 

In hope to pleafe all ; (but this worke being ended) 
And hung open at ftall, it was fo vile, 

So monftrous and fo vgly all men did fmile 
At the poore Painters folly. Such wee doubt 
Is this our Comedy. Some perhaps do floute 
The plot, faying ; ’tis too thinne, too weake, too 
meanc, 

Some for the perfon will reuile the Scoene* 

And wonder, that a creature of her being 
Should bee the fubiedl of a Poet, feeing 
In the worlds cie, none weighes fo light : others 
looke 

For all thofe bafe trickes publifh^d in a booke, 
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(Foule as his braincs they flow’d from) oi Cut- 
purfe, 

Of Nips and Foyfls, tiaftie, obfm-nc difeourfos, 
As full of lies, as emptic of worth or wit, 

For any honcfl care or eye vnlit. 

And thus, 

If we to eucry braine (that’s humorous) 

Should fafhion Sceancs, we (with the Fainter) 
fhall 

In ftriuing to pleafe all, plcafe none at all. 

Yet for fuch faults, as either the writers wit, 

Or negligence of the A6lors do conamit, 

Both crane your pardons ; if what both haue 
done, 

Cannot full pay your expectation. 

The Rori/ig Girlc her felfe fome few clayes hence, 
Shall on this Stage, giue larger reconipence. 
Which Mirth that you may fharc in, her felfe does 
woe you, 

And craues this figne, your hands to beckon her 
to you. 


FINIS. 
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London Triumphing, 

OR, 

The Solemne, Magnificent, and Me- 

morable Receiuing of that worthy Gentle- 

man, Sir Iohn Swinerton Knight, into 

the Citty of LONDON, after his. Returne from 
taking the Oath of Maioralty at W ejlminjier , 
o» the Morrow next after Simon and 
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All the Showes, Pageants, Chariots of Triumph, with 
other Deuices, {both on the Water and Land) 
here fully expreffed. 


By Thomas Dekkcr. 
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To the Deferuer of all thofe Honors, 

Which the Cufiomary Rites of this Day^ 

And the generall Lone of this City beflow vpon 
him, Sir lohn Swinerton, Knight, Lord 
Maior of the renowmed City 
of London, 


Onor {this day) takes you by the Hand, and 
glues you welcomes into your New Office of 
Pretorlhip. A Dignity worthie the Cities 
beflowing, and moft worthy your Re- 
ceiumg. You haue it with the Harts of many people, 
Voices, and Held-vp hands ; they know it is a Roabe 
fit for you, and therefore haue clothed you in it. May 
the Laft-day of your wearing the fame, yeeld to your 
Selfe as much Joy, as to Others does this Firfl-day of 
your putting it on, I fwimme {for my owne part) not 
oneiy in the Maine Fullfea of the General praife and 
Hopes of you. But powre out alfo {for my particular) 
fuch a fireame as my Prayers can render, for a fucceffe 
anfweraUe to the On-fet : for it is no Field, unlejfe it 
he Crowned with viitory. 

I prefent (Sir) mto you, thefe labours of my Ben, as 
the firji and newefl Congratulatory Offings tendred 
into your hands, which albeit I fhmld not {^ my felfe) 
deferue to fee acc^ted, I know noPmithfianding you will 
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giue to them a generous and gratefuil enfenfainment^ in 
regard of that Noble Fellowfliip and Society, {of which 
you Yeflerday a Brother, and This Day a Father) 
who mofi freely haue heftowcd theCe their Loucs vfon 
you. The Colours of this Peece are mine owne ; the 
CoH theirs ; to which nothing 7ms wanting, that could 
he hady and mery thing had that was required. To 
their Lafling memory Ifet downe This ; And to your 
Noble Difpofition, //izV /Dedicate. My wijhes being 
{as euer they ham bene) to meete with any Obiedl, 
whofe reflexion may prefent to your Eyes, thed Loue 
and Duty, In which 


I ftand Bounden 


To your Lordfliip. 


Thomas Dekker, 




Troia Nona Triumphans. 

London Triumphing. 


j Rytmphes^ are the moft choice and daintiefl 
fruit that fpring from Peace and A bund- 
ance; Lorn begets them ; and Much Coji 
brings them forth. ExpeBation feeds vpon 
them, but feldome to a furfeite, for when Ihe is moft full, 
her longing wants fomething to be fatisfied. So inticing 
a lhape they carry, that Princes themfelues take plea- 
fure to behold them \ they with delight ; common 
people with admiration. They are now and then the 
Rich and Glorious Fires of Bounty^ Slate, and Mag- 
nificence, giuing light and beauty to the Courts of 
Kings : And now and then, it is but a debt payd to 
Time and Cujiome : and out of that dept come Th^e, 
Ryot hauing no hand in laying out the Ex^etices, and 
yet no hand in plucking backe what is held decent to 
be beftowed. A fumpiuous Thriftineffe in thefe Ciuil 
Ceremonies managing All For it were not laudable, in a 
City (fo rarely gouerned and tempered) fuperfluouily to 
exceed ; As contrariwife it is much honor to her (when 
the Day of /pending comes) not to be /paring in any 
thing. For the Chaires of Magijirates ought to be 
adorned, and to ihine like the Chariot which caries 
the Sunne } And Beames (if it were poffible) mufl be 
thought to be Ihot from the One as from the Other : 
As well to dazle and amaze die common Eye, as to 
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make it leame that there is feme Exceiknt, and Extra- 
ordinary Arme from heauen thruil downe to exalt a 
Superior man, that thereby the Gazer may be drawne 
to more obedience and admiration. 

In a happy houre therefore did your Lordfliip lake 
t’pon you this infeperable burden (of Honor and Cares) 
becaufe your felfe being Generous of mind, haite met 
•with men, and with a Company equall to your felfe in 
Spirit And vpon as fortunate a Tree haue they in- 
grafted their Bounty ; the fmites whereof flioot forth 
and ripen, are gathered, and tafle fweetly, in the 
mouthes not onely of this Citty^ but alfo of our befl- 
to-be-beloued friends, the Nobleji Jirm^ers. Vpon 
whom, though none but our Soueraigne King can 
bellow Koyall welmnes ; yet lliall it be a Mmoriall of 
an Exemplary Lone and Duty (in thofe who are at the 
Cojl of thefe Triumphs) to haue added fome JBfeigMn- 
ing more to them then was intended at hrfl, of pur- 
pofe to do honor to their Prince and Countrey. And 
I make no doubt, but many worthy Companies in this 
City could gladly be content to be partners in the 
Dijburfemenfs, fo they might be fluarers in the dory. 
For to haue bene leaden-winged now, what infamy 
could be greater % When all the flreames of Nobility 
and Gentry^ run with the hither, When all Eares 
lye liUning for no newes but of Feajls and 2>i- 
umphs: All Eyes flill open to behold them: And 
all harts and hands to applaud them : Wlien the 
heape of our Soueraignes Kingdomes^ are drawne in 
Little : and to be feene within the Walles of this City. 
Then to haue tied Bounty in too flraight a girdle x 
Eroh fcelus infandum / No j Ihe hath wome her gar- 
ments loofe, her lippes haue bene free in Welcomes, 
her purfe open, and her hands liberall. If you thinke 
I fet a flattering glalTe before you, do but fo much as 
lanch into the Kiuer^ and there the Thames it felfe lliall 
Hiew you all the Honors^ which this day hath bellowed 
vpon her : And that done, Hep againe vpon the Land^ 
and Fame will with her owne Trumpet proclaime 
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what I fpeake \ And her I hope you cannot deny to 
beleeue, hauing at leaft twenty thoufand eyes about 
her, to witneffe whether Ihe be a Tnierton^d Fame or 
a Lying, 

By this time the Lord Maior hath taken his oath, is 
feated in his barge againe ; a lowd thundring peale of 
Chambers giMZ him a Fare-well as he paflesby. And fee ! 
how quickly we are in ken of land, as fuddenly therefore 
let vs leap on fhore, and there obferue what honor- 
able entertainement the Citty affoords to their new 
Preetor, and what ioyfull falutations to her noble 
Vifitants, 

The firjl Triumph on the Land. 

T he Lord Maior^ and Companyes being landed, 
the firll Deuice which is prefented to him on the 
fhore, {lands ready to receiue him at the end of 
Pauls- Chayne^ (on the fouthfide the Church) and this 
it is. 

KlSea- Chariot artificially made, proper for a God of 
the fea to fit in ; fiiippes dancing round about it, 
with Dolphins and other great Fijhes playing or lying 
at the foot of the fame, is drawne by two Sea-horfes. 

Neptune. 

In this Chariot fits Neptune^ his head circled with a 
Coronet of filuer ScoUup-Jhels^ fiucke with branches of 
Corrall, and hung thicke with ropes of pearle \ be- 
caufe fuch things as thefe are the treafures of the 
Deepe^ and are found in the fliels of fillies. In his 
hand he holds a filuer Trident.^ or Three-forked Mace, 
by which fome Writers will haue fignified the three 
Naturall qualities proper to Waters ; as thofe of 
fountaines to bee of a delitious tafle, and Chriftalline 
colour ; thofe of the Sea to bee faltilh and unplea- 
fant, and the colour fallen, and greenilh : And lallly, 
thofe of Handing Lakes, neither fweet nor bitter, nor 
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cleere, nor cloudy, biital together vnwholefonie for the 
tafle, and loathforae to the eye. His roabe an<l man- 
tle with other ornaments are corrcfpondent to the 
quality of his perfon \ Buskins of pearle and cockle- 
fliels being worne vpon his Icgges. At the lower 
part of this Chariot fit Mer-maids, who for their 
excellency in beauty, aboue any other creatures 
belonging to the fea, are preferred to bee Hill in the 
eye of Neptime. 

At Neptunes foot fits Luna (the Mooni) who beeing 
gouerneSe of the fea, and all petty Flouds, as from 
whofe influence they receiue their ebbings and flow* 
ings, challenges to herfelfe this honour, to haue rule 
and command of thofe Horfes that draw the Chariot, 
and therefore Ihe holds their reynes in her hands. 

She is atired in light roabes fitting her flate and 
condition, with a filuer Crefcent on her head, exprefsing 
both her power and property. 

The whole Chariot figuring in it felfe that vafl com- 
paffe which the fea makes about the body of the earth : 
whofe Glohkall Rotimdiiy is Hieroglifimlly rcprcfcntcd 
by the wheele of the Chariot 

Before this Chariot ride foure Trytons^ who arc 
feyned by poets to bee Trumpeters to Neptune^ and 
for that caufe make way before him, holding flrange 
Trumpets in their hands, which they found as they 
pafle along, their habits being Antike, and Sea-like, 
and fitting vpon foure feuerall fiflies, viz. t^o Dolphins^ 
and two Mer-maids, wMch are not (after the old 
procreation), begotten of painted cloath, and browne 
paper, but are liuing beafls, fo queintly difguifed 
like the natural fiflies, of purpofe to auoyd the trouble 
and peflering of Porters, who with much noyfe and 
little comlineffe are euery yeare moft vnneceflarily 
imployed. 

The time being ripe when the fcope of this Lmice is 
to be deliuered, JSfepimm breath goeth forth in thefe 
following Spetches, 
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Neptimes Speeches. 

Whence breaks this warlike thunder of lowd drummes^ 
(Clarions and Trumpets) whofe Jhrill eccho comes 
Vp to our Watery Court, and calks from thence 
V§ and our Trytons ? As if violence 
Weere to our Siluer footed Sifter done 
(Of Flouds the Queene) bright Thamefis, who does 
runne 

Twice euery day to our bofome^ and there hides Ebbe 
^Her wealthy whofe Streame in liquid Chriftall & 
glides Flow. 

Guarded with troopes of Swannes % what does beget 
Thefe Tlironges ? this Confluence? why do voyces 
heate 

The Ayre with acclamations of applaufe^ 

Good wifhes, Loue, and Praifes ? what iit drawee 
All Faces this way ? This way Rumor flyes^ 

Clapping her infinite wings, whofe noyfe the Skyes 
From earth receiue, with Muficall rebounding, 

And Jirike the Seas with repercufsive founding. 

Oh ! now I fee the caufe : vanifh vaine feares, 

■^Ifis no danger feeles : for her head weares Thamefis. 
Crowns of Rich Triumphes, which This day puts on, 
And in Thy Honor all thefe Rites are done. 

Whofe Name when Neptune heard, fwas a firange 
Spell, 

Tims farre-vp into tU Land to make him fwell 
Beyond his Bownds, and with his Sea-troops wait 
Thy wifti't aixiuall to congratulate. 

Goe therefore on, goe boldly : thou mufi faile 
In rough Seas {now) <^Rule : and euery Gale 
Will not perhaps befriend thee : But {how Macke 
So ere the Skyes looki) dread not Thou a Wracke, 

For when Integrity and Innocence fit 
Steering the Helme, no Rocke the Ship can fpUt 
Nor care the Whales (peuer fo great) their lawes 
Should firetch to (wallow theex Euery good mans 
caufe 


R Z 
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Is in all Homes his Pilot : He thaf s found 
To himfelfe (in Confcicnce) nere can run a-groimd. 
Which that thou mayjl do, ncuer looke otit Jiill : 

For (Spite of giifls) calmer Windcs /hall fill 
Thy Sayles at laft- And fee 1 they home have hro light 
A Ship which Bacchus {God of hath fraught 
With richef Juice of Grapes, which thy Friends fhall 
Frinke off in Healths to this Great Fejfliuall 
Jf any at Thy HappineHe repine 
They gnaw hut their Owne hearts, a7id touch not 
Thine. 

Let Bats and Skreech-Owles murnviire at bright Day, 
Whiles Prayers ^Good-men GuidT]itt on the way. 
Sownd, old Oceanus Trumpeters, and lead on. 

The Trytons then fownding, according to his com- 
mand, Neptune in his Chariot palieth along before the 
Lord Maior. The foure Windes (habilimented to 
their quality, and hauing both Faces and IJmhes pro- 
portionable to their bluHring and boifLcrous con- 
dition) driue forward that Ship of which Neptune 
fpake. And this concludes this firfl Triumph on the 
Land. 

Thefe two Shewes pafle on vntill they come into 
Pauls- Church-yard, where flandes another Chariot \ 
the former Chariot of Neptune, with the Ship, beeing 
conveyd into Cheapfde, this other then takes the 
place ; And this is the Deuice. 

The fecond Land-Triumph. 

It is the Throne of Fertile, glorioufly adorned & 
beautified with all things that are fit to exprefie the 
Seat of fo noble and diuine a Perfon. 

Vpon the height, and moH eminent place (as 
worthieH to be exalted) fits Arete ( Fertile) herfelfe ; 
her temples fhining with a Diadem of Harres, to fiiew 
that her Defcent is onely from heauen : her roabes are 
rich, her mantle white (figuring Inmcency) and pow- 
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dred with flarres of gold, as an Embkme that fhe puts 
vpon Men^ the garments of eternity. 

Beneath JBfer^ in diflindl places, fit the Seatien 
liber all Sciences^ viz, Grmnmer^ Rketoricke,^ Logicke^ 
Mupeke, Ariihmetikey Geometry^ AJlrommy, 

Hauing thofe roomes alotted them, as being Mothej's 
to all Trades,^ Ero/efsions, Myjlerics and Societies^ and 
the readieft guide to Vcrtnc, Their habits are Light 
Roabes, and Loofe (for K?i 07 iuledgeihovi\Aht free.) On 
their heads they weare garlands of Rofes^ mixt with 
other flowers, whofe fweet Smels are arguments of 
their cleere and vnfpotted thoughts, not corrupted 
with nice. Euery one carrying in her hand, a Symbole^ 
or Badge of that Learning which fhe profefleth. 

At the backe of this Chariot fit foure Cupids^ to 
fignifie that vertue is mofl honored when fhe is followed 
by Loue, 

This Throne^ or Chariot^ is drawne by foure LLcrfes, 
vpon the two formofl ride Time and Mercury : the 
firft, the Begetter and Bringer forth of all things in the 
world, the fecond, the God of Wifedome and Eloquence, 
On the other two Horfes ride Defire and Ifidufiry ; it 
beeing intimated hereby, that Tyme giues wings to 
Wifedome,^ and fliarpens it, Wifedome fets Defire a 
burning, to attaine to Vertue, and that Burning Defire 
begets Indiijiry (earnefliy to purfue her.) And all 
thefe (together) make men in Loue with Arts, Trades, 
Sciences, and lOiowledge, which are the onely ftaires 
and afcenfions to the Throjie of Vertue, and the onely 
glory and ^pholdings of Cities. Time hath his wings, 
Glajfe, and Sythe, which cuts downe All, 

Mercury hath his Caduceus, or Charming Rady his 
fathered Mat, his Wings, and other properties fitting 
his condition, Defre caries a burning heart in her 
hand. 

Indufiry is in the fhape of an old Country-man, 
bearing on his fhonlder a Spade, as the Embkme of 

Labour. 

Before this Chariot, or Throne (as Guardians and 
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Prote^lors to Virtue^ to Arts^ and to the reft ; and as 
Afsipants to Him who is Chief c within the Citty for 
that yeare) are mounted vpon horfcbackc iwchie Per- 
fons (two by two) reprcfenting the twchie fupcrior 
Conipanyes^ euery one carrying v])OJi his left anno a 
faire Shield with the annes in it of one of the twchic 
Comfanies^ and in his right hand a hiunce with a light 
ftreamer or pendant on the top of it, and euery horfe 
led and attended by a Footmmu 
The Lord Maiorheting approached to this Throm^ 
Vertue thus falutes him. 

The Speech Arete ( Vertue), 

H Aile {worthy Pretor) Jiay, and do Me 

( Who ftill haue cald thee Patron) In this place 
To take from me heapd welcomes, who combine 
Thefe peoples hearts in one, to mahe them thine. 

Bright Vertues name thou knotdjl and heminly birth, 
And therefore (frying thee) downe Jhe kapd to earth 
Whence vicious men had driimi her : On her throne 
The Liberall Arts tmite : from whife brcfts do rumn: 
The milke of Knowledge : on which, Sciences feed. 
Trades Profefilons : And by Them, the feed 
Of Ciuill, Popular Gouernment, is fmne \ 

Which fpringing vp, loe ! to what heigth tls gronme 
In Thee and ^Thefe is feene. And ipo mamtaine 

The Aldermen. 

This Greatneffe) Twelue Jirong Pillars it fujkme ; 

Vpon whofe Capitals, ’^Twelue Societies Jtand, 

The twelue Companies. 
Graue and well-ordred) bearing chief e Command 
Within this City, and (with Loue) thus reare 
Thy fame, in free ele«£lion,^r this yeare. 

All arm'd, to knit their Nerues (pn One) with Thine, 

To guard this new Troy ; And, (that She may fime 
In Thee, as Thou in Her) no Mifers kay 
Has bard the Gold tp ; Light files from the Day 
Not of more free gift, than from them their Cofl : 

Mr whats now fpar'd, that only they count Loft. 
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As then their loynd-hands lift Thee to thy Seate. 
{Changing thereby thy Name for one More ^Great), 

Lord Maior. 

And as this City, with her Loud, Full Voice, 
{Drowning all fpite that murmu7'es at the Choice, 

If at leaf fuch there be) does Thee I refer re , 

So art thou bound to loue^ both Them and Her. 

For know, thou art not like a Pinnacle, fladd 
Onely to /land aloft ^ a7id to he grac'd 
With wo7idrmg eyes, or to haue caps a?id knees 
Heafe worJJiip on thee : for that Man does leeze 
Mimfelfe and his Renowne, whofe growth being Hye 
In the weale publicke like the Cypres tree) 

Is neither good to Build-with, nor beare Fruit; 

Thoti 7nuji be now, Stirring, aiid Refolute. 

To be what thou art Swome, (a waking Eye) 

Afarre off {like a Beacon) to defcry 
What fioi'mes are comming, and {being come) mujl then 
Shelter with fpread armes, the poor' Ji Citizen. 

Sit Plenty at thy Table, at thy Gate 
Bounty, and Hofpitality : heis mojl Ingrate 
Into whofe lap the Publick-weale hauing powr'd 
Her Golden fliewers, from Her his wealth fhoidd hoard. 
Be like thofe Antient Spirits, that i^ong ago/i) 

Could thmke 710 Good deed foo7ier lha7i iwas Don ; 
Others to pleajure. Hold it Thou 7nore Glory, 

Tha7i to be pleas'd Thy Selfe. A7td be not foiy 
If Any Jlriue {m bejl tJmigs) to exceed thee, 

But glad, to helpe thy Wrongers, if they 7ieed thee. 

Nor f care the Jlmgs of Euny, nor the Threates 
Of her mveno7nd Arrowes, which at the Seates 
Of thofe Who Befl Rule euerfuore are Jhot, 

But the Aire blowes off their f ethers, and they hit not, 
Come therfore on, nor dread her, nor her Sprites, 

The poyfon /he fpiis vp, on her owne Mead lights. 

Oft, on, away. 

This Chariot or Throne of Vertue is then fet for- 
ward, and followes that of Neptune, this taking place 
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iufl befoic the Lord Mator : And this concludes the 
fecond Triumphant flicw. 

77ie third Dmike. 

T He Third Deuiccis a Forlornc Cafllc, built clofeto 
the little Conduit in Cheap-fule, by which, as the 
Throne of Vm^tue conies ncercr and ncercr, there 
appeare aboue (on the battlements) Enuy^ as chiefe 
Commandreffe of that infernall Place, and eucry part 
of it guarded with perfons reprefenting all thofe that 
are fellowes and followers of Enuyx as Ignorance^ 
Sloths Opprefsion^ Difdaine^ &c. Enuy herfelfe being 
attired like a Fury^ her haire full of fnakes, her coun- 
tenance pallid, meagre and leane, her body naked, in 
her hand a knot of fnakes, crawling and writhen 
about her arme. 

The reft of her litter are in as vgly diapes as the 
dam, euery one of them becing arm’d with black 
bowes, & arrows ready to bee fliot at Vertue. At the 
gates of this Fort of Iftirics, ftand Eyot and Caiionny^ 
in the fliapes of Gyants, with clubs, who offer to keep 
back the Chariot of Vcfitfc^ and to ftop her padage* 
All the reft likewife on the battlements offering to dif- 
charge their blacke Artillery at her : but flic onely 
holding vp her bright fhield, dazdes them, and con- 
founds them ; they all on a fudden flirinking in their 
heads, vntill the Chariot be paft, and then all of them 
appearing againe : their arrowes, which they fhoote vp 
into the aire, breake there out in fire-worfcs, as hauing 
no power to do wrong to fo facred a Deity as Veriue. 

This caue of Monfters ftands fixed to the Conduit, 
in which Enuie onely breathes out her poyfon to this 
purpofe. 


The fpeech of Emy. 

Enuy. A DDers flioote, hyffe fpeckled fnakes ; 
/^Sloth craule up, fee Oppreffwn wakes ; 
(Eaine to learning,) Igwrame^ 
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Shake ihy Affes eares, Difdaine^ aduance 
Thy head Ludferan : Ryot fplit 
Thy ribbes with curfes : Calumny fpit 
Thy rancke-rotten gall vp. See, See, See, 
That witch, whofe bottomleffe Sorcery 
Makes fooles runne mad for her, that Hag 
For whom your Dam pines, hangs out her flag 
Our Den to ramfacke : Verfue^ that whoore ; 
See, fee, how braue flree’s, I am poore. 

Vertue. On, on, the beames of Vertiie are fo bright, 
They dazzle Enuy, on : the Hag’s put to flight 
Ruuy. Snakes, from your virulent fpawne ingender 
Dragons, that may peece-meale rend her : 
Adders, flioote your flings like quils 
Of Porcupines (Stifle) ; hot Aetnean hils. 
Vomit fulphure to confound her, 

Fiends and Furies (that dwell vnder) 

Lift hell gates from their hindges ; come 
You cloven-footed broode of Barrathrum, 
Stop, flay her, fright her with your flireekes, 
And put frefh bloud in Rnuies cheek es. 
l^ertue. On, on, the beames of Fertue are fo bright, 
They dazle Enuy : the Hag’s put to flight 
Omnes. Shoote, flioote, &c. All that are with Enuy. 

Either during this fpeech, or elfe when it is done, 
certain Rockets flye vp into -the aire ; the Throne of 
Fertue pafflng on flill, neuer flaying, but fpeaking flill 
thofe her two lafl lines, albeit, fliee bee out of the 
hearing of Enuyi and the other of Enuies Fadlion 
crying flill, flioote, fhoote, but feeing they preuaile not, 
all retire in, and are not feene till the Throne comes 
backe againe. 

And this concludes this Triumphant affault of Enuyi 
her conquefl is to come. 

The fourth Deuke, 

T His Throne of Fertue pafleth along vntill it comes 
to the Crofle ip Cheape^ where the prefen tation of 
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another Triumph attends to welcome the Lord Maior 
in his paffage ; the Chariot of Vcrtue is drawnc then 
along, this other that followcs taking her place, the 
Deuice hearing this Argument. 

Vert lie hauing by helpe of her followers, con- 
duded the Lord Maior fafely, euen, as it were, 
through the iawes of Emty and all her Monflcrs : the 
next, and higheft honour fliee can bring him to, is to 
make him ariue at the houfe of Fanu\ and that is 
this Pageant. In the vpper feat fits Lliine crowned 
in rich attire, a Trumpet in her hand, &:c. In other 
feuerall places fit Kings, Princes, and Noble perfons, 
who haue bene free of the MarchanLtailors : A per- 
ticular roome being referued for one that reprefents 
the perfon of JLenry the now Prince of Wales. 

The onely fpeaker heere is Fame herfelfe, whofc 
woi'des found out thefe glad welcomes. 

The ffeech of Fame. 

W Klcome to Fames high Tcm])le : here fix fafl 
Thy footing \ for the wayes which thou hail pail 
Will be forgot and wornc out ; and no Tradl 
Of Heps obferu^, but what thou now flialt Adi. 

The bookc is Ihut of thy precedent dccdcs, 

And Fame vnclafpes another, where fliee readcs 
(Aloud) the Chronickle' of a dangerous yeare, 

For Each Eye will looke through thee, and Each Fare 
Way-lay thy wordes and workes. Th* hafl yet but 
gon 

About a Pyramid's foote ; the top*s not won, 

Thaf s glafie ; who Aides there, fals, and once falne 
downe, 

Neuer more rifes : no art cures renowne, 

The wound being fent to th* heart, 'Tis kept from 
thence 

By a Hrong armor, Virtues inAuence ; 

She guides thee, follow her. In this Court of Fame 
None elfe but Vertue can enrole thy name. 
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ErecSl thou then a ferious eye, and loake 
What worthies fill vp Fa7ms voluminous booke, 

That now (thine owne name read there) none may 
blot 

Thy leafe with foule inke, nor thy margent quoate 
With any a6l of thine, which may difgrace 
This Cittie’s choice, thy felfe, or this thy place : 

Or that which may diflionour the high Merits 
Of thy renown’d fociety : roiall fpirits 
Of Princes holding it a grace to weare 
That crimfon badge, which thefe about them beare, 
Yea^ Kings themfelues ’mongfl you haue fellowes 
bene, 

Stird by the name of a free-citizen : 

For inflance, fee, feuen Englith Kings there placed, 
Cloth’d in your liuery, the firfl feat being grac’d 
By fecond Richard ; next him Btdlinghrooke : 

Henry the 4. 

Then that Fift (thundring) Henry, who all France 
flrook : 

By him, his fonne (fixth Henry) by his fide 
Fourth Edward, who the Rofes did diuide ; 

Richard the third next him : and then that King 
Who made both Rofes in one branch to fpring : 

A fprig of which branch (highefl now but one) 

Is Henry Prince of Wales, followed by none : 

Who of this brotherhood, lafl and bell fieps forth, 

' Honouring your Hall : to heighten more your worth. 
I can a regiifler fliow of feuenteene more 
(Princes and Dukes all) : entombed long before, 

Yet kept aliue by Fame ; lilarles thirty-one, 

And Barons fixty-fix that path haue gone : 

Of Vifcounts onely one your order tooke : 

Turne oner one leafe more in our vail booke, 

And you may readc the names of prelates there, 

Of which one Arcli-bifliop your cloth did weare. 

And Bylhops twenty-foure : of Abbots feuen 
As many Priors, to make the number euen : 

Of forty Church-men, I one fub-prior adde, 
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You from all tliefc, thefe from you honour had. 
Women of high bloud likcwife laid ahde 
Their greater flate fo to be dignified ; 

Of which a Qucenc the firfl was, then a pairc 
Of Dukes' wines : and, to Icaue the roll more faire, 
Fine Coimteffes and two luadies are the laft, 

Whofe birth and beauties haue your order gracd. 
But I too long fpin out this thrid of gold ; 

Here breakes it off. Fame hath them all en-rold 
On a large file (with Others), And their flory 
The world fliall reade, to adde vnto thy glory, 
Which I am loath to darken : thoufand eyes 
Yet aking till they enjoy thee : win then that prife 
Wliich Vertue, holds vp for thee, And (that done), 
Fame fliall the end crowne, as fhe hath begun. 

Set forward. 


Thofe Princes and Dukes (befides Kings nominated 
before) are thefe. 


John Duke of Lancafler, 
Edmund Duke of Yorke. 
The Duke of Glofler. 
The Duke of Surrey. 
Humfry Duke of Glofler. 
Richard Duke of Yorke. 


In the lime of Richard the 
Second. 


) In the time of Henry the 
/ Fifth, 

? In the time of Edward 
t the Fourth. 

I In the time of Richard 
j the Third, 

Edward D. of Buckingham, In the time of Henry 
the 7. with others, whofe Rol is too long here to be 
opened. 

The Queene fpoken of, was Anne, wife to Richard 
the 2. Dukes wiues thefe, viz ; — 

The Dutchefle of Glofler. In the time of Richard the 


George D. of Clarence, 

Duke of Suffolke. 
lohn D. of Norfolke. 
George D. of Bedford. 


2, 


Elionor Dutcheffe of Glofler. 
the 5. 


In the time of H, 
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Now for Prelates I reckon onely thefe, 

The Prior of Saint Bartliolmewes. 

And his Sub-Prioi'. 

The Prior of Elfmge-fpittle. 

Thomas Arundell, Arch-bidiop of Canterbury. 

Henry Bewfort, Bifbop of Winton, 

The Abbot of Barmondfey. 

The Abbot of Towrchill. 

Philip Morgan, Bifhop of Worfler. 

The Abbot of Tower-hill 
The Prior of Saint Mary Query. 

The Prior of Saint Trinity in Cree-Church. 

The Abbot and Prior of Wellminfler. 

Kemp Biflaop of London. 

W. Wainfieete, B. of WinchefLer. 

George Neuill, Bifliop of Winchefter, and Chauncelor 
of England. 

lohn May, Abbot of Chertfay. 

Laurence, Bifhop of Durham, 
lohn Kuffell, Bifliop of Rochefler. 

If I fliould lengthen this number, it were but to 
trouble you with a large index of names onely, which 
I am loath to do, knowing your expe(5lation is to be 
otherwife feafled. 

The fpeech of Fame therefore being ended, as ^tis 
fet downe before, this Temple of her's lakes place next 
before the Lord Maior^ thofe of Nepune and Vertue 
marching in precedent order. And as this Temple is 
carryed along, a fong is heard, the muficke being 
queintly conueyed in a priuate roome, and not a per- 
Ion difcouered. 


THE SONG. 

H onor, eldefl child of Fame, 

Thou fane older then thy name, 
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Waken with my fong, and fee 
One of thine, here waiting lliec. 

Slecpe not now, 
1 hit thy brow, 
Chac’t with Olincs, Okc, and Baics 
And an age of happy dayes 

Ypward bring, 
Whilfl we fing 

In a Chorus altogether, 

Welcome, welcome, welcome hither. 


Longing round about him Hay, 

Eyes, to make another day. 

Able with their vertuous light, 

Vtterly to banifh night. 

All agree, 

This is hee, 

Full of bounty, honour, flore, « 

And a world of goodneffe more 

Yet to fpring 
Whilfl we fmg 

In a Chorus altogether, 

Welcome, welcome, welcome hither. 


Enuy^ angry with the dead, 

Far from this place hide thy head ^ 
And Opinion^ that nere knew 
What was either good or true ; 

Fly, I fay, 

For this day 

Shall faire yujlmy Truths and Ri^ht^ 
And fuch happy fonnes of Lights 

To us bring, 
Whilfl we fmg 

In a Chorus altogether, 

Welcome, welcome, welcome hither* 
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Goe on nobly, may thy name, 

Be as old and good as fame, 

Euer be remembred here, 

Wliilfl a bleffmg, or a teare 

Is in ilore, 

With the pore, 

So fliall Swmertofi nere dye, 

But his vertues vpward flye, 

And Hill fpring, 
Whilft we fing, 

In a Chorus ceafmg neuer, 

He is lining, liuing euer. 

And this concludes this fourth Triumph^ till his lord- 
fhips returne from the Gtdld-halL 

In returning backe from the Guild-hall^ to performe 
the ceremoniall cuftomes in Pauh Churchy thefe 
fhewes march in the fame order as before ; and com- 
ming with the Throne of Ferh^e, Enuy and her crue 
are as bufie again, Ernie uttering fome three or foure 
lines at the end of her fpeech onely : As thus : 

Enuy, 1 ^ lends and furies, that dwell vnder, 

Lift hell-gates from their hindges : come, 
You clouen 'footed brood of Barathrum,, 
Stop, Hony her, fright her with your flireekes, 
And put frefli blood in Enuyes cheekes. 
Vertue, On, on, the beames of Ferine are fo bright, 
They dazzle E^ttiy ; on, the Hag’s put to 
flight. 

This done, or as it is in doing, thofe twelue that 
ride armed difcharge their piflols, at which Enuy and 
the reft vanifli, and are feene no more. 

When the Lord Maior is (with all the reft of their 
Triumphs), brought home, yujlice (for a fare-well) is 
mounted on fome couenient fcaffold clofe to his en- 
trance at his gate, who thus falutes him ; — 
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London Triumphing. 


The fpeech of yujike. 

M y iJiis-dayes-fwornc-iTOtocMor, wclc'onie home.; 

If luflice fpcake not now, he flic cuer diunhc : 
The world giiicB out flice’s blinclc ; but men fha,ll fee 
Her light is cleere, by inttucncc clniwnc from thee. 
For one-yearc therefore, at thefe gates fhee’ll fit, 

To guid thee in and out ; thou fhalt commit 
(If fhee Hand by thee) not one touch of wrong : 

And though I know thy wifdome built up flrong, 

Yet men (like great fliips) being in florms, moft 
neere 

To danger, when vp their failes they beare. 

And fmee all Magitlrates tread flill on yce, 

From mine owne fchoole I read thee this aduice : 

Do good for no mans fake (now) but thine owne, 
Take leaue of friends and foes, both mufl be knowne 
But by one face : the rich and poore mull lye 
In one euen fcalo : all fuiters, in thine eye, 

Welcome alike ; euen hoc that feemes moll bafe, 
Looke not vpon his clothes, but on his cafe. 

Let not Oppnffion wafli his hands i' th^ teares 
Of widowes, or of orphans : widowes prayers 
Can pluck downe thunder, and poore oqihans cries 
Are lawrels held in fire ; the violence flyes 
Vp to Heauemgates, and there the wrong does tell, 
Whilfl Innocence leaues behind it a fweet fmelL 
Thy Confcience mufl be like that fcarlet dye ; 

One fowle fpot flaines it all 1 and the quick eye 
Of this prying world, will make that fpot thy fcornc. 
That Collar (which about thy nccke is worne) 

Of Golden Effes, bids thee fo to knit 

Mens hearts in loue, and make a chayne of it 

That fword is feldome drawne, by which is meant, 

It fhould firike feldom : neuerth* innocent 
’Tis held before thee by anothers hand, 

But the point vpwards (heauen mufl that command) 
Snatch it not then in wrath ; it mufl be giuen, 

But to cut none, till warranted by Heauen, 



257 


Londo7i T^dti/mpkmg. 

The head, the politicise body mull aduance 
For which thou haft the cap of maintenance, 

And fmce the mofl iuft magiflrate often erres, 

Thou guarded art about with officers, 

Who knowing the pathes of others that are gone, 
Should teach thee what to do, what Icaue vndone. 
Nights candles lighted are, and burne amaine, 

Cut therefore here off thy officious traine, 

Which Lorn and Cujiome lend thee ; all delight 
Crowne both this day and Citty : a good night 
To thee, and thefe graue fenators, to whom 
My lall fare-wels in thefe glad wifhes come, 

That thou and they, (whole flrength the City beares), 
May be as old in goodnefle as in yeares. 

The Title-page , of this Booke makes promife of all 
the ffiewes by water, as of thefe on the land ; but 
Apollo hauing no hand in them, J fuffer them to dye 
by that which fed them ; that is to fay, powder and 
fmoake. Their thunder (according to the old gally- 
foyll-faffiion), was too lowd for any of the Nine Mufcs 
to be bidden to it I had deviz’d altogether mufi- 
call, but Timds glalfe could Ipare no fand, nor lend 
convenient howres for the performance of it. Night 
cuts off the glory of this day, and fo confccpiently of 
thefe triumplies, whofe brightneffe beeing ecclipfed, 
my labours can yeeld no longer fliadow. They are 
ended, but my loue and duty to your Lordffiip Oiall 
neuer. 


Non difpUcuiffe meretur^ 

Fejlinat {Pmtor) Qai placidffe tihL 


FINIS, 
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TO MY LOVING, 


AND LOVED FRIENDS 


and fellowes^ the Queenes 
Maiefties feruants. 


Mowledge and Reward dwell far a-funder. Greatnes 

lay once betweene them. But (in his Head) Couei- 
oufnes now. And ill neighbour, a bad Benefadior^ 
no pay maifter to Poets. By This Hard-Iiomheepmg^ 
(or rather, Shutting vp of Liberalities Booresy) 
Merit goes a Begging, & Learning ftarues. Bookes, had wont to 
haue Patrons, and (now,) Patrons haue Bookes. The Snufft hat is 
Lighted, confumes That which Feeds it. A Signe, the World 
hath an ill Fare, when no Mu/ick is good, vnles it Strikes-vp for 
Nothing. I haue Sung fo, but wil no more. A LLue-^nd. Cry 
follow, his Wit, that fleeps, when fwecte Tunes are founding. 
But tis now the Fajkion. Lords, look wel : Nnights, Thank 
well ; Gentlemen, promife well ; CiUze^ts, Take well ; Guiles, 
Sweare well : but None, Glue well, I leaue therefore All, for You : 
And All (that This can be) to you. Not in hope toLfaue; but in 
Recognition of What I Haue (as I think) Already (your Loues.) 

Acknowledgement is part of payment fometimes, but it neither 
is, nor fliall be (betweene you and me) a Cancelling. I haue call 
mine eye vpon many, but find none more fit, none more worthy, 
to PatJ'onm this, than you, who haue Protedled it. Your Cojl, 
Counfell, and Labour, had bin ill fpent, if a Second fliould by my 
hand fnatch from you This Glory. No : When Fortune (in her 
blinde pride) fet her foote vpon This imperfedi Building, (as fcom- 
ing the Foundation and Workmanjhtp :) you, gently raizd it vp 
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(on the fame Cahmines^ the Prontifpkc oiicly a Utile more Car^ 
nijimi: To you therefore dcferuedly, W/tok Frame h confe- 
crated : For I clurll fweare, if Wi/Hit's and Citr/rs could haue 
become Wltc/ics, the necke of this Harmles Dwell had long a goo 
bin broken. 

But 1 am glad that I^torcmce (fo infolent for being Haltered) 
is now ftript naked, a'nci her deformities difeouered : And more 
glad, that Emm fits maddingly gnawing her owne Snakes^ wbofe 
Stmges fhe had armed to ftrike Others. Fcede let her fo Bill. So, 
ftill let the Other be laughed at, Whilfl: I {pittyiiig the Om^ and 
not Dreading the Others) fend Ihefe fny Wi/hes flying into your 
Bofomes ; That the God of Poets^ may neuer pefter your Stage 
with a CheriluSj nor a Snjfenus, {Males, Eminent in nothing but 
in Long Bares, in Kichmg and in Br aging out Calumnies) vpon 
whofe Cruppers may be aptly pind, That Morrall of poore Oenus 
making Ropes in Hell, whirfl: an AjOTe flandh by, and (as he twills) 
bites them in funder, but if His Verftfyin^ Deity, fends you 
Any, 2 wijlt they may be fuch, as are worthy to fit, At the Table 
of the Sun, None els. 

I wifli a Faire and Fortunate Day to your A^ext AlhtiDVay fo^ 
the Pfakersfake and your O^vue,) becanfe fucli Braue Th'nmphes 
of Potfe, and Elaborate futludry, which my Worthy Jwm/s 
Mufe hath there fet forth, dcfenie a Theater full of very Mufes 
themfclues to be Spectators. To that I*'ture Day I wifli a AV///, 
J^yee, and Knowing Auditor. And to that Full Audienee, One 
Honeft Dooredieeptr. So, Fare-mil. 


Yours. Tho : Dekker. 




Prologue, 

W Oiild tVere a Cullome that at all New-playes 
The Makers fat o’th Stage^ either with Bayes 
To haue their Workes Crownd, or beate in with 
Hipng, 

Pied and bold Ideotes^ durfl not then fit Kifsing 
A Mufes cheeke ; Shame would bafe Changelings 
From Sucking the mellifluous Jdypocrene : 

Who -write as blinde-men flioote, (by Map, not Ayme,) 
So, Fooles by lucky Throwmgy oft win the Game. 
Phoebus has many Baftards, True Sonnes fewe, 

I meane of thofe, whofe quicke cleare eyes can viewe 
Poefics pure Effencc, It being fo diuine 
That the Suns Fires, (euen when they brightefl Ihine) 
Or Lightning, when moll fubtillie lotte does fpend it, 
May as foone be approchd, weyed, touchd, or com- 
prehended. 

But tis with Poets now, as tis with Nations, 
Thil-fauourdft Vices, are the braiiefl FaJIiions, 

A Play whofe Rudeiies, Indians would abhorre, 
lit fill a houfe with Fifliwiues, Rare, They All Roare, 
It is not Praife is lought for (Now) but Pence, 

Tho dropcl, Irom Greafie-apron Audience. 

Clapd may he bee with Ihunder, that plucks Bayes, 
With fuch Foule Manas, with Squint-Eyes does 
gaze 

On Pallas Shield ; not caring (fo hee Gaines, 

ACramd Third-May, whoX Filth drops fromhisIJ'm;^^^. 
Let Thofe that lone Pans pipe, daunce fiill to Pan, 
They fliall but get long Eares by it : Giue me That 
Man, 
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Who wlien of an Impoflumd Brayncs 

{Brmkiny^ out) infct^ls a Tlimfer^ and hotly raignes, 
Killing the Hearers hearts, that the vafl roomes 
Stand empty, like fo many Dead-mens toombes, 

Can call the BaniJJtd Auditor home, And tye 
His Kare (with golden chaines) to his Melody : 

Can draw with Adamantine Pen (eucn creatures 
Forgkle out of ^')!IIammcr^ on tiptoe, to Reach vp, 
And (from Rare fdenci) clap their Brawny hands^ 

T’ Applaud^ what their charmd foule fcarce vnder- 
llands. 

That Man giue mee ; wliofe Brefl fill’d by the MufeSy 
With Raptures, Into a fecond, them infufes i 
Can giue an Adlor, Sorrow, Rage, loy, Paffion, 

WhM hee againe (by felfe-fame Agitation) 

Commands the Hearers, fometimes drawing out 
Teares, 

Then finiles, and fills them both with Hopes & Feares. 
That Man giue mee : And to bee fucl>a-<9;^<?, 

Our Poet (this day) flriues, or to bee None : 

Lend not {Hini) hands for PtUte, but for Merit, 

If he Pkctfe, hee’s Crowiid, if Not, his Fate miift beare 
it 




IF THIS BE NOT 

A GOOD PLAY, THE 

DIVELL IS IN IT. 


Efiter {at the found of hcllifi mufick,) Pluto, and 
Charon. 


Flu. XJ- A ! 

Cha. J~j. So. 

Flu, Whatfo. 

Cha. lie be thy flauc no longer. 

Flu. What flauc ? 

Cha, Hels drudge, her Gally-flaue. T ha’ wore 
My flefh toth’ bones, bones marrowlcs, at the bare 
Tugging to waft to’ thy Stygian enapire, Soules, 
Which (but for Charon) neuer had come in Sholes, 
Yet (fwarmde they nere fo) them on ftiore I fet, 
Hell gets by Charon, what does Charon get 1 
Flu. His Fare. 

Cha. Scuruy fare, ile firll cry garlick. 

Flu. Doe : 

And make hel ftinck, as that does hither. 

Cha. If I doe 
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Some like that fmcll, my boatc to fliore ile pull ; 

Not worke a flroakc more. 

Phu How? 

Clia. Not touch a Scull 
Phi. Why? 

Cha. i htC no doings: Graucs-cncl-bargc has 
more, 

And caries as good as any are in hell ; 

I feare th’ infernall riucrs are frozen or’e 
So few by water come : els the whores that dwell 
Next dore to hell, goe about : befides, tis thought, 
That men to find hell, now, new waies haue fought, 

As Spaniards did to the Indies. Pluto, mend 
My wages, or row thy felfe, 

PIu. Vgly, grumbling flaue, 

Haue I not raifde thy price ? yet ilill do’ft crane ? 
Such bold braue beggers (heard off ner’e before, 

Are thy fares now, they teach thee to beg more. 

Thy fare was (firfl) a halfe-peny, then the foulcs gaue 
thee 

A peny, then three-halfe-pence, we fhall haue thee 
(As market-folkes on darth,) fo damned deere, 

Men will not come to hell, crying out th^axe heere 
Worfe racke then tlfare in tauernes : why doefl howle 
for mony ? 

Cha. For mony ; lie haue ij.d. for each fouie 
I ferry ouer ; I’me old, crazed, Stiffe, and lam’de, 

That fouie thats not worth ij,d. would twere damb’d. 
Piu, Thou flialt not. 

Cka, I will haue it, or lye flill, 

If Charon fill hell, hell fhall Charon fill : 

For Ghofls now come not thronging to my boate, 

But drop by one and one in ; none of note 
Are fares now : I had wont braue fellowes to ply, 
Who, (hack! and mangled) did in battailes dye. 

But now thefe gallants which doe walke hells 
Rowndes, 

Are fuller of difeafes, than of w’oundes. 

If wounded any lake my boate, they roare, 
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Being ftabd, either drunke, or flaine about fome 
whore. 

Thats all the fight now. 

Prod, Charon. Within. 

Fill. Get thee gon : 

That call’d for. 

Prod ; Charon. 

Cha. Ball not He come anon- 
Hagges of hell gnaw thee with their fowle furrl- 
gummes. 

Plu. Phito^ no wonder if fo few hither comes ? 
Cha. Why : 

Gingerly : See See, 

One of thine owne promooters, (with hawkes eyes, 
That fhould for prey be watching) here fnoring lyes. 
Pin. With a mifchife ! cabind 1 a fury. 

Char. He Ferret out more. 

Ruff man comes vf, Furie Enters. 

Cha. Another ; looke : dancing a bawde on’s 
knee. 

Enter ^Shacklefotde comes vp. 

Shack. I doe enquire if rich bawdes Carted bee 
On earth as well as poore ones : I fleepe not Pluto. 
Pin. Twifl flronger-knotted whips, He wake you 
(flaues !) 

Cha. Two of thy Summers dead-drunke here too. 
Lur. Thou lyeil. 

Charon. 


Lurchall and another Spirit comes vp. 

Cha. I come : If I muft worke, let thefe 
Thy Prentices, plye their occupation, 

T’vphold hells Kingdome, more rnufl worke then one. 

Exit. 

Pin. Ha ; Are there whipping-pofls for fuch as 
dwell 
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In Idlencs on Earth, and yet fliall Tlell 

(As if wee tooke bribes liere too,) let fuch paffe ! 

He haue you tawdc ; Is not the world as t’was 1 
Once mother of Rapes, Incefls, and Sodomies, 
Atheifrae, and Blaf])liemies, plump Boyes indeed. 

That fuck’d (our Bams brcfl) is fliee now barren 1 
Hal 

Is there a dearth of villaines ? 

Omn. More now then euer? 

JPlu. Is there fuch penurie of man-kind c Hell- 
houndes ? 

You can lye fnoring. 

Ruff. Each Land is full of Rake-hells. 

Shac, But fholes of Sharkes eate vp the Fifli at 
Sea, 

Ltcr. Braue pitchy villaines there. 

Flu. Yet you playing here. 

Omn, No, No j moil awefull Fluto, 

Flu. Were you good Hell-hounds, cucry day 
flrould bee 

A Synwn-zx\.(\.Fudc^ to crowne our bord with Feafls 
A blacke-eyde foules each mmute: were you honefl 
diuels 

Each officer in hell iliould haue at lead, 

A brace of whores to his break-fad ; aboue vs dwell, 
Diuells brauer and more fubtill then in HclL 
Onm. Weele fill thy pallace with them. 

Flu. He trye that : goe ; 

Rufinafi, take indantly a Courtiers fhape 
Of any country : choofe thine owne difguize 
And returne Iwiftly. 

Ruf Yes. Exit, 

Flu. ShacMefouk weare thou 
A Friers graue habit 

Shac. Well. Exit. 

Flu. Grmnjhall walke thou 
In trebble-ruffes like a Merchant. 

Lur. So : tis don. Exit. 

Flu. The barres of our latigious Courts had wont 
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To crack with thronging pleaders, whole lowde din 
Shooke the infernall hell, as if ’t had bin 
An earth-quake bur/ling from the deepe Abiffe,^ 

Or els loues thunder, throwne at the head of Bis 
(The God of gold,) for hiding it below, 

Thereby to tempt churles hither. Nor did we know 
What a Vacation ment : continuall ternie 
Fattend hels Lawyers, and fliall fo againe. 

Enter Eufmafi^ Shackle-foule and LurchalL 

Ruf, Here. 

Shac. Here. 

Lur. Command vs. 

Plu. Fly into the world : 

As y’are in lhapes transformde be fo in name, 

For men are out-fides onely : be you the fame ; u 
Hye thee to Naples^ {Rufman\ thou flralt finde 
A Prince there (newly crown de,) aptly inclinde 
To any bendings ; leafl his youthfull browes 
Reach at Stars only, wey down his loftiefl boughes 
With leaden plomets, poifon his bell thoughts with 
tafl 

Of things mofl fenfuall ; if the heart once wall 
The body feeles confumption ; good or bad kings 
Breede Subiedls like them : cleere llreames flow from 
cleere fprings. 

Turne therefore Naples to a puddle : with a ciiiill 
Much promifing face, and well oylde play the court 
diuell. 

Ruff, He doo’t in brauery : if as deepe as hell, 

Thy large eares heare a Land curfe me, my parfs 
playd well 

Flu, Fly Shackk-fould 
Shac, Whither? / 

Flu, To the Friery, / 

Bell-famde in Naples fonllridl orders : throw 
What nets thou feell can catch them: Amongll 
fow 
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Secdes of contention, or what cucr fin 
They mofl abhor, fwcatc tliou to bring that in. 

Shac* A wolfc in lambc skin lea])es into the rout, 
Bell, bookc, or candle cannot curfe me out \ 
lie curfc hifler than they* 

Phk Doc : Grumbali. 

Lur, Here. 

Flu. Be thou a cittie-diuell, make thy hands 
Of Harpyes clawes, which being on courtiers lands 
Once faflend, nehe let loofe, the Merchant play, 

And on the Burfe, fee thou thy flag difplay. 

Of politicke banck-ruptifme : traine vp as many 
To fight vnder it, as thou canfl, for now's not any 
That breake, (theile breake their necks firfl) if, befide 
Thou canfl not through the whole citie meete with 
pride, 

Riot, lechery, enuy, Auarice, and fuch flufFe, 
iBring 'em all i.n coach'd, the gates are wide enough, 
fl'hc fpirit of gold inflrudb thee ; hence all 
OfntL Fly. 

Flu. Stay, leafl you fliould want helpers at your 
calling 

Any diuels fliall come, (Starch hound, Tobacco 
fpawling, 

Vpfliotten, Suckland, Glitterbacke, or any 
Whom you fhall neede to imploy, but call not many, 
The’rs but few good in hell And flay, remember 
We all meete to heare how you profper. 

Omn, Where ? 

Flu, The Tree 

Blafled with Goblins, that about whofe roote 
5. Mandrakes growe, i’th Groue by Naples there, 
Meete there. 

Qmtu Wee fhall. 

^^Fiu, Our bleffings with you beare. 

Muff, Dread King of Ghofls, weele plye our thrift 
fo well, 

Thou fhalt be forc’d to enlarge thy layle of Hell 
Flu, Be quicke th'at befl, let fawey mortals know, 
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How ere they fleepe, there’s one wakes here below. 

Exeunt 

H Enter Alphonfo {King of Naples) Crownde, 
wearing Rohes Imperially Swordes of State, 
Maces, being borne before him, by Ocflavio 
Aftolfo, ( 2 . vnckles) Narcifio, loiiinelli, Brifco, 
{Counts with others, Cotmte Spendola meetmg 
them, 

Spen, One of thofe gallant Troupes went forth to 
meete 

Your admirde Miflreffe {Ermmhzld the faire) 

Hath left your Conuoy with her on the way. 

K And brings glad newes of her being here (this 
day) 

Let Canons tell in Thunder her Arriuall, 

Elourifh When fhee’s at hand our felfe will meete her. 

Omn, On. 


Hee takes his Seate ; All kneele, 

K Pray rife; vntill about our browes were 
throwne, 

Thefe fparkling beames, fuch adoration 
Was not beHowde on vs : whom does the knee 
Thus louely worfhip ? this Idoll, (Gold) or inee % 
Indeed t’is the worlds Saynt, if that you adore, 

Goe, pray to your coffers. None to vs flrall bow, 

Giue God your knees. 

Odi. Whofe owne voice does allow 
That Subie(5ls fhould to thofe who are Supreme, 

Bend, as to God, (all Kings being like to him) 

Afl, Thou wonder of thy time, He pay no more 
To thee of dutie than has bene before 
And euer fhall be payd to thofe fit Hye. 

K Pray mocke not mee with fuch Idolatiy, 

Kings, Gods are, (I confeffe) but Gods of clay, 

Brittle as you are, you as good as they, 
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Oncly in weight they differ^ (this poorc dram) 

Yet all but llefli and blond ; And fuch I am. 

If fuch, pray let nice cate, drinke, f])eake, and walke, 
Not look'd cleanc through, with fuperflitious eyes, 
(Not flar’dc at like a Cometc.) As you goe 
Or fpeake, or feede (vn wondered at) let nice fo. 

OB. Not Kings of Ceremonie. 

K. Vncle what then ? 

Still are they Kings. 

OB, But fliew like common men. 

K. Good vncle know, no Sunne in this our 
Spheare, 

Shall rule but Wee, let others fliine as cleare, 

In goodnes, None in greatnes fhall. 

AJl. Blefl raigiie ! 

The Golden worlde is molding new againe. 

K, All that I craue is this, and tis not newe, 

Pay vnto Cmfar onely Ccefars due. 

OB, We owe thee loyall hearts, and thofe wecle 
pay, ^ 

Each minute (Mirrour of Kings.) 
lou, Marke, the olde Lords promife their hearts, 
but no money. 

OB, Here are the names of bold confpirators, 
(Yong Catilines^ and farre more defperate) 

Who in your Fathers dayes kindled the fires 
Of hote Rebellion. 

K, Which are now burnt out. 

OB. Who knowes that? embers in dead Allies 
lye, 

King, Set thy hand to this let Traytors dye. 

A/i. Tis fit you Ihould doe fo. 

OB. Sound Pollicie. 

K Men many things hold fit, that are not good, 

A yong Beginner and fet vp in blood 1 
(Butchers can doe no more.) Shall Recordes fay 
Being Crownde, he playd the Tyran the firfl day, 

How lliould that Chronicler be curf d 1 your paper. 
When fuch a fatall booke comes in my fight, 
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He with Vef;pafian with I could not write, 

Their bond is canceld. I forgiue the debt, 

See that at liberty, they all be fet 
Omii. A Princely A€i. 

Ott. If wifely tis well done. 

That raigne mull bofl, which mercy has 
begun. 

JT, Beare witnes all, what pace the Chariot 
wheeles 

Of our new guilded Soueraigntie fhall run. 

J^uf. A mayne gallop I hope. 

AT. And here I vow to end as tis begun. 

AJi^ Heauen fill thee full of dayes, but (being all 
told) 

Ending no worfe, their fumme week write in gold. 
The courfe youle take deere Lord. 

K. This : pray obfenie it 
lou. Call you this Coronation day ? would I were 
ith llreetes where the conduites run claret wine, there’s 
fome good fellowfiiip. 

Oil. Peace. 

K. Each weeke within the yeere fhall be a booke 
Which each day ile reade o’re : I well may doe’t, 

The booke being but fix leaues (fix dayes,) the 
feuei^'h 

Be his thaf owes it \ Sacred is that and hye ; 

And who prophanes one houre in that, fliall dye. 

Spen. How manie wilbe left aliue then this day 
fortnight ? 

Oil. Firll, beate all Tauernes downe then, Soules 
are loft 

(Being drownde in Surfets) on that feuenth day moft. 
Stay (bell of Kings) mine owne hand fhall fet downe 
What lawes thou mad’fl firfl day thou worift a 
Crowne. 

Begin, begin thy weeke. 

K. Write Monday. 

Oil. So fo, -Monday. 

3 ij. 
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loiL They fay Monday’s Shoocinakcrs holHdayj 
He fall to that trade. 

Oii^ I hauc writ it downe my liege. 
loti. Peace, harken to your Icflbn. 

K. That day, from mornc till night, Tie execute 
The office of a Iiidge, and wey out lawes 
With euen fcales. 

lou. Thats more than grocers doc. 

K. The poore and rich mans caiifc 
He poize alike : It thall be my chiefc care 
That bribes and wrangling be pitch’d o’re the barre. 
loti. We fhall hane old breaking of neckes then. 
K, Downe with that fiifl. 

O for a pen of gold ! 

Youle haue no bribes. 

K, None. 

OB, Yet terme-time all the yeere 1 
A good flrong law-fuite cannot now cofl deere. 

K, Haue you done ? 

OB, T’me at bribes, and wrangling done pre- 
fently, 

Nar, We miift all turne pettifoggers, and in ftead 
of gilt rapiers, hang buckram bags at our girdles. 
lou. All my clients, ffialbe women. 

Spen, Why ? 

lou, Becaufe they are eafieft fetched oner : there’s 
fomething to be gotten out of them. 

OB, Thy monday’s taske is done : whats next ? 
lou, Sunday if the weeke goes backward. 

Kin^, Tuefdayes wee’le fit to heare the poore- 
man’s cryes, 

Orphans and widowes : our owne princely eyes 
Shall their petitions reade : our xirogreffe then 
Shal be to hofpitalls which good minded men 
Haue built to pious vfe, for lame, ficke, and poorc 
Week fee whats giiien, what fpent, and what flowes 
or’e 

Charles (with Gods mony) fliall not feafl, fwill wine, 
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And fat their rancke gutts whileft poore wretches 
pine. 

Toil This is a braue world for beggers, if it hold. 
OB. Poore wretches pine, So are they left ; totli 
next 

Kin. Wednefdaies weelc fpcnd — 
lou. In fifli dinners. 

Kin. In th^ affaires 

Of farren Hates, treate with embaffadors, 

Heare them and giue them anfweres. Thurfday, for 
warres. 

lou. That’s well : better be together by th’ eares, 
then to goe halting to hofpitalls. 

Kin. Our Neapolitane youths (that day) fliall try 
Their skill in armes, poore fcomed Soldiers 
Shall not be fuffer’d beg here (as in fome landes) 

Nor ffoope flaue-like to Captaines proud commands, 
Staruc, and lie naflie, when the felfe-fame pay, 

The Souldier fights for, keepes the Leaders gay. 

Nor lhall he through ice and fire make gray his 
head, 

Weare out new Istoones, onely to eame his bread, 
Wade vp to’th beard in torrents ^ and be drownd 
All faue the head ; march hard to mectc a wound 
I’th very face, and euen his heart-firings cracke, 

To win a towne, yet not to cloath his backe : 

And the blacke florme of troubles being gon, 

Shund like a creditor, not looked vpon, 

But as court-pallats (when bright day drawes nye) 
Rold vp in fome darke corner is throwiae by. 

Vncle write that 

OB. Faff as my pen can trot 
Spen. What a number of tottred roagues wilbe 
turn’d into braue fellowes a this new change of the 
moone. 

lou. The brauer they are, the fooner are mercers 
vndon. 

OB. . Souldiers are downe too. 

Kin. Downe with Learning next. 


T 2 
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For friday flmlbe fpent it'h reiicrcnd SchooleSj 
Whi^o wcelc lift brairiic from lionre, (hiffc babling 
looks, 

But crowne the deepc-braincl dir][)utant) none fliall 
hold 

Three or four Clmrch-Huingb (got by Symonious 
gold) 

In them to fat bimfelfe as in a llye, 

When greater Schollers languifli in beggery : 

And in thin thred-bare caflacks weare out their age, 
And bury their worth in fome by vicorage ; 

This weele fee mended. 

Enter louenella. 

JotL Tyth pigges youBe fmoake for this. 

Kin. So fet it downe. 

OB. Schollers languifli in beggery — So : 

Thy fridaies law is writ 5 for Satterday, what ? 

King. I inaiy fir, All our cares now for that. 

Well to begin, and not end fo were bafe, 

The winning of the gole crownes each mans race. 

Nardffo in before in the Scene^ Enters here* 

Nar. Sir, theres a flranger newly ariu’de your 
court, 

And much importunes to behold your Highnes. 

Kin. What is he? 

Nar. Of goodly prefence. 

Kin, Let him fee vs. 

Rnfman brought in by all 

Ruff, The powers that guide me, guard thee, I 
haue heard thy name 

I n regums far hence, where it does refouncl 
Lowder than Iutc at home ; to touch this ground 
i hn palTd llirough countries, into which none here 
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Would willingly faile I thinke, and with me bring, 

My loue and feruice, which to your grace I tender. 
Kin. What are you, and whence come you ? 

Ruff, From Hductia, 

Sj)en, What hell fayes hee ? 
loiL Peace you fliall know hot hell time enough, 
Ruff. I am an Heluetian borne, the houfe from 
which I am defcended, ancient and well knowne to 
many princes : Bohor is my name. 

lou. Zounds I Bohor 1 has flruck two of my teeth 
out with his name ; 

Ruff, A Shalcan Tartar being my grandfather 
Men call me Shalkan Boho7\ About the world 
My trauailes make a girdle (perfedl round :) 

So 'that, what wonders Kings on earth euer found 
I know, and what I know, Is yours. 

K. Braue Heluetian, 

We giue you thankes and welcome ; your arriuall 
Is faire and to our wifli, of all thofe dayes. 

Which Time fets downe, to number vp a weeke, 
Euery day haue we tasked ; faue only one, 

How in thefe courts of Kings (through which you 
haue gon,) 

Doe Princes wall their howres ? 

Ruff, How but in that, 

For which they are borne Kings? (Pleafure :) euery 
man’s ayme, 

Is to hit pleafure : onely tis changde in name, 

Thats all the difference ; Are Kings Tirants ? Blood 
Is then their pleafure : thirft they after warres 1 
Ambition tickles them : that for which man mofl 
cares, 

Good or bad, tis his pleafure, and to gaine it, 

His foule mufl compaffe it, tho hell reflraine it : 

To this marke all mens thoughts, Creation drew, 

That all might ftriue for a thing, thats got by fewe : 
Who are thofe few but Kings ? and tis fit they 
Should haue it, becaufe true pleafure does foone de- 
cay. 
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K, How like you his coimfcll'? 

Onm. Rarely. 

OB. What riiillans this ? 

IC Bohor tha’Jfl wannYl our yong blood ; A1 cares 
of ilate, 

Shall that day lleepe, to our felfe weelc Satcrclay 
hauc, 

Pleafure (the flaue of Kings fliall then be our ilaue, 
Lords let there be a proclamation drawne, 

What man loeuer (flrange or natiue borne, 

Can fcafl our fpleene, and heigthen our delight, 

He Hiall haue gold and be our fauorite. 

Tilts, turneys, mafques, playes, dauncing, drinking 
deepe 

Tho ere noone all Naples lye dead-drunke a fleepe. 
OB. How King % 

K'm. Weele hauc it fo vnclc. 

Omii. J3owne with that too. 

lou. Print Satteniay in great text letters. 

OB. Well, well, it flialh 

Our fwan turncs crow, ])oiroiKl with one drop of 
gall. 

Km. He haue this ])roclamation forthwith drawnc. 
Nar. And ptiblifli al tlie daies. 

Frif. And Satterday. 

lou. Efpecially that at large if you can in red, like 
a Dominican letter. 

Kin. Goe fee it don. 
lou. My taske. Exit 

Kin. Why figh you ? Of fix dayes wo'd you not 
fpare me one ? 

OB, Thine owne lawes from thine ownc mouth, 
weele ])roclaime, 

If thine owne words thou c'alfl, bccH thine ownc 
fliame. 


Enter fouinelll hajlily. 

lou. Your long expedled haj)pines is arriuVl, 
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The princeffe of Calabria. 

Km. Thou crown’fl me agen : 

Deere vncle, honored Lords, with our whole court 
Honor her hither ; I am rapd with loy, 

And iofl till I behoid her : fetch me my loue. 

OH, I feare deepe whirlepooles Iho it run fmooth 
aboue. 

KL To our worthy friend your welcomes. 

Exit OH. AJl. 

lou. But pray Sir tell vs, meanc you that we 
indeed 

Shall haue but one playing day through the whole 
weeke ? 

Km. All loidnelli^ weele be louiall all. 

Brif. Till Satterday came, we liu'de in terrible 
feare. 

Thanke Bohor, who your dead fpirits vp did reare. 

Kin, Had I (as firft I did begin) gon on, 

I like a Schoole-boy fliould haue worne my crowne, 
As if I had borrowed it. 

Ruff. Had bin mofl vile. 

Kin. He be a Sea, (boundles.) 

S^en, Thou art a funne, 

And let no bafe cloudes muffle thee. 

Kin. Braue Kings all 1 

Crowne, Scepter, Court, Cittie, Country, are at your 
call. 

lou. There fpake young loue indeede. 

Brif, The tyde now turncs. 

Nar, And now weele fwim. 

Kin. And laugh, tho the whole world mournes. 

Florijk. Omn: Tantara, hey. Trumpets. 

Erminghild brought in. 

Enter Oflavio and Allolphe, vffmring Erminhild, 
attended by Ladies and others. 

Nar. Call vp your luflieU fpirits: the Lad/s 
come. 
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K 0 my earthly bliffe ! embraces 1 kiffcs ! how 
fwcete 

Are you to parted Louers \vhcn they meetc ? 

That entertainemcnt which the Duke your Father, 
Lent Toyellic (late to mcc,) I now can pay 
At a Kings charge : to our NcapolHanc Court, 

None (brighteft EmiinJiild can come longd for 
More then your felfe.) You hauc flolue vpoii vs 
(Ladie) 

Erm. You haue good Law againil me, (playing 
the thiefe) 

Your Grace may keepe mee prifoner. 

K, In thefe Armes ; 

From whence not Ime fliall raunfome thee ; We 
Twaine 

Will wed, and bed, and get a Prince fhall raigne 
In Naples brauely, when wee both lye dead : 

Till then, Pleafures wings, to their full bredth be 
fprcad. Exeunt 

Enter Scumbrotli, ringing a Bell ; Al])hegc, a E)yer 
Shackle-foule, a Eriers wcede, nnY/i doth to lay. 

Scum, A mangier, a mangier, a mangier, I mufl 
needs haue a mangie voice, when I doe nothing but 
ball for a company of hungry Scabs ; a mangier. 

Alph, You mufl be nimble Eujh. 

Sha, As a drawer in a new Tauern, firfl day the 
bufli is hung vp. 

Scum, A mangier, a manger, a mangier. Exit 
Alp, So : the Lord Priors napkin here, there the 
Sub-priors : his knife and cafe of pick-toothes thus : 
as for the couent, let them licke their fingers in ftead 
of wiping, and fuck their teeth in fteede of picking. 
Shac, What other dutie Sir, mull I call mine ? 

Alp, As you are nouice, you are to fay grace de- 
murely, waite on the Priors Trencher foberly, fleale 
away a moulhfull cunningly, and munch it vp in a 
corner Imngeriy. Ply your office, liujk. Exit 



the Diuell is in it 281 

Shad'- Tliankes good Frier Alphege : yes, Shackle- 
foule will play 

The taske hee’s let to ; Diuels neuer idle lye : 

Frier ! ha, ha ; y’haue now an excellent quire, 
To fmg in hell, the Diuell and the Frier. 

Enter Prior ^ Suhprior^ Alj^hegc^ Hillary^ RuJJi^ 
and other Friers, All fit\ dijhes brought in 
before, 

Pri, Where’s Rujh^ our Pmior Nouice ? 

Ru. Here Lord Prior. 

Pri, Stand foorth, and render thankes. 

Ru. Fliim, hum : 

For our bread, wine, ale and beere, 

For the piping hot meates heere : 

For brothes of fundrie tails and fort, 

For beefe, veale, mutton, lamb, and porke. 
Greene-fawce with calfes head and bacon, 

Pig and goofe, and cramd-vp capon. 

For pall raiz’d ftilFe with curious art, 

Pye, cuflard, florentine and tart 

Bak’d rumpes, fried kidneys, and lam-llones, 

Fat fweete'breads, lufcious maribones, 

Artichoke, and oyller-pyes, 

Butterd Crab, prawnes, lobllers thighes, 

Thankes be giuen for flefh and hlhes, 

With this choice of tempting dillres : 

To which proface : with blythe lookes fit yee, 

RuOi bids this Couent, much good do’t yee. 

Pri. How dar’ll thou mock vs thou ill nurtur’d 
llaue ? 

Sub, Contemn’fl thou our order and religious 
fare % 

Shac, He has fpoken treafon to all our ftomaches. 
Om7i, Downe with the villaine. 

Sub, Mifchiefe on vs waites 
If wee feede fo vile a wretch. 

Pri, ThmH him out at gates. 
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SJiac, I doe coniure you by my hallowed beadcs 
To heare me fpeake, 

FrL Canfl thou excufc thy felfe ? 

Shac, Alas (my I.ord) T thought it had bin here 
As in the neighbouring Churches, where the ])oor’fl 
Vicar 

Is filled vp to the chin witli choice of meates, 

Yet feekes new wayes to whet dull aj)pctite, 

As there with holy fpels mens foulcs they cheriflii, 

So with delirious fare, they themfelues nourifli. 

Nor want they argument for fweete belly-chcere 
To proue it lawfull. 

Suk Mofl prophane and fearefull. 

S/ia^. But fmee your order (pious and reuerend) 
Tyed to religious falls, fpends the fad day 
Wholy in meager contemplation, 

I abfolulion beg on both my knees, 

For what my tongue offended in : las ! poore 
(See’t by his cheekes) cates little : I can feede 
On rootes, and drinke the water of the Spring 
Out of mine ownc cup : make an Anatomy 
Of my mofl finfull carcas : then pardon mcc. 

Fn, 'fhy ignorance is thy pardon, wee bclccue 
thee. 

S/iac. Gratias nuerendc domine Frior, 

Fn\ But do our brethren in parts more remote, 
Feede fo delitious faifl thou % 

Skac, Rudi cannot lye. 

Suh Thou falfely doeft accufe thofe holy men* 
FrL How can it Hand with their profeffion ? 

Suh Thou faifl (vile yongman) they hauc argu- 
ments 

To proue it lawfull gluttonoufly to feede. 

Omn, Rtijh^ anfwere the Sub-prior. 

Shac* Audite fratres^ they doe not onely proue it 
lawfull, but make it palpable, that hee who eates not 
good meate is damde. 

Suh Bcmdidte. 

Scu» What fhall become of all vs then f 
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PrL Thou art diflracfled, whence canfl thou force 
argument ? 

Shac, From fillie reafon, would you heare me 
fpeake ? 

PrL Speake freely and be bold, lillen. 

Onm, Hum, hum, hum. 

Shac, He that eats not good meate is dambd : 
Sic Dlfpiiio, 

If he that feedes well hath a good foule, then ^ 
Contra, 

No, he that feedes ill, hath a bad and a poore foule. 

Scu, Thats wee. 

Shac, And fo confequently is dambd, for who re- 
gards poore foules % and if they be not regarded they 
are call foorth, and if call foorth, then they are 
dambde. 

Sul), I deny your minor, he that feedes well hath 
a good foule. 

Shac, Sic proho : the foule followes the tempera- 
ture of the body, hee that feedes well hath a good 
temperature of body, Ergo^ he that feedes well hath 
a good foule. 

PrL A ful and edyfying argument 

Onin, Hum, hum, hum. 

Sub, I deny that the foule followes the tempera- 
ture of the body. 

Shac, Anima fequitur temperaiuram Corporih^ It is 
a principle, contra principia non ejl difputandum. 

All wee. 

PrL Its mofl apparent. 

Sm* O moll learned Rujti ! 

Sub, A lliallow SophiHer, heare me farder. 

PrL Subprior, weele heare the rell difputed at our 
leifure : you take too much vpon you. 

Scu, Shall I take this vpon me my Lord % 

PrL Hence with this tralh, we haue too long for- 
borne to tall heauens bleflings fully, which to our 
dutie had more enabled vs, Rujh thart fome Angel 
■ Sub, Rather fome diuell fent to bewitch our foules. 
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PrL Sub-prior no more. 

Suh, I mufl fpeake, heare me brethren, 

Shall we (bound by folemne oathes) t’ abiure the 
world, 

And all her forceries : to whom night and day 
Are as one hower of prayer 1 whofe temperance makes 
vs 

Endure what ful-fild bellie Gods admire ; 

Shall we (by zealous patrons) tyde to obferue 
Dirges and Requiems for their peacefull foules. 

In glottonous riot bury facred almes \ 

Turne Sandtimonious zeale and Charitie 
To loathfome furfet 1 and thofe well-got goods 
Our benefadlors fau’d, by their owne fails 
And moderate lining, lhall we feede vpon 
Ful-gorging vs till we vomit ? fore-fend it heauen ? 

By all the Saints, by him firfl taught our order 
l^^at temperance was, here ihall poore Cle7nefit feede, 
Till his ore-wearied life, takes her laft leaue 
\ Of this all tempting world where all fmnes breede. 

\ PrL Howes this ? are you become our confeilor % 

. Jell thruil vs out at gates, locke vp the Cloifter, 

And cal in whom you like : be you the Prior. 

Speake are you agreed, RuJIi be our maiiler-cooke ? 
Scu, You haue my voice. 

Alp. And mine. 

Pri. Doe you all confent % 

Omn. Yes, all. 

Sub. Firfl fend this fiend to banifhment. 

PrL We haue moil voices on our fide. 

Sub. You may; 

Las ! mofl men couet flill the broadefl way. 

PrL Giue Rujh his charge then, Scumb : you mull 
refigne. 

Scu. With a good maw, I fhal haue a fatter office 
to be his fcullion. 

Shac. Worthy Lord Prior, heare me yet, 

I muH not my profeffion let, 

To Scumbroath^ what I know ile teach, 
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To make caudels, lelHes, leach, 

Sirrup of violets, and of rofes, 

Cowflip fallads, and kick chofes, 

Preferue the apricock, and cherry, 

Damfm peare-plom, rafpis berry j 
Potates ike if you Ihall lack, 

To corroborate the back : 

A hundred more fhall Rujh deuice, 

And yet to early mattins rife, 

Our ladies office, fing at prime, 

At euen-fong, and at compline time. 

Chant Anthems, Aniuerfaries, Dirges, 

And the doleful! de profundis, 

FrL Thou ffialt not change thy order: Sirra, 
cooke, 

From RuJIi take leffons againfl night, for fare 
Abundance and delitious. 

Scu, I ihall be greedy to learne of him hr, fince 
your lordffiip is turnde, our very lack and his fpits 
ffiaU turne too. Exit 


Enter 2 , Pilgrimes, 

PrL What men are thefe ? 

Suh, Welcome good holy father. 

Both. Thankes reuerend maiiler. 

I. Pit Blefl fir, according to the Churches rite 
We (Pilgrimes, to lerufalem bound) this night 
Defire repofe, and pious charitie 
In your moil holy Couent 
PrL You are mofl welcome. 

Aiphege^ goe lead ^em in. 

Shac : By no meanes. 

PrL Why. 

Bhac. Tis mortall fin. 

Suk 0 black impietie ! 

Prz : How ? fm to feed religious votaries I 
Shac : Bather to nouriffi idle vagabonds : 

The Cleargy of other lands, haue with much pietie 
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And thrift deflroyde thofe drones, that lazily 
Line eating vp the labours of the bee. 

A churchman there cares but to fcede the fotile, 

He makes that charge his office, Aifniifdeeds ! alas ! 
Tliey through the Lawyers hands arc fiit’fl to paffc. 
Suk Can you heare this Diuell ? 

Skac. Befides my reuerend Lord, 

Thefe manderers here as fpies, and foone beare word 
To Princes eares of what they heare and fee. 

Fri. Ha Rufi 1 thou fpeaFfl right 

SuK Dambd iniquitie 1 

FrL Hence with thofe runnagates. 

Omn. Come, hence. 

FrL Spume ’em away. 

Suk Oh had mine eyes drop’d out ere feene this 
day. 

Stay comfortles poore foules, my pittying teares 
Shall fpeake what my tongue dares not, here holy men, 
You nere fliall fay when next we meete againc, 

Frier Ck77ient to the hungrie grutch’d his meate, 

Or to the weary pilgrim lodging, this makes you catc, 
And when you haue relieu’d your fainting limbes. 
Commend me in your prayers^ and midfi your 
hymmes 

Thus wifh, that he who did your lorney furder, 

May neuer liue, to breake his holy order. 

Fn, Old fuperflitious dotard; beate hence thefe 
beggers. 

I. FtL Many old mans curfes will on his foule be 
fpent, 

Who thus defaces, Charities monument : EocmnL 

Shac. I told you they were curs, that ceafe to 
barke, no longer then you feede them. 

FrL Frier, thou fpeak’ld right : 

Make haft with fare delitious, weele crowne the night. 

Exmmt, Manet Shackle-fonk, 

Shac, Ha ha, laugh Lucifer, dance grim fiends of 
hell, 
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Of foules thou iudge iull, but moft terrible, 

I mull exa6l a double pay from thee, 

Nere hadfl thou lorney man deferude fuch fee, 

Let me call vp my reckonings, what I ha won 
In this firfl voiage : Charity ! Ihees vndon : 

Fat gluttony broke her back : next her flep^d in 
Contention (who fliakes Churches) now the fweete fin 
(Sallow lechery,) fliould march after : Auarice, 
Murder, and all finnes els, hell can deuice, 

He broach : the head's in, draw the body after, 

Begin thy feafl in full cuppes, end in flaughter. 

That damnedfl fury : oh, but Frier Clements free ! 
True ; ha'fl no fnare t' intrap him % let me fee. 

Hees old, choake him with goldj hold on thy 
Reiiells, 

Fluto makes Shackie-foule freftdent of Diueis. Exit 

Enter K, Octauio^ Narcijfo^ louinelU^ Spendola* 

jST. What pi6lar's that (Vncle Oflazdo 1) 

OB. The pidlure of thy Hate, (drawne by thy 
^ felfe,) 

This is that booke of flatutes, were enadled 
In the high Parliament of thy roiall thoughts 
Where wifedome was the fpeaker. And bccaufe 
Thy fubiedls fliall not be abufde by lawes 
Wrap'd vp in caradlers, crabbed and vnknowne, 

Thefe thine owne language fpeakc. 

K. Hang ’em vp vncle. 

OB. What fayes the King ? 
lou. You mufl hang vp the lawes. 

OB. Like cob-webbe in fowle roomes, through 
which great flies 

Breake through, the leffe being caught bith wing, 
there dies. 

No no, thy lawes ile fix full in thy fight, 

Hangs a table vp. 

(Like fea-markes,) that if this great fixip of fway 
And kingly ventures, loofe her confiant way. 
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I’th botlomles gulpli of flate, (beaten by the ftormcs 
Of youthfuli foilie, raging in moiiflrous formes) 

Shee may be fau’de from finking and from wrack, 
(Stecrd by this compaffe, for the points of it 
Shall guide her fo, on rockes flie cannot fplit. 

Kin. You are our carefull pilat. In this voiage 
Of Gouemment, be you our Admirall. 

Wifedome and Age being props, realmes feldome fall 

Enter Brifco, 

Ott, Oraculous is thy voice. 

Kin. How now count Brifco F 
Me thinkes I read a comedy in thy lookes. 

Nar. Has met fome merry painter, hees drawn e 
fo liuely. 

Omn. Come count your newes. 

Brif I fhall beflow them freely : 

The phyficke of your proclamation workes : 

Your guilded pills (roll’d vp in promifes 
Of princely fauours to his wit, who highefl 
Can raife your pleafures) flip fo fmoothly downe 
Your Subiedts throates, that all (vpon a fudden) 

Are loofely giuen. 

Kin. How loofely giuen? why count? 

Br. Name but what fport, your Highnes would 
haue A6ted 

Tine prologue toot ; your court mull haue more gates 
To let in ruffing Saterday : without (now) wdites 
Muficke in fome ten languages : each one fweares 
(By Orpheus fiddle-cafe) they will tickle your eares 
If they can doo’t with fcraping. 

BrL Theres feuen fcore Noife at leall of engliffi 
fidlers. 

Jo, 7. fcore I they are able to eate vp a citie in 
very fcraps. 

Bri Very bafe-viall men moll of 'em : befides 
whole fwarmes of welffi harpes, Irilh bag-pipes, lewes 
trompes, and french kitts. 
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All thefe made I together play : 

But their dambd catter-wrailing, frighted me away. 

Oti. Thefe fports to pleafe 
A Princes eyes ? 

Bn, How like you then of thefe ? 

The cittie-waterbearers (trimly dight) 

With yellow oaker-tankerds (pind vpright) 

Like brooches in their hatts ; In their frefli loues 
A may-game bring, All, wearing dog-skin gloues. 

Made not to Ihrinke it’h wetting. 

Kin» Bid thefe poore men drinke \veli, and fo be 
gon. 

Bru What will you haue then ? 

Will you fee the Turners Ihew, brauely preparde 
With colours, drumes, and gunnes (with rufl halfe 
mar’de 

Bearing that, of which they long haue bin depriu’de. 
Kiiu What id ? 

Bru Their daring Giant, (newly reui’de) 

Om?i, For lotm fake lets fee that. 

Oti. O fie (Prince) fie I 

In thy court painted monfters, they come not here, 
Hide forth, thou fhalt meete Giants euery where. 

Me thinkes (yong Lords) your foules being new re- 
finde 

With beames of honor, fliould not be declin’de 
To fports fo low and vulgar : but fmce the King 
Of birdes (the Eagle) letts you fpred a wing 
So neere his owne, you fhould put vp fuch game 
As fits an Eagle, and purfue the fame. 

And not like rauens, kites, or painted layes 
Soare high, yet light on dunghills, for dinking preyes. 
loM. Old Lord you raue. 

JVan What fports wood you deuife ? 

Oti, Mod fit for Kings. Were I (before his eyes) 
To prefent obiedls, they fhould all be rare, 

Of Romane triumps, laden wth the fpoiles of warre : 
Or Lions, and wilde-Boares kill'd by adliue force : 

Or fea-fights : or land-battailes on foote, or horfe : 
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Such fights as thefe, kindle in Kings braue fire^ 

4ncl meeting fpirits that dare mount, mount ’em 
higher, 

Where apilli paflimes lay our foules downe flat, 
Groueling on earth, bafe and effemminate. 

BrL I haue bowles of this bias too, for your 
Lordlhips alley. 

King, Trundle ’em out before him. 

BrL The wodden-leg Souldier, 

Waites to prefent you with his fliow of warre. 

0^. I mary my liege. 

BrL The Scholler has his deuice, the Mariner his. 
OB. Thefe are Kings fports indeed. 

BrL Will you fee thefe ? 

Kiiu Faith be it fo ; becaufe weele now rather 
pleafe 

Our vncle than our felfe, pray fetch in thefe. 

The reft cafliere. 

Spen. Send the fidlers merily home. 

BrL And yet pa ’em fcuruily 1 lis impofflble. 

Ion. And bid the water-bearers clenfe the cilie 
Ther’s many a foule thing in it. 

OB. Marflaall ’em in. 

BrL lie fetch thefe worthy fpirits in my felfe. 

No, no, weele ayde you fir. 
lou. March : and giue vs roome. Exeunt 

KL Sdeath ! if thefe doting gray-beards might 
haue their wills, 

We neuer fhall haue ours : let vs croffe them 
As they croffe vs, 

Onm, How, how ! 

Kin^ Euery deuice 

Their Ningles bring in, abufe with fcuruie iefl, 

Beet nee’re fo good. 

Omn. Agreed. 

Nar : If Kinies bring away the Nefl. 

KL Teach louinelH and Brifco when to giue fire. 
Dromes and trompets founding. 
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JEnter OBauio^ louinelU^ Brifco^ Rufinm^ the Souldier^ 
Scholler^ Marinen 

Sol I am a Souldier. 

lou ; We know that by your legges. 

Sol. Does my fLump grieue you ? 

BrL Not if you beflir your flumps nimbly fir, 
Nar. What hot Hiofs this % 

Sol, A Souldier fir : thats all : 

Thats more than fir I thinke you dare be. Zounds i 
baffuld for my limbes lofl in feruice 1 your • noble 
father 

Has clapd this buff-ierkin, when this Stump of wood 
Has vp tot’h knee ilucke three howres in french blood ; 
When fuch as you, with your Spangled rofes, that day 
Brauely beflird their heeles, and ran away : 

He fland toot, I. 

Sd>en. With one leg. 

Sol : Yes : with one. 

Odl. Yong Lords, thus to fcome Souldiers, tis ill 
don. 

Kin, Vncle, heres no man fcornes ’em ; muft we 
be brau’de 

By a flaring fellow, for a little fighting % goe. 

Sol Fighting ! 1 cannot halt I, but fpeake plaine^ 
No King on earth baffalls me, ide baffall againe, 

Th’ whole race of great turkes, had lem ith field : I ha 
brought 

With me a hundred Souldiers, (old Seruitors) 

Poore as my felfe in clothes ; picke out fine hundred 
Of fuch filke-flocken men, if they beate vs, hang vs, 
S’bloud if we toffe not them, hang’s agen : a fort 
We ha built without, and mand it, this was the fport 
A Souldier wood ha giuen thee : my one hundred 
Had taught thee all the rules i’th Schoole of warre. 
Kin. All this iie read without mayme, wound or 
fcarre. 

Sold, What fay you to an Engine, that at once 
Shall fpoile fome thirtie men % 

tr 2 



2g2 If this be not a good Play^ 

Ion, Tliirtie men : nothing. 

Sold, If nothing ! liafl thou bin beate for this 1 
farewell. 

lou. I can fetch twenty feriueners haue don more 
With a bare goofe-quilL 

Sold, Maifl thou but Hue, to need a Souldiers 
arme, 

That laught to fee him bleed. Exit 

Bri, You haue loft the day fir, for your Souldiers 
fly. 

Kin, Fly to the diuell let 'em. 
lou. Your leaders before. 

Spen, You fight all vnder one cullors % doe you 
not? 

Scho. Sir : 

Thefe pleafures to the King which I prefer, 

Flow from loues braine. 

Nar. Fleyda ! heres one has beaten out Tones 
braines. 

Spen, Wud I had thee hung vp at our mainc kit. 
Sch\ No Sir Tones braine, {Miner ua qucenc of 
wit) 

If all the Mufes and the Arts can fit 

With their high Tunes, fuch choice and Princely cares, 

Apollo (Father to them all) — appeares 

lotL. Apollo was an Affe ; he let a wench whom he 
lou'de to be turnd into a Bay-tree, and now fliees glad 
for a peny to flick Ale-houfe-windowes, and wynde 
dead coarfes. 

Bri Let Apollo goe and lye with his owne 
Daughters. 

K, Are you a Scholler Syr ? 

Toil. A fchool-mafler as I take it, and comes to 
prefent a verie prettie fhow of his fchollers in broken 
Latin. 

Odl. Can wee be dumb and fee this ? 

Sch. 0 haples Learning ! 

Flie and complaine, to Heauen (where thou wert 
borne) 
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That thou (whome Kings once nurfde,) art now their 

fcome. Exit. 

NaTn How blowes the winde Syr 

Seaf. Wynde 1 is JS/ore-Nbre- West 

Nar. To hoyfe your fayles vp too, I thinke tis 
bell. 

Sea, A blacke Guft is comming ; vp a-low*there 
hey : A young-man vp toth Top-mafl-head, and looke- 
out : fland to your Sayles : iland to your Top-failes : 
let goe your Harriars, let goe, ainaine louere amaine, 
quicke, quick, Good fellowes. 

Oifm, Hees mad. 

Sea, 'Whoes at Helme 1 beare vp hard : and hard 
vp : and thou beeH a man beare vp ; Star-borde, Port- 
agein : off with your Drablers, and your Banners ; 
out with your Courfes : Ho, — I fpie two Shippes 
yonder, that yaw too and agen, they haue both fprung 
a Leake, I thinke the Diuell is fucking Tabaccho, 
heeres fuch a Mill : out with your boate, and you 
Besmen, cut-downe Mafte-bith borde ; beare vp, 

Ime a Blunt-fellow you fee, All I fay is this, 

You that fcorne Sea-men, lhall a Sea-man miffe. Exit. 

0^^ Now by my life I haue patient flood too long. 
To fee rich merit and loue, payde with bafe wrong : 
Learning ! and Armes 1 and Traffique 1 the triple wall 
That fortifies a Kingdome, race em downe All I 
This Seaman, (hee that dearefl earnes his bread) 

Had rigd and manned 4. Gallies brauely furniflit, 

With Souldiers, Rowers, and Fire-workes for a Sea- 
fight 

K, You are full of Squibs too, pray goe fire em all. 

OSi. Mufl I bee then cafhierde too? mary and 
flialL 

To faue thy finking Honour, He fend hence 
Thefe men with thankes, with praife, and recompence- 

Exit 

Omn, Pray doe. 

K: Braue Shakan-Eohor, all this while 
Our eye has followed yours, and feene it fmile, 
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(As twere in fcorne) of what thele men could doe^ 
Which made vs flight them off ; to ingrofle you 
(Our befl and richefl prize ;) ith Courts of Kings 
Through which you ha paffd, you ha fccne wonders^ 
fliew em. 

Ruff. I fliall at opportune howers. If your Grace 
Arride the toyes, they bragd of (Fire-workes, 

And fuch light fluffes) Sit feareleffe without danger 
Of murdring fhot, which villaines might difeharge 
In (idle counterfet Sea-fights) you fliall fee 
At opening of this hand, a thoufand Balles 
Of wilde-Fire, flying round about the Aire — there. 

Mre-workes on Lines. 

Omn. Rare, Rare. 

K. Tis excellent, Sdeath from whence flew they? 

Bri, Hell, I thinke. 

lou. Hell ! Nay, if any that are in Hell, skip vp 
euer fo nye Heauen, as thefe Diuells that fpit fire did, 
He drinke nothing but Giui-pouder. 

Ruff. Ha, ha, a trifle this. Your Scholler there, 
Come with his Arts and Mufes fliallow, leaden braine, 
Your fwaggering Souldier, lead a tottered trainc 
Of ruffianly Boore-hallers : I noted all 
Thefe feafts for Kings : ith garden of varietie 
The vafl world 1 you are flam’de midfl your fatietie, 
Flucke no one Apple from the golden Tree, 

But fliake the fruite of euery pleafure downe. 

AT. Thanks Bohor ; why elfe weares a King his 
Crowne ? 

Shalcan^ all Naples fliall not buy thee from mee. 

Ruff. Nor you and thefe from me. 

K. Aske what thou wilt haue 
But to flay here. 

Ruff. Loe, this is all I crane. 

K. Thou hafl our faff embraces. 

Ruff. Swift as mans thought, 

Various delights fliall bee each minute borne, 
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And dye as fafl that frefli may rife ; we fcorne 
To feme vp one dilh twice ; bee't nere fo rare, 

Will you that gainfl to morrow I prepare 
A Feafl of llrange Mirth for you ? 

AT. Deare Bohor doe. 

Ruff. I fliall j Nor doe I thus your loue purfue, 
With feruile hopes of Golde, I neede it not : 

If out the jawes of Hell Golde may bee got 
Blacke Artes are mine to doo’t ; and what delights 
Thofe worke bee yours. 

AT, Thou art gratious in our fight. Exeunt 

H A Table is fet out by youn^fellowes like Merchants 
men, Bookes of Accounts vf 07 i it, fnall Deskes to 
wf'ite vp 07 i, they fit dowjie to write Tickets, Lurchall 
with them. 

1. Come fellow Lurclmll write. 

Lur. Fuh, Stay not for mee, 

I ihall out-goe you all. 

2. I hold 5. Crownes, 

We all leaue you behinde vs. 

Lur, Don ; but I 

Muft not leaue you behinde mee j what paines a poore 
Diuell 

Takes to get into a Merchant % hees fo ciuill, 

One of Hell mufl not know him, with more eafe 
A Diuell may win ten Gallants, then one of thefe, 

Yet a Merchants wife, before thefe ten is wonne 
To entertaine her Diuell, if Pride be one. 

But Lurchall, now thakt in, and for yeares bound, 

To play the Merchant, play him right : th’afl found 
A Mafler, who more villenie has by hart, 

Then thou by rote ; See him but play his owne part. 
And thou doefl Flell good feraice ; Barieruile, 

Theres in thy name a Haruell makes mee fmile. 

Bart Lurchall : — ^within. 

Onm. My mailer calls. 

Lur. I. 
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Elder Baricrnik, 

Men too and fro hing in Bags, ham Bills, Exit, 
Bart : Oh, art there ? 

This day twixt one and two a Gallants bound 
To pay 4oo» Crownes to free his Landes 
Fall niorgag^de to mee, Lurchall^ get thee vp hye 
Into my Turret, where thou mayell eft)ie 
All comniers euery way ; if by thy gueffc, 

Thou feefl the Gull make hither. 

Lur, So Syr. 

Bart That, his Hower 

Lye gafping, at the lall Minutes ; let him beate at 
dore, 

Within He beate his heart out 
Ltir, He let him flancl. 

Bart Do, take my fVateh, go faflcr. All his Land 
Is fumd with thefe two Figures, (2. and i.) 

At paft one, (his,) flrike but two, tis mine owne. 

Zur, He turne the wheelcs : and fpin the howers 
vp fuller. 

Bart The Citie-clockes then flrike, and kill thy 
Mailer. 

Would all the Citie Sextons, at my coll 
Were drunke this day 4 howres. 

Lur : Troth fo wud I, 

And wee their lackes ath Clocke-houfe. 

Bar, Wee'de llrike merily. 

Fly vp to’th top ath houfe, 

Lur. There hr, He fit, 

And croake like a Rauen, to damb thee in hels pit 

Exit 

Bartendle fet amongfi his men reading a longfcrolL 

Bar. Flow goes this moneth ? 

Omn, Much diorfcer than the lall. 

Bar. Weddings this moneth 12, thoufimd : not 
worth the fcoring, 
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But think e ther’s little inarying, we ha fo much 
whoring. 

Grynding milles fo much vfde ; about the citie 
Such grinding, yet no more mony ; fuites in law^ 

Full brought to an end this moneth, no more but 
ten : 

This law will begger vs : had I the bags againe, 

I bought this combrous office with, the King 
Should make his befl oft ; hee that did farm’t before 
Had it for leffe than I, yet receiude more. 

How much remaines of the fait tribute due % 

I. Ser. yooo. Crownes. 

Bar, Thats well : a fauorie fumme : 

Thefe our Italian tributes, were well deuifde, 

Me thinkes tis fit a fubiedl fliould not eate 
But that his Prince from euery diffi of meate 
Should receiue nourifhment ; for (being the head) 
Why ffiould he pine, when all the body is fed ? 

Befides, it makes vs more to awe a King, 

When at each bit we are forc’d to thinke on him. 

Enter a Brauo •with mony, 

1, Ser, What payment’s this ? 

Bra, The penfion of the Stewes, you neede not 
vntye it, I brought it but now from the fealers office : 
ther’s not a peece there, but has a hole in’t, becaufe 
men may knowe where twas bad, and where it will be 
taken againe : blefle your worlhip ? Stew-mony fir, 
Stew-Prune caffi fir. 

Bar, They are fure, tho not the foundell pay- 
maiflers, 

Read whats the fumme. 

I. Ser, But bare 200. crownes. 

Bra, They are bare crownes indeede fir, and they 
came from Animals and vermin that are more bare : 
wee that are clarkes of thefe flefh-markets haue a great 
deale of rotten mutton lying vpon our hands, and 
finde this to bee a fore payment 
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Bar. Well, well, the world will mend. 

Bra, So our furgeons tell 'em eucry day; but the 
pox of mendment I fee. 

Bar, Doe not your gallants come off roundly 
then 1 

Bra, Yes fir, their haire comes off fafL enough, we 
turne away crack't french crownes euery day. I haue 
a fuite to your worfliip in behalfe of all our dealers 
in fmall wares, our free-whores fir, you know my mean- 
ing. 

Bar, If your whores are knowne, whats thy 
fuite % 

Bra, I fhould haue brought a petition from 'em, 
but that tis put off fir, till clenfing-weeke, that they 
may all be able to fet to their hands, or elfe a whores 
marke. 

Bar, Well, well, whats their requefl ? 

Bra. Marry fir, that all the fliee-tobacco-fliops, 
that creepe vp daily in euery hole about the Citie, 
may bee put to filence. 

Bar, Why pray thee honell fellow % 

Bra, I thanke your good worUrip, I had not fuch 
a fweete bit giuen me this 7 yeeres, honefl fellow ; 
marry fir He open to you your fuppliants cafes : they 
that had wont to fpend a crowne about a fmocke, haue 
now their delight dog-cheape, but for fpending one 
quarter of that mony in fmoake : befides fir, they are not 
contented to robbe vs of our cuflomes only, but wnen 
their pipes are fowle with fpitting and driueling in 
thofe forefaide drops, they haue no place to burne 
'em in, but our houfes. 

Bar, Draw their petition, and weele fee all 
cur’de. 

Bra, Let a froft come firll fir : I thanke your vene- 
rable worfliip ; the pox gnaw out fo many fmall guts 
as haue payde thee crownes. Exit, 

Enter Lurchall running, 

Lur, The tyd’s againft you fir, the crownes are 
come. 
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Bar, How goes my watch ? 

Ltcr, As mofl watches vfe to goe fir, lleepily, 
heauily. 

Bar, Not reach’d to one yet ; wert thou to be 
hangd, 

The hower had gallop’d. 

Lii 7 \ I fpurd it all that I could. 

Bar, S’death keep his howre, heauen helpe poore 
Citizens, 

If Gentlemen grow thus warie : let him in. 

Exit LurchalL 

Barren now, that haft in craft fo fruitfull bin. 

Your bufmeffe fir to me. 

Enter with 2. Gentlemen, 

I. Gejit Doe you not know me fir ? 

Bar, No in good truth fir. 

I, Gent To know you I am bold hr, 

You haue lands of mine in morgage, this is my day, 
And heres your crownes. 

Bar, Signior Li^iocentio \ 

My memorie had quite loft you, pray fit both, 

A bowle of wine here. 

I. Gent. Sir it fliall not neede : 

Pleafe you to fetch my euidence, whil’ft we tell. 

Bar, What needes this forward fpring ? faith two 
moneths hence 
Had bin to me as welcome. 

1. Gent. Sir I thanke you. 

2. Gent. Your hower drawes on Signior Inno- 
centio. 

Bar. Goe beate a drumme ith garret, that no 
tongues 

Of clockes be heard but mine. 

Lur, Little paft one. 

Bar. Winde, winde. 

Lur, Thus wind’ll thou to damnation. 
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2. Geni. He part with none fir, pardon me, till I 
fee 

Your writings : will you fetch the ouidence fir. 

Ban What cuiclence fir, haue I of yours ? 

X. Gmt. My friend fu',-whofe mony hec lends me 
to redeeme my morgage. 

Ban Which you would haue for your fecuritie. 

2. Gent Tis fo fir*^ 

Ban No fir Innocentio^ 

To morrow on your bare word will I lend you 30; 
cro wires more ; I loue you fir, and wiflr you beware 
whofe hands you fall into : the worlds a ferpent 
2. Gent This does but fpend the hower fir, will 
you take your mony ? 

Bar, With all my heart. 

I. Gent Let me fee my writings then. 

Bar. Haue you fuch couenant from mce % I re- 
member none. 

1. Gent. Your confcience is fuiTicicnl couenant fir. 
Bar. Ha ! whats that confcience % J know no 

law-termes I, 

Talke to me as to Citizen. 

2. Gent Week dally no longer ; 

We knew what fnake would king vs, and therefore 
brought 

Our medicine gainft his venome : youle keepe the 
writings, 

And week ith Court of confcience tender your 
crownes. 

Whither this writ does fummon you. 

Lnr, A fox, and ore-taken ? 

Bar. Serue waits vpon me, yet keepe my mony 
too? 

Dull fiaue haft thou no braine 1 
Lun Braine ! trye this. 

Bar. Peace. 

2. Gent Will you as fits a Chriflian giue vs in 
What is our right, and take your crownes fir yet % 
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Bar, Tis good to try mens patience, fetch me 
downe Exit Ltir, 

Thofe writings on my pillow, there they ha flept 
Thefe two howers for you : niuft not friends iefl 1 
ha ! 

Bot/i, Yes fir : let your men tell, iufl 400. 
crownes. 

Bar, Befides the vfe. 

I. Gent, The vfe is there too. 

Bar. Hold : 

lie take it without telling, put it vp. 

Bot/i. Not till we fee the writings. 

Enter Lurchall, 

Bar, Dare you touch it ? 

Both, Dare 1 yes fir, and dare llab him to the 
heart, 

Offers to take it from vs : 

Bar, Who flabs firfl ? Flings many amongji it. 

Now touch it if you dare: ther’sgold of mine, 

And if they lay one finger on’t, cry theeues, 

They come to rob me, touch it if you dare : 

1. Gen. Dambde wretch, thou wilt goe quicke to 
hell I feare. 

Bar. No fir, the diuell fhall fetch me when I goe. 
Lur, That all ray errand, 

2. Gent, We are cheated both. 

Bar, Proceede, in your chancery fuite, I haue be- 
gun your bill. 

Humbly complayning. 

I. Gent. Of thee villaine He complaine 
T hat fels thy foule for mony, diuels on earth dwell, 
And men are no where, all this world is hell 

Exeunt, 

Bar, I kiffe thy forhead, my wittie Oedipus 
That canft vnfold fuch riddels : 

One rmges. Exit, i, Sentant, 

Liir, Sir, I am bound 
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To doe you all feruice, till I you all confound. 

I. Ser, MaiHer Siluerpen the prodler fir, fends 
word, if you come not in to morrow and ])erfonalIy 
depofe your payment of the 200. crownes, youle be 
non-fuited. 

Bar. That is a law-draught goes downe coldly* 

Lur. Why fir 1 Tis but your fwcaring the mony 
is payde. 

Bar. If oathes had back-dores to come in at, 
without danger of damnation, to catch a mans foule 
bith back, fwearing were braue. 

I. Ser. What anfwere lliall I giue the Prodlors 
man*? 

Lur. Tell him my maiHer fhall come in and 
fweare. 


Exit and Enters. 

Bar. Doe, tell him : on thee He build : now all 
my feare 

Is for apparance at the Chancellors Court. 

No trick to faue that 
Lur. I haue a braue one fort. 

Exit. X. for wine \ br in ft in. 

Bring in a pottle of wine : will Carlo here my 
fellow, 

Depofe a truth if he fee it, to helpe his maifler ? 

Bar. What thou not honefl Carlo ? 

2. Ser. Yes fir. 

I. Ser^ Kerens the wine. Enter with wine. 

Lur. Set this to your head anon fir, when tis 
there 

Away you, and to morrow thou maf H fweare 
Before the Chancelor, and fweare true, if hee 
Were in that cafe thou leftfl him, twere in vaine 
To hope he could Hue, till thou cainfl back againe. 
Bar. All Knights a’th Pofl leame this trick : the 
fits vpon me now. 
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Lur. Take a good draught, twill helpe you fir : It 
gulpes, 

Hees almofl breatliles Carolo, away. 

Car. I am gon. Exit 

Lur. Hees gon, hees gon fin 

Bar. One gulpe more had choaked me ; 

This wine had walhed my feares off, tlf afl giuen mee 
power 

To make me doate vpon thee. Carolos gon. 

Lur. Yes and will fweare his heart out, to your 
good. 

Sweare let him ; bee thy felfe and hee dambde too. 

Bar. So I may get by it In my bofome fleepe 
(My doue, my loue,) profper but thou and I, 

Lur. And let all els finck. 

Bvr. Let ’em : fo I kiffe gold, 

The yongmans whore, the faint of him thats old. 

Exmnt 

Enter Prior, Alphege, Hillary, and Friers with 
pruning kniues, fpades, ^c., met by Subprior, 
and Shackle-f oule. 

Sub. Whither (mad-men) run you ? 

Omn. To our Vines. 

Sub. Your Vines? 

(The tree of fm and {hame ?) this Serpent here, 

Has with that liquorifh poifon, fo fet on fire, 

The braines of Nicodeme and Siluejier, 

That they in drunken rage haue llabd each other. 

PrL Stabd I 

Shac. Yes, they bleede a little, but haue no 
harme, 

Their yong blood with the grapes luice being made 
warme, 

They brawld and flruck, but I kept off the blowes, 
Yet the Subprior faxes from me their quarrell rofe. 

Sub. It did. 

Shac. In very deede (for I not fweare) 
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It did riot fir : to me you malice beare, 

A.S if that all fuch mifchife don, were mine, 

But caufe your felfe fliall fee how I repine 
To fee vice profper, pardon me good Lord Prior, 

If I a tell-tale be of what mine eyes 
Beheld with water in them : fin will rife 
In holy fircles I fee fometimes. 

FrL What fin ? 

What hafl thou feene ? 

SMc. Wud prefent I had not beene, 

But till I had vtter it, my clogd confcience beares 
A man vpon a woman. 

00 m. Ha ! 

S/iac, I fpeak’t in teares : 

Scimhroth our cooke, and a female I beheld 
Kiffing in our orchard : on her lippes he dwelld 
I thinke fome halfe howre. 

Snh. Shame to our reuerend order ! 

A woman in our couent 1 Sin black as murder. 

Pris Our cooke flialbe feuercly pimhlied : 
woman, 

A tempter here. 

Onm. Abhominable ! 

Rufli, thouFt rebuke fm. 

Shac, Though my Lord I’mc bad, Pme not giuen 
that way. 

PrL Let vs fome plagues inuent to lay on this 
lecherous knaue. 

Shac. Some light punilhment 
(Good my I^ord Prior) fuppofe twere your owne fault. 
Whip as you would be whipd, the beft’s naught 
Siib. He flialbe punifht, and then loofe his place. 
PrL That fir thall be as we will : to our Vines : 
away. 

Suh, For lhame giue ofe, dare you prophane this 
day 

That is to holy vfes confecrate ? 

PrL Why 1 what day is this ? 

Omn, Lambert the marter. 



the Diuell is in it 


305 


Prl No matter, 

To vex thee deeper, this whole day weele fpend, 
Onely about our Vines. 

Sub. You vex not me, 

But heauen : what warrants you to this ? 

PrL Our will. 

Sub. Thou hail thy will, thy wiih thou ne’rc ilialt 
haue, 

In fight of heauen who fees and punifhes 
Mens blacke impieties j And in fight of thefe 
(Sharers in thy full fm :) And in his fight, 

T^ expreiie whofe vilenes, there’s no epithite. 

PrL No matter what he faies Ruih. 

Shac. I’me knoTOe what I am. 

Sub. To thee I prophecie, (vitious old man to 
thee, 

Who er’il with lift-vp-hands, and downe-bowed knee, 
Seemeil to’ haue had worke in heauen : now (full of 
fpite, 

Onely to eate a liquorifh appetite ; 

Digit our religious wales vp, planting there 
Luxurious fruits to pamper belly-cheere : 

(For all thy paines to dreile it,) of this Vine 
Thy luilfull lips ihall neuer tail the wine. 

PrL Diilradled foole, in Head of my iuil anger, 
Thou onely hail my pittie : thou prophecie ? 

Omn. Ha, ha. 

Sub. Laugh on, but fince nor prayers preuaile nor 
teares, 

He powre my griefe into my Princes eares. Exit 
Shac, Heele goe and complaine to the King. 

PrL Let him complaine, 

Kings cannot Subiedls of their foode reftraine. 

Away. 


Exeunt : Manet Shackle-foule. 

Shoe. Ingender fin with fin ; that wines rich 
heate 
a 
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May bring forth Lufl, Taitl murder may beget;, 

But here llrike faile, this barke awhile hale in. 

And lanch into the deepe, a brighter fin : 

Ho, Giitterbacke, afcend, to lhackle-foule, 

To thackle-foule afcend, ho Glitterbacke ; 

Thou richell fpirit, thrufl vp thy golden head 
From hell thus hie : when % art imprifoned 
In mifers chefls fo fail thou canfl not come ? 

Or fearfl thou theeues, or cutpurfes here be 
fome 

Can faue thee from their fingers : when ? Arife ; 

And dazle th’ approching night with thy giifLring 
eyes. 

Glitt Here. 

A goldm Head afcends. 

Shac, How thou fweatfl with comming ^ Saue me 
thofe drops 

(Golds pure E^xar) ftilling from thy lockes : 

Shake from thy browes and hayre that golden 
fhowre, 

So : get home : quicke : (to hell) leafl hell grow 
poore, 

If Rich mens pawes once fallen thee, and beware 
Ifh way thou meetfl no Lawyers : theile pull thee 
bare, 

Hence : downe. 

Glitt Ime gon. 

Defcendit 

Shac, Code night will call Frier Clement forth 
anon : 

Angels, be you his firong temptation : 

Wines lullfull fires him warme not ; At this fpring, 
(Scomde by the reil for him,) fpred thy gilt wing, 

Full in his eye ; As he drinks water downe, 

In ftreames of Auarice, let his weake foule droune. 

Exit. 
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^nier the King^ Narcifeo^ BnfeOy Spcndolcty JouindIi\ 
Rufmafty foUoived by AJloIfo. 

AJt. I doe befeech your Highnes, yet tame baokc 
And comfort the fad I^ady, whofe faire eyes 
Are worne away with weej^ing. 

lou. If her eyes be worne away, what fliould a man 
doe with a blind wife ? kill her with flyes ? 

Kin. I cannot abide a woman thats fond of me. 
Spen. Nor 1. 

Nar. I would loue a woman but as I lone a walnut, 
to cracke it, and peele it, eate the meate, and then 
throw away the Shell. 

Ion. Or as noble-men vfe their great horfes, when 
they are pall feruice : fell 'em to brewers and make 
'em drey-horfes : So vfe a woman. 

AJi. So fo. 

Ruf. The Indians are warme without clothes, and 
a man is befl at eafe without a woman : or if your 
Highnes miifL needs haue one, haiie 
Fadlors to buy the fairell, doate not any, 

But like the turke, regard none, yet kec])e many. 

Kin. You heare the Iiirics verdit. 

AJi. Whofe foreman’s the diuell ? 

Thefe counfell thee to thy deHriuftion. 

Kin. Dehrudlion ? why % the heauen can abide but 
one fun, 

I hope we on earth may loue many mens daughters : 
Tell Erminhilda fo : fend her home to the duke her 
father : 

And tell him too, becaufe the difeafe of manage 
Brings the Hone with it, I hate a woman ; I loue not 
To be cut : inclofde grounds are too rancke. 

RuJ Bell feeding on the Commons then, 

Will you not mary this chaft Lady then ? 

Kin. No fir, and will you now my reafon haue ? 

A womans is an infatiate graue 
Wherein hee's dambd that lyes buried. 

Omn. On, on, away. 


X 2! 
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Rnf. Braue battailes ! fight you, but ile win the 
day. ■ Exeunt 

Manet A flolpho. Enter OBauio and ErmyiiJiilda, 

Erm. I heard the florie, telft not or’c againo, 

Twere crueltie to wound men, being halfe flaine. 

OB, Tis crueltie too much, and too much fimme 
That one of your high birth, youth, beautie, name. 

And ^ertues firming bright, fiiould hence be fent 
(Like fome offender into banifliment) 

Abufde by a King, and his luxurious traine, 

Of parafites, knaues, & fooles, (a kingdomes bane,) 

Lor them, by him not carde for j you came not fo, 

But as his bride, his Queene, and bedfellow. 

Erm. And yet am neither, from my fathers court 
Came I (being fude by Princes too) for this ? 

To fee him, his fubiec^s fcorne, and my felfe his 
Once thought 1 that his loue had bin (as fate) 
Vnmoueable j and ift now turn’d to hate '2 
Yes, yes, hees wauering as the running flreame, 

And far more ydle than a mad-mans dreame. 

AJi, Send to the duke your father, let him inforoc 
Your plighted manage. 

Erm, Worfe than a diuorce. 

No : to his eyes fmee hatefull I am growne, 
lie leaue his Court and him, and dye vnknowne. 

Exit 

AJi, All runnes I fee to mine. 

OB. If he perfue, 

Thefe godles courfes, bell we leaue him too, 

That land to it felfe muff a quick downefall bring, 
Whofe King has lofl all, but the name of King. 

Exeunt 

Enter Suhprior with an earthen poiy and a ianthorney 
Scumbroath with him with a peice. 

Sub. Get thee to bed thou foolifli man and fieepe. 
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Sen, How ? Sleepe ? no fir no, I am turnd a tyrant 
and cannot fleepe : 

I fland centinell perdu, and fomebody dyes if I fleepe, 
I am poffefl with the diuell and cannot lleepe. 

Sid, What diuell pofleffes thee ? 

Scu, The fencers diuell, a fighting diuell; Rufli 
has committed a murder vpon my body, and his car- 
cas fhall anfwere it ; the cock of my reuenge is vp. 

Sub, Murder 1 what murder % 

Scu, He has taken away my good name, which is 
flat manflaughter, and halfe hangd me, which is as 
much as murder, he told the Lord Prior and you that 
I was kiffmg a wench : Its a lye, I giue him the lye, 
and he fhall fight with me at Angle piflall againfl my 
caliuer, do I looke like a whore-monger ^ when haue 
you feene a wencher thus hiary as I am : Rufh thou 
diefl for this treafon againfl my members concupifeen- 
tiallitie. 

Sub, Thou wut not kill him, wut thou? 

Scu, No, but He make him know what tis to boile 
a cooke in’s owne greafe. 

I am fcalding hot, I am chargd with furie, I carie 
a heart-burning within me. I kiffe a whore ? I fhall 
haue boyes cry out to me, now who kill Mary ? No 
Rufh, Scumbroth fhall giue thee fuger pellets to eate, I 
will not be danc’de vpon. 

Sub, Let me perfwade thy peace of minde to 
night, 

Get thee to refl, if Rufh haue thee belide, 

Reioyce, by wrongs to haue thy patience tride. 

He fliall forgiuenes aske thee. 

Scu, Let me but haue one blow ats head with my 
cleaner Ith kitchin, and I freely forgiue him, or let me 
bownce at him. 

Sub, Thefe bloudie thoughts will dam thee into 
hell 

Scu, Doe you tbinke fo ? what becomes of ofir 
roaring boyes then that flab healths one to another, 
doe you thinke they will be dambd vp too ? 
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SuIk I tliinke fo, for I know it, decre fonne to 
prayer, 

Two finncs befet thee, murder, and defpaire, 

I charge thee meete me at my cell anon, 

To faue thee will I fpend my orifon. 

In name of lieauen I charge thee to be gon. 

Scu, Well fir, the cold water of your counfell has 
laid the heate of my furie : he had met with his 
match, but I wil flioote off my anger, I will be gon, 
and why 1 Looke you, becaufe the moone is vp and 
makes homes at one of vs ; As the noblemans coach 
is drawne by foure horfes, the knights by two, & the 
cuckold by three, euen fo am I drawne away with 
none at all Vale^ Bonos Noches : I am poffell flill : 
It buzzes, here. Vale. Exit. 

Sub. Blefl flar of light, ftucke there to illuminate 
This world darkned of e with fm : thou watch eft late, 
To guide mans coraming home, lliewing thereby 
Heauens care of vs, feeing how we tread awry. 

We haue two great lights for midnight and for noon, 
Becaufe blacke deeds at no time fliould be don. 

All haile to thee (now my befl guide) be giuen, 

What needs earths candle, hauing the lamp of 
heauen ? 

Now Benedicite ? where am 1 1 
Enter Ruth. 

Rujh, 0 whether am I going ? which way came I ? 
Ah wellada, I come to fill my pot, 

With water not with thee ; thou art mif-begot. 

Elfe wouldfl thou not lye there ; what Orphans blood 
Had thou fuckt out, to make this golden flood ? 

None drinke this well but I, how is it than 
Thou thus way-lay’fl me, (theefe to the foule of man ? 
Would fome poore wretch (by lofle of law vndone) 
Had thee : goe doe him good : me canfl thou none. 
My wholefome cup is poyfond, it flowes of e 
With mans damnation (gold,) drinke there no more. 
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Shac. Not tail what all men thirfl for ? old and 
fo braiie, 

When mony aflaults, one combat more lie haiie.'j 

Enter Scunibroth. 

Scu. So, ho, ho, father, Subprior. 

Suh. Whoes there % what art thou calhl me % 

Sm. One that feedes the hungry, the cooke fir, 
Scumbroth. 

Sub. Come hither, I haue for thee a golden 
prize, 

Sbae. Ha ha : heele take it. 

Villaines and fooles will ha gold, (tho got from hell,) 
But they who doe fo, (as thou flialt) pay foft well. 

Exit. 

ScUs But flay, father Subprior, before we goe one 
flep farder, what doe you thinke I haue done fmce I 
went from you ? 

Sub. No hurt I hope, fay hafl thou ? 

Sm. Hurt? If I did hurt in that, how much 
harme doe Almanake makers, whol ye coldly quiuering 
at it all the yeare long 1 1 did doe nothing but fland 
flaring at the man in the moone. 

Sub. And what good thoughts bred that within 
thee? 

Sm. This : I thought to my felfe, what a happy 
fellow that man in the moone was, to fee fo many 
fooles and knaues here below, and yet neuer to be 
troubled with 'em, nor meddle with 'em. 

S7ib. Hees happy that meddles not with this world 
indeed. 

Scu. If that man in the moone Ihould write a 
prognoflication, oh he fhould not neede to tell aftro- 
nomicall lyes to fill his booke, nor talke in gibriih no 
man vnderflands,’ of Quartites^ Aspebis, Stations, Re- 
trogradations, Peragrations j Centricall, Eccmtrkall, 
Cofndcall, Acronicall, and fuch Falqmdkall^ Solar, 
Lunar, Lunaticall vaulting ouer the railes of heauen, 
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that no Chrihiaii dare looke vpon their tricks, for 
fcare his wit breake his necke. 

Sul). Thou putll into a Sea, thou canfl not found, 
Ignorance flill is foe to Arts profound. 

Come hither man, come hither. 

Sm, Arts profound, Arts make men as very affes 
as women doe, I haue no Art, and yet I knowe this 
Moone that flrines to night, fees more than you or I 
doe, for all your fpedlacles. 

Sub. True, tis the eye of heauen. 

Scu. Which of the eyes t tis but the left eye : and 
the Sun is the right : and yet the left fometimes fees 
more than the right, and the right as much as the left, 
there’s paxonifme for you father, globicall paxonifme. 

Sub. I vnderfland thee not. 

S^). No, why heres the oyller opend, I fay the 
Sun fees much knauery in a yere, & and the Moone 
more in a quarter : the Moone fees men caryed by a 
quarelling watch to prifon, and the Sun fees the con- 
llable and the booke-keeper lhare fees the next 
morning. 

Sub. Thats not well. 

Sa/. Yes, but they fweare tis well : the Moone 
fees baflards come bawling into the world, & the Sun 
fees ’em ihifted and fhuftled in doffers, away to nurfe, 
& thats the caute we haue fo many doher-heads : 
the Moone fees old curmudgeons come reeling from 
Tauerns with fipping of halfe pintes of Sacke, and the 
Sun fees the fame churles the next day, foberly cutting 
any mans throate for a pennie. 

Sub. Enough of this : come hither ; looke what 
here lyes. 

What here lyes : mary, father Subprior, the 
diuell and fome Vfurers mony haue bin here at their 
lecherie, and fee what goodly children they haue be- 
got : if you will ile keepe the bahards at nurfe. 

Sub. I am content that halfe this gold be thine, 
(If it bee ask’d for neuer, for tis not mine,) 

So thou wilt promife tother halfe to giue 
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To fucli as I appoint. 

Scu. By this gold I will lay it out brauely, as you 
appoint me. 

Sub. Looke not to profper ; if thou dealft amiffe ; 
Good workes are keyes opening the gates of bliffe, 
That golden key, thou in that heape rnaifl find ; 

If with it thou relieue the lame, fick, blind. 

And hungry. 

Scu, I will doe it I protefl. 

Sub, One halfe beflow’d fo, take thy felfe the reft. 
So fare thee well Extt 

Scu, Farewell good father, — foole ; He giiie the 
blinde a dog to lead ’em, the lame fhall to the whip- 
ping-pofl, the fick fhall dye in a cage, and the hungry 
leap at a crufl : I feede roagues, the pox fliall : the 
world is changde : a begger yeflerday, and full of 
gold to day : an affe to day, and a prow’d fcab 
to morrow. 

GM Stay : fland. Golden head afcends, 

Scu, Stand : cannot a Gentleman grow rich, but 
he mufl keepe knaues about him? 

GUt, ' That gold is none of thine. 

Scu, But all the craft in that great head of yours 
cannot get it out of my fangers. Zounds who the 
diuel art thou ? 

GUt, A fpirit fent vp from hell to make thee rich, 

Sm, Thanke hell for it : hell makes worfe fooles 
rich in a yeere. 

GUt, That gold I laide there for thee. 

Scu, When doe you lay againe, that I may haue 
more of thefe egges % 

GUt, Spend thofe I charge Ihee firfl. 

Scu, Yes, Head. 

GUt, And brauely I charge thee. 

Scu, What neede you be at fuch charges, He 
doe’t : but fhall the poore be a pennie the better for 
me, as the old fellow charged me, yea, or no % 

GUt, No. 

Shac, No. 


Within, 
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Sen. Wliofe that ? 

Ght Tis thine owne Genius cryes vnto thee no. 
Scu. My Genius, I am a cooke, my Genius then 
belike is a fcullion ; but when this is fpent, can my 
Genius tell mee whither I hiall haue more. 

Shac^ More. \ 

Glit More, r 

1, More. f within. 

2. More. ) In a big voice. 

Scu. Becaufe my Genius keepes company with a 
great man, He take all their wordes ; and his bond. 
Glit When thou hall fpent all that : I charge thee 
come 

To the blacke tree, that Hands in Naples groue, 
Clymbe boldly to the top, and keepe fall hold, 

For there ile rayne on thee a lliowre of gold, 

If what thou feell there, thou to any tell, 

Diuels lliall teare thee. 

Shac. Away. 

Omru Away. 

Scu. Farewell. Exit. 

Enter Shacklefoule laughing. 

Shac. Ha, ha ! downe downe bright fpirit, thou 
wut bee mill anon, hell mynt Hands ydle. 

Glit Loofe not that foole, 

Shac. Be gon. 

Glit Haue care to meete at next infernall court : 
The day drawes nye. Goes downe. 

Shac. I thanke thee for this fpirit. Exit 

Enter K. Rufman^ Narciffo, Spendola, Erifeo, 
loumelli. 

K. You that complaine gainH Earteruile, (re- 
ceiuer 

Of all our tribute-monies) fpeak your wrongs ; 

Nay you haue deah d our earcs too much already, 
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Hee does confeffe your crownes (payde and re- 
ceiude) 

But to giue backe your writings therms no claufe, 

If them youle win, fight it out by our lawes. 

Bar. I humbly thanke your highnes. A gratious 
doome. 

I. Gent. One day to try this plea, to hel thowlt 
come. Ex. 2. 

K. Toth* next, we ha bufmeffe of our owne, toth’ 
next : 

0 Bartmiile ! for thefe 200. crownes. 

Bar. I payde *em to that man. 

Bar. Now afore the King 

And his Lords here, thou lieft : th*all payde me 
none. 

K. Your chollers firra too hye. 

Far. Tho my collar lland 
So hye, it fcarce beares vp this falling band. 

Thou fay’ft thowlt fweare th’aft payd it : vds nailes 
fweare fo, 

And the fowle feende goe with*t ; 200. crownes ? 

1 ha lofl as much at loggets : fweare but to reuel, 

And fpend’t in hel, gallop thee and that toth’ 

diuel. 

Far. Man wherefore doeft not fweare ? 

K. Reach me a booke. 

Bar. Let me before I fweare, on my notes look, 
He tell you the very day ; pray hold my llaffe, 

Till I draw out my falfe eyes. 

Far. Draw thy heart out an’t wut : thou maill wel 
fay thy falfe eyes. 

Bar. The day : Augufl, 14. 

Far. Thats now, be dambd, and fo away. 

Bar. On this day (Auguft, 14.) I fweare I payde 
Into thefe handes, 200. crownes in gold. 

Far. Zounds nor in filuer : by this booke I had 
none. 

K. One of you two is periurioufly forfwome. 

Far. He, he, as I am true Chrifiian man. 
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lotL He fweares, 

To your owiie hands he payde them. 

Bar, Elfe let that eye, 

Which fees me play falfe, fcourge my periury 
With fearefull ftripes. 

Far. 0 iuflice 1 falne downe dead ! 

Lurchall 6^ Rufman about Mm, 
Wud I had lod all, tho I had bin cozened, 

Rather than thon thy foule. 

Omn. He bleedes at mouth. 

Far, See his ilaffe (beating the earth, for heauen 
loues truth 

Is burfl in ihiuers, and that gold he fwore 
Was pay’d to me, lyes fcattred on the ftore. 

R7iff. He comes againe, the diuell will not receiue 
him. 

K, Take him away, week punifh him for this 
cryme. 

Ruff, Beg his office : you a Courtier? 

Spen. I haue a fuite to your highnes. 

K, What ift count Spmdola ? 

Lur, Maifler, looke vp man, 

In this black trance had thy foule fiyen away, 

I had wrought hard and made a holliday. 

Ruff, Loofe not a minute (pue-fellow) leaue him 
not yet, 

I haue whales here too, lye playing in the net Exit, 
Far, He take this gold at venture, (fweete yong 
King,) 

For all this hehhound owes me. 

K, Doe, and be gone. 

Far. I am pay’d: the diuels turn'd puritane I 
feare, 

He hates (me thinkes) to heare his own child fweare. 

Exit, 

K, The office of this periurde Barieruik, 

I frankly giue away, diuiding it 

To the Count Spendola^ and our worthy friend 

Braue Bohor here ; farme it to whom you pleafe. 



317 


the Diuell is in it. 

Both. We thaiike your Hi^hnes. 

Spe7t. Who bids mofl, he buyes it 
X, If to his life, the diuelgiues longer leafe, 

To build more worke for hel; goe fee, & from him 
Exa6l a flridl account of what he owes vs. 

Buff, That llridl account ile take. Exit 

A. Show him no fauour. 

Enter Otiamo with petitions. 

OB. If now thou art a iufl King, keepe thy word, 
With thy poore fubiedls. 

K. How now vncle ? why. 

OB. This is thy day to heare the poore mans 
crye : 

And yonders crying enough, at thy Court gates ; 

Fiue hundred white heads, and fcarce lo. good hats, 
Yet haberdafliers too, of all trades fome, 

Crying out they are vndon. 

Omn. Yndon, by whom ^ 

OB. Mary, looke : by fuch as you are, who goe 

gay, 

Weare^t out, booke downe more, fet to their hands but 
neuer pay ; 

Neuer in deare yeares was there fuch complayning 
Of poore ilaru’d feruants, or (when plagues are raign- 
ing) 

Moume orphajis fo and widdowes, as thofe doe 
That owe thefe forrowfull papers. 

JT. Pray how can I 
To their complainings adde a remedy ? 

OB. lie tell thee how : are any here in debt 
To Merchants, Mercers, Taylors ? let 'em iet 
In their owne fattins, pay for what they ha tane, 

And thefe will goe lefle braue, tother leffe complaine. 
Omn. Ha ha 1 

OB. The mightie wrongs the weake, the rich the 
poore, 

This man Ihould haue his owne, could he greaze more 
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His too-fat lawyer ; that wretch for’s coat does fucj 
But his coat’s gon, and his skin head off too, 

If his pmfe bee orc-malch’d : thefe groffe impure 
And ranck difeafes, long vnlo thy cure, 

Thy word’s in pawn fort, thefe ai"e the poores crycs, 
How wilt thou Hop their throates % 

K. With halters. 

07nn^ Hang ’em. 

Hang ’em ! any halters here ! iH fo fet 
down*? 

This law-booke fpeakes not fo, yet tis thine own. 

K. Still brauing me with this ? burne it. 

OB. Yes doe. 

If you burne all the weeke, burne faterday too : 

Doe one good dayes-deed firft, read poore mens 
plaints. 

K. Hels plagues confound ’em : in their heads and 
thine. 

Vex me no more. 

OB. I warrant thee ile faue mine. Meetes the Sub. 
Holy Saint pardon me, (las good father, my braine 
So wilde is 1 forgot thee, but ile to him againe, 

Tis but an old mans head off. King take it, ile 
fpeake whileft this Hands on my Hioulders. 

AT. But that you are 

OB. An honeH man, thoud’ft haue this, 6 I 
befeeke 

Thy attention to this Reuerend fub-Prior, 

Who plaines againft diforders of this Houfe ; 

Where once Deuotion dwelt and Charitie, 

Ther’s Drunkenneffe now, Gluttonie, and Lecherie, 
Tell thou the Tale. 

Sub. Bad Storie foone is tolde ; 

Becaufe tis foule, that Leafe does all infolde, 

Their finnes grow hye, and fearefull, and Hrike at 
Heauen, 

Punifh them TMO V, whofe power from thence is giiien. 
K. Your Friers fo luHie I 
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lou. All the Barbers in Naples tell newes of that 
Priorie. 

Brif. I would your Grace would let me purge this 
houfe of her infedlion ; beflowe the Liuings of it on 
mee, ile fweeten it in one Moneth. 
lou. Heele lay it in Lauender. 

K. The Couent, the Demeafnes, Immunities, 
Kents, Cuftomes, Chartres, what to this houfe of 
Baall foeuer is belonging — Brifco tis thine. 

Oti. Wut rob the Church too, (Now th’aft nothing 
left fcarce for thy felfe ?) 

Sub. O heauen for-fend fuch theft 1 
K. Beflowe it at thy pleafure. 

OB. Woe to thofe dayes, 

When to raife Vpftarts, the poore CHVRCH decayes. 
Sub. Call backe thy gift (6 King) and ere thefe 
eyes • 

Behold vnhallowed hands to Tyrannize 
Where many a good man has his Orifons faid, 

And many a Requiem bene fung out for the Dead, 

(Till I am thruft out by Death) 6 let mee haue 
My dwelling there, there let me dig my Graiie, 

With mine owne Nayles, (fhut vp from worldly Light, 
Betweene two walls,) and dye an Ajichoryte. 

K. I referre you to your Patron there. 

Brif. Thats I : 

Shew mee firft where your Abbey-gold fleeps, then goe 
dye. 

Sub : I feare RELIGIONS Fall : Alacke I fee 
This world^s a Cittie built by the moft Hie, 

But kept by man, (GODS) greatefl enemie. Exit. 
OB. Let ill-Newes fiye together, thou art full of 
teares, 

But I more full of woes, of cares, of feares. Exit. 
Enter AJiolphe. 

K. S^death fhall wee haue yet faire weather ? 
lou. Heeres one florme more. 
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Aft. Calahrias Duke demaunds of you a Daughter. 
K, Let me but lye withes wife, He giue him a 
Sonne. 

Aft. Hee fends for Erminghild. 

K. Deliuer her. 

Aft. Shees not to be found. 

K* Ya’re an olde Foole, 

To aske for that which is not. 

Aft. Thus hee fayes, 

Denie her and looke for warres. 

K. So goe your wayes. 

Aft. I’me quickly gone. Exit 

Enter Rnffman and Batteruik. 

K. With Sacke ile fweare you are, 

This was Ihort and fweete, — Seemes then we lhal ha 
warres, 

Bohor^ the Drumme mufl fcolde, the Canon thunder : 
Fighting about a wench. 

Onm. Tufli, thats no wonder. 

K. Who bayld him out of Hell % dambd periurde 
caytilfe 1 

Out of mine eye. 

Rtiff. I neuer begd before, 

Pardon his crime (I intreate) and backe reflore 
Both your hye fauour to him, and his place. 

Bar. Let me want life, rather then want your 
Grace. 

Sfen. Doe you thinke lie loofe the Bangs gift ? 
Bar. lie fend you Golde. 

Sfen. That Hops my mouth, pray let him ftill Sir 
^ hold, 

This Office of Recduer^ I refigne 
That part which I haue in it. 

Ruff. And I all mine. 

K. Sirra, thanke thefe Lords. 

Bar. I fhall their loues deferue. 

JT. Barteruik, wee haue warres, lie haue thee 



321 


ike Diuell is in it 

lend mee fome 30000 . Chicqnines at leaft. 

Bar, Take all my Golde, 

K, Wei, get you home with your bags fir, weele 
make bold. 

Bart Your Maiellie fhall haue what bags you 
will, 

Bags onely, but He keepe my money flilL Exit 

Enier O^auio a7id Astolphe. 

K, Now Skalcan, fome newe Spirit 
A thoufand wenches 
Stark-nak’d, to play at Leap-frog. 

077171. O rare fight ! 
lou. Your vncle. 

K. Sdeath, ftill haunted with this gray fprite. 

OB, You need no Taylors now, but Armorers, 
Theres a deere reckoning for you all to pay, 

About a Ladie ; the CalabriaTi Duke 
Is on a March : the Lightning flafhes now, 

Youle heare the cracke anone. Before the ilarre 
To call whome vp, the wakefull Cocke doth fmg 
Bee twice more feene abroad ; At your Citie gates 
The Diuells purfeuant will beate (the Canon) 

Will thefe briske leaders (llucke with Eilridge- 
feathers) 

Goe braue your enemie now, and beate him backe % 
Saue thee, thy Kingdome, and themfelues from 
wracke ? 

K, Dotard, I fcome to take prefcription 
From any breath to which ours is fupreame, 

Stood Diuels with fire-works on your battlements, 

A thoufand Armed lotm at your proude walls 
Hurling forked Thunder, and the gates rambd vp 
With piles of Citizens heads, our fpring-tyde pleafures 
No aduerfe windes, no Torrmt fiiall refill : 

Midll flames weele dance, and dye a Neronijl, Exit, 
Omn, Fight you, yare good for nothing elfe. 

Exeunt 
Y 


3 



322 If this be not a good P lay ^ 

Ast They mocke vs. 

0 ^. All flarke mad : let vs be wife, 

And flye from buildings falling to’th ftirer lide, 

If wee can his fafety, if not, (our owne prouide.) 

Exeunt 

Enter Barteruile like a Turke \ — Bur chalk 

Bar. Thou hadil like f ha lent mee fwearing into 
Hell, 

He weaue my Nettes my felfe, how doefl thou like 
mee ? 

Is not this habite J^r^^-Merchant-like 1 
Lur. A meere lurke lir, none can take you for 
lelfe. 

Bar, King borrow 30000. Chequines of mee I 
ha, ha 1 

Lur. But pray fir, what ift turnes you into a 
Turke ^ 

Bar. That, for which manie their Religion, 

Moll men their Faith, all chaunge their honeflie, 
Profite^ (that guilded god) Co^nmoditie. 

Hee that would grow damnd-Rich, yet Hue fecure, 
MuH keepe a calb of Faces, fometimes demure. 
Sometimes a gmm-furly lir, now play the lewe, 

Then the Precifian j Not a man weele viewe. 

But varies fo. My felfe, (of balhfull nature) 

Am thus fupplyed by Arte. 

Lur. Mine owne deere creature. 

But fir, your Aymes, and endes in this. 

Bar. Mary thefe — 

A hundred thoufand-Florens fill my Coffers, 

Some of it is mine owne, and fome the Kings, 

Some taken vp at vfe of fundry Merchants, 

To pay at fix fix monthes, on mine owne band,) 

Sue that. He keepe the monies in my hand. 

Lur. Youle breake fir. 

Bar. Not mine owne necke, but their backes ; 

To get their monies, Bartandle mull die, 

Make will, name an executer, which am 1 . 
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Lur. Rpe ! 

Bar. Giuen out his kinfman, lately imployed Mm 
hi Turky. 

Lur. What will hence befall % 

Bar. Like an executer will I cozen all. 

Make creditors Orphans, and widowes fpend tliofe 
teares 

They fau’de from their late husbands burialls ; 

They get not ij.d. it’h pound 
Lur. Theile tell the King. 

Bar. The King ? ha ha : the King is going this 
way; 

He meanes to borrow, 

(If the warres holds) my gold : yes : when to morrow. 
All debts of mine, on him fhall be conferd, 

I ha breifes and tickets which from time to time 
Shew what large fummes his minions ha fetcht from 
me, 

His tribute mony has payd it, thaf s no matter, 

The world bites thefe dead, whom aliue they flatter. 
And fo mufl I ; then giiie it out I left 
A compleate flate, but the Kings death bereft 
Me of thofe fummes he owde. 

Lur. Say the King preuailes. 

Bar. With that wind mufl I likewife fliift my 
failes : 

And where the fox gets nothing, will tume Ape, 

Make legges, crouch, kifle my paw, prefent fome ftale 

Deuice of vertues triumph to expreffe 

How much I ioy him fafe, wifh nothing leffe. 

Lur. But how can you excufe your turning Turke I 
Bar. Eafieft of all ; He fweare, this faude my 
life, 

Purfued by kennells of barking creditors : 

For my much loue to him, and thus being forcde 
To walke obfcure, my credit fell to wracke. 

Want of returne made all my fadlors breake, 

In parts remojie ; to recompence which Ioffe, 
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And that with fafetie I may giue diredlion 
To my diflurbd flate, crane I the Kings protedlion, 
Lur. Protedlion 1 whats that 1 
Bar, A merchant, and yet know’fl not 
What a prote6lion is ? He tell thee. 

Lur. Pray fir, for I neuer broke with any man. 
Bar, It is a buckler of a large fayre compare 
Quilted within with Pox-skinnes : In the midfl 
A pike flicks out, (fometimes of two yeeres long, 

And fometimes longer.) And this pike keepes off 
Serieants and Bailifb, AcSlions, and Arrefls : 

Tis a flrong charme gainfl all the noifome fmels 
Of Counters, laylors, gamifhes, and fuch hels ; 

By this, a debtor craizde, fo luflie ^owes. 

He may walke by, and play with his creditors nofe, 
Vnder this buckler, here ile lye and fence. 

Lur, You haue out-reacht me. 

Bar, Ile out-reache the diuell : 

But I tempt danger : goe thou and fetch fome Frier 
As if (at point of death,) I did defire, 

(No, Barteruile did defire (to make confeffion : 

If any creditors beate, or raile at dore, 

Vpftarts this Turke and anfweres them. 

Lur, Why fetch I a Frier ? 

Bar. I haue a reaching plot in that (boy) haflen, 
That we may fmile in our fecurer port : 

Seeing others fea-tofl : why tis but a fport 
For him thats fafe, to fee the proud wanes fwallow 
Whole fieetes of wretched foules: it needes mufl 
follow, 

Nature fent man into the world, (alone,) 

Without all company, but to care for one, 

And that ile doe. 

Lur. True Citie dodlrine fir. 

Bar, Away, thy haft, our richefl loue fliall 
eame. 

Lur, I came to teach, but now (me thinkes) muft 
leame. Exeunt, 
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Enter Scumhroth like a hegger. 

SciL What faies the prodigall child in the painted 
cloth ? when all his raony was fpent and gon, they 
turnd him out vnneceffaryj then did hee weepe and 
wifi not what to don^ for he was in’s hofe and doublet 
verily, the beft is, there are but two batches of people 
moulded in this world, thats to fay Gentlemen and 
Beggers ; or Beggers and Gentlemen, or Gentleman- 
like Beggers, or Beggerlike Gentle-men ; I rancke with 
one of thefe I am fure, tag and rag one with another : 
Am I one of thofe whom Fortune fauours 1 No, no, 
if Fortune fauourd me, I fhould be full, but Fortune 
fauours no body but Garlicke, nor Garlike neither 
now, yet flie has flrong reafon to loue it; for tho 
Garlicke made her fmell abhominably in the noflrills of 
the gallants, yet Ihe had fmelt and fluncke worfe but 
for garlike: One filthy fent takes away another. 
She once fmilde vpon me like a lambe, when fhee 
gaue me gold, but now fhe roares vpon me like a 
Lion. Stay : what faid head ? Spend this brauely, 
and thou fhalt haue more : can any prodigall new- 
come vpflart fpend it more brauely ? and now to get 
more, I mufl goe into the groue of Naples thats here, 
and get into a blacke tree, heares a blacke tree too, 
but art thou he 1 

Glitt, He. within, 

Scu, Ha ha, where art thou my fweete great head ? 

Glitt, Head. 

Sm, O at the head, thats to fay at the top : how 
fhall I get vp % for tis hard when a man is downe in 
this world to get vp, I fhall neuer climbe hie. 

Glitt, Hye. 

Scu, I will hie me then, but I am as heauy as a 
fow of lead, 

Glitt, Leade. 

Scu, Y es, I will lead (big Head) whatfoeuer followes, 
Many a gallant for gold, has climbde higher on a 
gallowes. 



326 If this be not a good Play, 

The florme euen as Head nodded) is comming : 
Cooke, licke thy fingers, now or neuer. 

Glut Now or neuer. 

Rayne, Thunder and lightning: Enter Lucifer and 
Diuels, 


Omn. Oooh. 

Luc. This is the tree. 

Scu. pn which would you were all hang’d, fo / 
were off it ; and fafe at home. 

Luc. And this (I am fure tis this) the horrid 
groue 

Where witches broodes ingender, (our place of meet- 

ing)- 

Scu. Doe witches ingender here : zounds I fhall 
bee the diuels bawde whilefl he goes to his lecherie, 
Luc, And this the hideous black infemall howre : 
Ha 1 no appearance yet ? if their leafl minute 
Our vaffailes breake, finck flmll thefe trees to hell. 

Scu. Alas ! 

Luc, This groue ile tume into a brimflone lake 
Which fhall be euer-buming. 

Scu. The befl is, if I be a match in the diuels 
tinderbox, I can flinck no worfe than I doe alreadie. 
Luc, Not yet come ? Oooh I 

Enter ShacMefoule, Rufman and Lurchcdl, at fmerail 
dcres with other diuels, 

Omn, Oooh, oooh. embrace. 

Scu. Sure thefe are no Chriflian Diuels, they fo 
loue one another. 

Luc. Stand forth. 

Sits vnder the tree all about Mm, 

Scu, Frier Rujh amongfl 'em 1 
Luc. ^ And here vnlade you of that pretious freight 
For which you went, (mens foules ;) what voyage is 
made? 
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Omn. No fauing voyage, but a damning. 

Zuc, Good. 

Sm. I thought the diuell was turnde Merchant, 
theres fo many Pirates at Sea. 

jRufi Ith Court of Naples haue I profpred well, 
And braue foules fliall I Ihortly lliip to hell. 

In fenfuall llreames, Courtier and King I ha crownde, 
From whence warre is flowing, whofe tyde lhall all 
confound. 

Scu. Are there gentlemen diuels too 1 this is one 
of thofe, who lludies the black Art, thats to fay, drinkes 
Tobacco. 

Luc* Are all then good ith Citie % 

Lur. No Lucifer. 

Scu* No nor fcarce ith fuburbes. 

Lur* Great Prince of diuels, Thy hefls I haue 
obayde, 

I am bartring for one foule, able to lade 
An Argocy ; if Citie-oathes, if periuries, 

Cheatings, or gnawing mens foides by vfuries, 

If all the villanies (that a Citty can,) 

Are able to get thee a fonne, I ha found that man. 

Luc* Serue him vp, -Jlands vjf* 

Scu* Alas, now now. 

Zur* Damnation giues his foule huX one tume 
more, 

Caufe he ihall be enough. 

Scu, Its no meruaile if markets be deere, when the 
Citie is bound to find the diuell roafl-meate. 

Zuc. Has lyen ydle 1 
SMc* Ydle ? no Ijucifer* 

Scu* All the world is tumd diuell Ru/h is one 
ifcoo. 

Sha* Ydle ? I haue your nimblell diuell bin,, 

In twentie fliapes begetting fin. 

Scu* One was to get me thruft out of the priory. 
Sha* I am filling for a whole fchoale of Friers. 

A1 are gluttoning or muttoning, flabbing or fwelling, 
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Ther’s onely one Lambe fcapes my killing, 

But I will liaue him : then theres a cookc 

SaL Whofe arfe makes buttons. 

Ska, Of whom I fome reuenge hauc tooke. 

SaL The diuell choake you fort. 

Sha, He mickle fcath has done me, 

And the knaue thinkes to out-run me. 

Scu. Not too faft. 

Lua Kick his guilty foule hither. 

Sha. He driue him to defpaire, 

And make him hang himfelfe, 

Scu. For hanging I Hand faire. 

Lua Goe, ply your workes, our Seflions are at 
hand. 

Fire. We fly to execute thy dread command. 

Exeunt 3. 

SaL Would I could flye into a bench-hole. 

Luc. But what haue you don f nothing. 

I. Eiu. We haue all like bees 
Wrought in that Hyue* of foule (the bufie world :) 
Some ha lyen in cheefmongers fliops, paring leaden 
Waites. 

Seu. Wud I were there but with a paring of 
cheefe. 

I. Eiu. For one halfe ounce, we had a chandlers 
foule. 

Scu. If he melted tallow, hee fmelt fweetly as I doe. 
I. Eiu. Walke round hels fhambles, thou flialt fee 
there ilicks 

Some 4. butchers foules, puft queintly vp with pricks. 

Scu. 4. Sweete-breads I hold my life, that diuels an 
alTe. 

I. Eiu. Taylors ore-reachers, for to this tis 
growne, 

They fcome thy hell, hauing better of their owne; 

Scu. They fear not fattin nor all his workes. 

I. Eiu. I haue with this fill beate vpon rich-mens 
hearts, 
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To make ’em harder : and thefe two thumbes thruft^ 
(In open Churches) into braue dames eares. 

Damning vp attention \ whilfl the loofe eye peeres 
For failiions of gown e-wings, laces, purles, ruffes, 

Fals, cals, tires, wires, caps, hats, and mufs, and pufs. 
For fo the face be fmug, and carkas gay, 

Thats all their pride. 

Lite. Twill be a fefliuall day 
When thofe fweete Duckes comes to vs ; loofe ’em 
not : goe : 

More foules you pay to hell, the leffe you owe. 

This Ewe-tree blaft with your hot-fcorching breath, 

A marke, (toth’ witch who next fits here) of death. 
Omn, Ooooh. Firmorkesv Scumbr oath falls, 

Exeufit Omn, 

Sen, Call you this, rayning downe of gold ? I am 
wet toth’ skinne in the Ihowre, but tis with fweating 
for feare : had I now had the confcience that fome 
Vintners and Inholders haue? here might I haue 
gotten the diuell and all. But two fmnes haue vndone 
me, prodigalitie, and couetoufnefie ; and three Pees 
haue pepperd me, 

The Punck, the Pot, and Pipe of fmoake 
Out of my pocket my gold did foake. 

I cannot fweare now, zounds I am gallant : but I can 
fweare as many of the ragged Regiment doe, zounds I 
haue bin a gallant. But I am now downe, deiedled, 
and debafh’d, and can better drawe out a thirdendale 
gallant, thats to fay, a gallant that wants of his true 
meafure, than any tapfter can draw him out of his 
fcores ; thus he fets vp, and thus hee’s pulld downe ; 
thus is he raifed, and thus declinde ; Sinpihritet^ 
Nominatim, Hk Gallantus, a Gallant 
Genetitw, Hu^ous^ braue. 

Datum Muic^ If he gets once a lick, 

Accufatim Munc^ Of a taffaty Punck. 

Accufaiim Hanc^ His cheekes will growe lanck, 

Htmc^ Hanc^ 6^ Hoc^ With lifting vp her fmock. 
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VocaUuOy 6 1 Hees gon if he cryes fo* 

AUatiiio^ ah hoc, Away with him, he has the pock. 
Pluraliter, Nommaiiuo, HL gallanti, Ff the pox he can 
defie. 

Genetim, Morum, Yet hees a begger in coram. 

Daiiuo, Mis : His gilt rapier he does miffe. 

Accufatim Bos, Without his cloake he goes. 

Accufatiuo Has, To the Counter he muft pafie. 

Hos, has, 6^ Mac, With two Catchpols at his back. 
Vocatiuo, 6 1 A hole he defirde, and to th’ hole he 
muft goe. 

AhlaUuo, ah His, Thus many a Gallant declined is. 

Ecdt 

Enter Erminhild to the Stihprior. 

Sub. What art thou ? 

Er. Daughter to the Calabrian Duke. 

The haples troth-plight wife to your fad King. 

Suh. Alack ! what notes are thefe I hcare you 
fmg? 

Pardon me madam : 

0 Lady ! want of you has bred much woe ; 

Calamitie does euery where ore-flow, 

All long of your ilrange abfence. 

Drummes afar off marching, 

Er. I confefle, 

Loaden with your Kings contempt, and loath to beare 
Shame to my country, who from thence came 
freighted 

With many glorious honours, I preferd 
An obfcure life before a publick ihame ; 

O then (good father) be it not my blame 

If my fuppofde death, on the King haue throwne, 

Dangers, which from himfelfe are meerely growne. 

Sub. What (princely Mayden) would you wifli me 
doe? 

Er. I doe coniure you fir, by all the bonds 
Tye you to pious A6ls, you would make way 
To my incenfed father ; giue him tliefe Imes, 
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TMs Ring, pledge of that bleffing he deliuerd me 
At our laft parting : adde vnto thefe, if euer 
His daughters memory to him were deare, 

To wound the Prince let his rafh hand forbeare : 

Since through each wound he giues him, I am llaine, 
If the fad king you nieete, venture to tell him 
That more for him, than he for me, I bide, 

And am his fubiedl llil, tho not his bride. 

Suh. This fhall I doe, how ihall we meete againe % 
Er, Feares follow me fo, I know not where nor 
when. 

Sui. Hearke how the found of horror beates the 
Ayre, 

Your fathers vp in Armes and does prepare 
Sharpe vengeance, for this citie, woe is me: truH 
you 

To me, who nere made much of woman yet, 

Reft here fweete maide, till an old Frier beget 
What ioyes he can to comfort thee? Is Clement 
growne 

A womans man now ? No, I am not mine owne, 
Where yotur command may fway me : Much more in 
this, 

Where heauen (through vertues triall) makes you his. 

Exit 


A table is fet out with a candle burnings a deaths head, 
a cloke and a croffe^ Subprior fits reading*. 
Enter ShacMefiouky leading in an Italian Zanyy 
fine or 6. Curtizansy euery one holding a lewelL 

Shac, Thats he, & theres your golden hire to 
charme him ; 

Your fees ile treble, let but lulls flame be felt ; 

The AlpineTnow at the fun’s beames does melt, 

So let your beauties thaw his firozen Age, Mufich 
Firft Pa(5l an old Lecher, then a diuell on hells black 
Stage: 
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Strike, ilrike your filver firings : braue fet of whores I 
At your flriking vp, diuells dance, and all hell roares. 

Zany and Curtizans fall into a Jhort dance, 

Stik What found offends mine eare? Soule of 
temptation ? 

Enchanters I defie yee, get you gon ; 

Ime blind to your enticements, from this I learne, 

At how deere rate the careles world does eame, 

That thing calld pleafure: how many foules doe 
falU 

(Sold for a little guilt to daube this wall 1) 

Hence with your witchcrafts, the fight of this driues 
hence 

Ail thoughts befieging our voluptuous fence. 

Shac, Another baite, at this he will not bite. 

The Zany finges \ Subfnor holds his head downe 
as faji afleepe. 

Zmy, Will you haue a daintie girle % here tis : 
Currall lippes, teeth of pearle : here tis : 

Cherry cheekes, foftefl flefh ; that’s fhee, 

Breath like May^ fweete and frefh ] fhee fliee. 

Be fhe white, blacke, or browne, 

Pleafure your bed fhall crowne, 

Chofe her then, vfe her then, 

Women are made for men. 

Prettie, prettie waft : 

Sweete to be embracde : 

Prettie leg, 6 prettie foote, 

To beauties tree the roote, 

This is fhe fhall doo’te. 

Or fhe fhall doo’t, or fhe fhall doo*t, fhe fhall doo’t, 
fhe fhall doo’t 

Kiffe, kiffe, play, play, come and dally, 
Tumble, tumble, tumble, in beauties valley. 
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Shac, His foule is chaind in pleafures, bind it 
fall, 

If he breake your charmes, the ftrongeil fpell comes 
lafl. Exit. 


All wake him. 

Suh. Hence diuells incarnate, tis not the forcerie 
Of your deceitfull tunes, Ihuts vp mine eye, 

Mine eares are likewife Hop’d, hence, hence I fay. 
Omn. Ha ha, a man of yce, a clod of clay. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Shackle-f oule^ or fome fpirit in afrightfull Jha;pe. 

Suh. Axe all thy incantations fpent now ? art 
come againe % 

Bafe workmanfhip of heauen, what other traine, 

Were all hells frightfull horrors iducke in thy looke, 
Thou canH not lhake me. 

Shac. I can. 

Suh. Thou lieft, thou fhalt not 
Shac. I bring thee tydings of thy death this 
night 

Suh. How doefl thou know that houre of my lall 
fight ? 

Falfe herald, Minifler of defpaire and lyes. 

Shac. I know to how many minutes thy daies 
muft rife. 

Suh., Who giues thee the number. 

Shac. All things to vs are knowne, 

What euer haue bin, are or lhalbe don. 

Suh. He pofe thee prefently, whats this thou fiend 
Which now I haue turnd too, doe but tell me that 
And He belieue thee. 

Shc^c. I fcorne to be thy Haue, 

Suh. Downe, downe, and fmcke into thy damned 
caue : 

Looke here, doeft fly thou hell-hound I I dare thee 
ftand, 
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Or’e thee by tliefe holy fpells haue I Urong com- 
mand, 

Thy battries are too weake : by good mens prayers^ 
The continence of faints, (by which as flayres, 

They afcend to heauen) by Virgins challitie ; 

By Martirs cround deaths, which recorded lye 
In filuer leanes, aboue : I charge thee downe, 

Howie where tha’rt bound in tlauerie, till the lall 
dome. Exit 

Shoe, Stormes, thunder, lightning, rip vp the earths 
wombe. 

Suh, Etemall power, thankes on my humbled 
knee, 

Thou ilill to conllant brells giu’ll vidlory. 

Shac, No way to conquer thee % He giue thee ore : 
Nehe fifhd I fo, (yet lofl a foule) before. Exit 

Allarums, Enter King, Rufman^ Sfendola, BriJeOy 
with drawne wea^pons, loitmelli here. 

Kin, Blacke horrors, mifehiefe, mine and con- 
lufion 

affright vs, follow vs. 

Ruf, Dare them to the face, 

And you fright them. 

^pen. No Metie but to fly. 

Kin, Whither Spendola, whither ? better flay, and 
die. 

Enter Nardfeo : Kinq^ AUarums afar of, 

Onn, What hope? whatnewes? 

Kin, Is my vncle fled ? 

Nar, Hee is* gon : — ^And fights againfl you. 

Edn, Follow him damnation. 

That leaues his Prince fo in diflreffe, in miferie ; 

O bane of Kings 1 (thou inchanting flatterie,) 

Thy venome now I feele, eating my heart, 

More mortall than an Indians poifned dart. 
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Ruf, Yafe too deie6led, gather head and fight it 
out 

Kin. The head^s here, where are hands to lay 
about % 

Enter louinellL 

lou. Where is the King? 

Kin. The man that title mockes 
Is here, (thou fad^vifage man) are any hirde to kill 
me, 

Or betray me ? let ’em come ; 

Griefes growing extreame, death is a gentle doome. 
lou. Prepare then for the worll. 

Kin. I am armd fort : fhew it 
lou. Thy kingdome is a weake fiiip, bruizd, fplit, 
finking, 

Nor haft thou any pilot to waft vs o’re 
Out of this foule Sea, to fome calmer ihore. 

Thy peoples hearts are tumd to rocks of flint, 

The Scholler, Souldier, and the Mariner, 

Whom (as themfelues fay) once thou trodfl vpon, 

Now feme as wheeles of thy deilradlion. 

Flying fwiftly backward, the kingly Lions quaild, 
What fhall the weaker heardes doe, if he fall ? 

Spen. Lets fly. 

Omn, Zounds whither ? 

Brif. So we may be fafe 

Iqu. But where ? 

Spen. AxBarieruile: the churle’s to me beholden, 
His houfe fo flands, we may enter without feare* 

Omn. Beet fo, to Bartemik. 

Spen. What will your Highnes doe?^ 

Kin. Die Spendda^ a miferable King, 

None here can hinder vs of that 

Spen. How? die? — ha you any flomach to 
death firs ? 

Omn, Not I. 

Spen. Nor I. 
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Troth's, tho you grow defperate, weele grow wife, 
Omn. Farewell fir, weele faue one. Exeunt 

King. Oh my cruelil enemies ! 

Stabs Brutus at me too ? 

Ruf. Now mine owne or neuer. 

Kin. Why art not thou gon % 

Ruf. I, lie llicke to you euer : 

I am no Courtier fir of fortunes making. 

Kin. Thou art no wife man to preferre thy loue 
To me, before thy life, pray thee leaue me. 

Ruf. Not I. 

K. I lhall not hate the world fo really 
As elfe I would, O had the ancient race 
Of men (who had long leafes of their Hues) 

Bin wretched as we are, no recompence 

Could the Gods haue giuen them for their being here, 

But now more pittifull wife nature growes, 

Who cuts of mans yeeres to cut off his woes. 

Ruff. True fir, & teaches him a thoufand waies 
To leade him out this horrid giddy maze. 

K I apprehend thee, a fmall daggers point, 

Opens the vaines to cure our plurizy. 

Ruff. Than to be made your foes-flaue, better dye. 
K. A hundred thoufand deaths, than like a 
captiue 

Be chaind to grace prowd Cmfars Chariot wheele. 
Ruff. Much lefie a pettie Dukes. 

K Fetch me deare friend, 

An armed Pilloll, and mouth it at my breil : 

He make away my felfe, and aU my forrowes 
Are made away. 

Ruff. The bell and nobler fpirits 
Haue done the like. 

K. Your braueft men at Armes 
Haue done the like. 

Ruff Philofophers haue don it 
K. Great peeres haue don it. 

Ruff Kings haue done the like, 

K. And /will doe it 
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Ruff. Nay it fhall nere be faid, 

I lin’d a minute after you : here, here. 

R. I embrace thee nobleil friend. 

Ruff. Lets faile together. 

K. Content braue Bohor : oh ! but whither ? 
whither % 

Ruff. From hell, (this world,) from fiends, (in 
fhapes of men.) 

K. No : into hel, from men to be dambd black 
with fiends. 

Me thinkes I fee hell iawne to fwallow vs. 

Ruff. Fuh, this is but the fwimming of your 
braine, 

By looking downe-wards with a timerous eye. 

K. My foule was funck too low, to looke more 
hye, 

Forgiuenes heauen. AUarums. 

Ruff. The whippes of furies lafh mee : the foe 
comes on. 

R. And we will meete him, dare confiifion, 

And the woidds mixed poifons, there is a hand 
That fights for Kings, and vnder that weele ftand. 

Allarum Jlill a farre off*. Enter a Frier running. 

Ruff. Whither runnes this Frier ? 

Fri. To faue my wretched life, 

From th’ infolent foldier, threatning the Cities fpoile. 
R. Of what houfe art thou ? 

Fri. Of father Clements Order, 

The Capachines Subprior : a quick meffenger fetched 
me to be rich Barteruiles confeffor, who lyes a dyhxg. 
R. A dying ! 

Fri. He does, but I 

Haue come thus far, with fo much ieopardy, 

That could I fafely get the keys Ihore, 

Nor the priory would I fee more. 

For charities fake, diredl me, and defend me. 

R. To helpe deflrefied men, religion bindes me, 

^ z 
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Shouldfl thou in this hot broiles, be met abroad, 

It will be iudgde you leaue your Priory, 

Carying gold and filuer with you. 

FrL Las I haue none. 

K. But Frier if you be thus taken, your life is 
gon, 

Here, here, call off thy habit, better that lye 
Ith Streetes, than thou poore wretch ; weare mine, & 
away 

Strike downe that lane. 

FrL Thankes maifler, for your lines ile pray. 

Fxif, 

K. This Bohor fhall difguife me, whither wilt thou 
fiyl 

Ruff. lie Ihifl I warrant : hall thou toth* Priory. 

K, If wenere meete againe, (bell friend) farewell. 
Ruff. Not meete, yes, I hope, you mull not thus 
cheate hel. 

K. I will not truft this fellow : toth’ Priory, no : 
Barteruiles Confeffor : if to betray 
Thou findfl the churle apt, leaue him, if not, there 
Hay, 

The downefall of that Prince, is quick and fleepe 
Who has no heart to leaue, nor power to keepe. Exit 

Enter Barteruik and Lurchall^ with the Courtiers. 

Lur. Make the doore fure the houfe is round 
befet 

Omn. Befet ! 

Bar. Put vp : feare nothing ; Armies Ihould they 
enter, 

Cannot here find you. 

Omn. How fhall we efcape ? 

Bar. Send for your truncks and iewels, ile fhip 
you this night meane time, this vnknowne way, leads 
to a cellar, where a world cannot fetch you forth : In, 
In, if danger purfue you, in a dry-fat ile packe you 
hence. 
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Omn, Zounds into the dungeon 1 
Bar, So to Sardini : Exeunt 

Your cloakes and your gilt rapiers, downe, downe, 
downe. 

K, How foone nieetes Babels-pride, confufion ? 
Lur, What neft of birds are thefe new-kild with 
feare 1 

Bar, Fowle cannot laft long fweete, therefore kept 
there (Serieants, 

In my cold cellar ; flay, houfe befet ? what fees 1 
Lur. Such as llrike dead the heart, yet giue no 
blowes. 

Bar, This . . footra for 'em : proclamations 
Lurchall^ 

6ooo. Crownes are his, can thefe betray, 

Soone earnd, weele fliare, fetch the Calabrian hither, 
They are here fay : dam 'em. 

Lur. You fhall be dambd together. Exit 

Enter King as a Frier. 

K Wher's that denote ficke man defires to take 
Leaue otf this world ? Deus hie to all now here. 

Bar, Now Domine Frier ; what I to you con- 
feffe 

You are bound by oath to keepe. 

K I auer no lefie. 

Bar. Keepe then this clofe, I am no Turke, not I, 
But BarteruUe difguifde in poliicy. 

K, Are you the Sick man ? 

Bar. Sick of a difeafe. 

Bad as a plague to Citizens, I mull breake, 

Play a banckrowts part) I haue monie of the kings, 
Of merchants, He keepe ail, thefe are CitieTprings ; 
Here lyes Serieants Leaguer : about my doores : 

My houfe to me is an hofpitaH, they the fores 
Which run vpon me vily, (peepe I but out,) 

To raize this Dunkirke feige, thus call I about 
K Lets heare, pray how ^ 


Z 2 
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Bar. Thus, thus fweete Domine Frier, 
lie be like you, a Capuchine ; So, by your Prior, 
Sub-prior, and couent, I may be fetcht hence, 

Spite of all Showlder-clappers violence. 

Tho the King Ihould lay hands on me, I wud not 
tary. 

K, You neede not. 

Bar. You are my guard, my Sandluary. 

X But what your leuel in this, when this is don ? 
Bar. Alas 1 what leuell but pure deuotion % 

K. The Biuell you haue. 

Bar. When I dye there, take All : 

Will you goe to your prior and tell this ^ 

K. Yes I lhall. A March afar. 

Bar. He fend him an earneflpeny (a loo. Crownes) 
As the firil ftone my charitie builds vpon. 

What dromes this % come, difpatch Frier, and be gon. 

Exit. 

K. Out of this hell thou meanefl : yes ile fly 
from thee 

As from the Diuels hangman : thowFt elfe betray 
mee. 

World ! to what crefl of villanie art thou growne 1 
When (of good men) whole kingdomes fcarce breed e 
One. Exit. 

Lur. Heres the Duke of Calabria fir if you haue 
made mee tell a lye, theile fend me of a voiage to the 
yland of Hogs and Diuels, (the Barmudas,) the Duke 
fir. 

Bar. His grace is welcome, las I I had more 
neede 

To haue Phifitions and Apothecaries, 

Than fighters at my gates : Lurchall why come they I 
Cala. Deliuer vp thofe monflers in thy houfe, 

That haue deuourd a Kingdome and the King. 

Tis death to thee, and him, if thou detainll ^era. 

Bar. I detaine ’em, here, here, here. 

AJl. Reward if thou deliuerft them. 
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Bar. Ime pafl rewarding in this world, I looke 
onely for good mens prayers, theres the key Lurchall. 
Cal. Vnbind him : flay why did thy houfe receiue 
them ? 

Bar. Full fore againfl my will: the bed I rife 
from 

Count I my death-bed ; for (each minute) I looke 
When Angells (heauens good porters) will let me in, 
Yet (like my betters) Fme heauy laden with fin. 

And being thus ficke, and at lafl gafpe, I fent 
For my neerft cozen, my executor, 

Who feeing braue fellowes beating at my gates, 

Tooke 'em for honefl men, let ’em in fimply. 

And vndertooke this night, to ha fhipd 'em hence ; 

My faithfull Seruant telling me this, (In zeale, 

To you and my country) I bid him. All reueale, 

Cal. Thafl plaid a Subiedls part in’t 
Bar. Heele lead you to them. 

Cal. My Lord, take force and leize ’em, nere fland 
vpon 

More trialls ; giue 'em fpeedie execution. 

AJi. Come fellow. — 

Exeunt AJi : and Lurchall cum Militihus. 
Bar. Your grace has don with me ? 

Ccdab. Goe, looke to thy health : 

The crownes the proclamation promifed, 

Shall to thy man be payd. 

Bar. Thankes to your Grace ; 

Las what I did in this, was for no hire. 

Cal. Ha ha, the rent of a cellar neuer was fo 
deere. 

On beate the drum. Exit. 

As they goe off; Enter OBauio with Rufman and a 
guard. 

OBa. Are the reft tane % 

Cal. Yes. 

OB. The srraund-Pvrat's here. 
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Heres the Diuells bellowes, kindled all thofe fires, 
Which now are burning : This is the Snake, whofe 
fiing 

(Being kept warme in the bofome of a King) 

Struck him to'th-heart : This hee, who by the force 
Of his damb’d Arguments, was the firll-diuorce, 

Of the Kings Loue, this is Bohor. 

CaL This that Serpent, 

Y’haue all (like Traytors) wrought a Princes fall, 

And all lhall talle one death. 

OB. Sirra, wheres the King % 

Ruff. Warrant mee life, iie bring you to the place 
where you lhall take him. 

OB. Wult thou betray him Slaue ? 

Ruff. Yes. 

CaL Thou lhalt haue life. 

Ruff. And you the King lhall haue. 

OB. And the Gallowes lhall haue thee, elfe hang 
me. 

Away. Exeunt. 

Enter Scumhroth. 

Scum. Alas, wheres the fub*Prior % 

Sub. Here ; what ailell thou 1 

Scu. Can you picke nothing out of my face ? 

Is there not a Deaths-head ftanding on my Ihoulders % 
Sub. Why, whafs the matter 1 
Scu. The Lord Pryor is caUd away. 

Sub. Whither, by whome % 

Scu. By the Great-head, I thinke he couzened mee, 
Hee is gone to the blacke-fquibbe-tree, to ludas Okes, 
fet by the Diuell, I tolde you then, I faw Frier Eujh 
fpit fire amongll other Hel-cats, and yee woud not 
belieue me. Now I tell you, that the Pryor is choackt ; 
will his choaking goe downe your throate ? 

Sub. How choackt ? 

Scum. Yes, choackt : that of which men die ore- 
night, and are well the next morning, wine has kild 
the Lorde Pryor : he woud in a brauerie talle the 
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liquor of our Vines, becaufe you threatned he fliould 
neuer licke his lippes after. And the Kernell of a 
grape llopt his winde-pipe, for want of a skowring- 
fticke. 

Sui, Art thou fure hee is dead ? 

Seum. How dead, becaufe I wud be fure, I cut 
his throate of purpofe, to take out the Kernell. 

Sub. Moll fearefull and prodigious, whither runll 
thou? 

Scum. To fee more throates cut, and Execution 
certaine Gallants is this morning. And I came run- 
ning to fee them, who like a whore fpoyles euery 
good thing that comes into his hand. 

The hang-man, I leaue you to the Gallowes, 

Enter Barteruile like a Frier ^ brought in by the Sub- 
prior ^ the Shackle-foule, and Lurchall^ with 

others. 

Rujh. Welcome deare brother: now your heede 
muft be 

Not to looke backe at this worlds vanitie, 

Riches and pleafures ; you haue laide alide 
That Garment, and muf; now be mortihde. 

Bar. 1 am mortifide, I warmnt you. 

K. So is the Diuell. 

Fri. Your Gold and filuer, you muft fee no more. 
Bar. O Eye I giue it euery farthing to the poore, 
When I haue fent for’t hither. 

Lur. That will be neuer. 

RuJh. Your money fhalbe fpent in pious fort. 
Bart. I know that : Let my foule be the better 
foEt, 

Thats all I crane for, after I am dead. 

Fri. Many a Requiem for it fhall be laid. 

Omn. What Drum is this ? 

Sha^ch Fryers ftand vpon your Guard. 

The Priorie is befet with Armed-men, 

Of which fome Troupes are entred. 
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Khu I am betrayd. 

Bar, Lurchail I feele my wezand pipe cut. 

Lur, I warrant you. 

Enter Calabria^ Oitauio, AJlolfo^ Rtifma7i led by 
two holding pijialls^ Souldzers^ drunis^ 
and Cullers, 

Cal, Guard the Abbey gates, let not a Frier goe 
forth : 

You haue a King amongfl you, which is he % 

Omn, A King 1 

Sub. I know of none here. 

Cal. Villaines you lie : 

Odi. This caitife does delude you, tortur him. 

Cal. Hang him, and thefe vp or’e the Abbey walls, 
Our wrath fhall fmite like thunder where it falls. 

Bar. I fliall like a dog, die without mony, Lurchail. 
Lur. I warrant you. 

Kin. Tyran, that royall hart thou huntfl, is here. 
Stand from me all, you haue betrayd me all, 

And ile trull none of you, if the Lion mufl fall, 

Fall fhall he like a Lion ; thinkfl thou (bafe Lord) 
Becaufe the glorious Sun behind blacke cloudes 
Has a while hid his beames, hees darkned for euer 1 
Ecclipfd neuer more to fhine, yes, and to throw 
Fires from his fparkling eyes, thee to confound, 
Touch not that noble friend of mine, (It feemes, 

For my fake markd for danger,) let your axrowes 
(Dipd in rancke pojdbn) be fhot all at me. 

Since ail is lofl, die nobly, and loofe life too : 

O vncle ! mud the firfl dart fly from you ? 

Odi. Into thy bofome fly I. 

Kin. To betray me % 

Odi. To fight for thee till I can fight no more : 
Hadft thou pofiefl this Kingly fpirit before, 

We ne’re had left thee : what makes ludas here h 
AJi. Heres he that to the Duke thy life betraide, 
K. Bohor 1 
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051, Ij Bohor. 

Ruff. I told him where you were. 
oil. I tell thee tha*rt a traitor & ile haue 
Thy head off, or thou mine. 

Ruff Head ? 
oil. Thart a flaue % 

Thou feeft Duke what to trull too. 

Bar. I haue confeft, and lhal be hangd, the King % 
Cal. Our faire game come to this % our fwordes 
I fee 

Mull from your hearts-blood let out al my wronges, 

A murdred daughter for iull vengeance cryes, 

Whom to appeafe, your Hues weele facrafize : 

Beate the drom. 

K. Thunder mock thunder, beate ours. * 

Suh. O let thefe files be quenchd out with my 
teares. 

If waters cannot, (Duke) I bind thy rage 

With this llrong charme, and this read ore that fpell, 

And let thy hard brell grow more flexible. Exit. 

K. Wheres loumelli^ and that ballard crue 
Of my falfe friendes ? 

Oil. Beheaded. 

K. They haue their due. 

Cal. The ring I gaue her, and her hand : old 
man, 

Wheres the old Frier deliuerd thefe % 

Omn. Hees gon. 

Cal. Make after him, tis fome delufion. 

Enter Subfrior and Erminhild. 

Erm. Tis no delufion (father) am I the ground 
Of this your quarrell, which mull both confound 
If you goe on : your battailes thus ile part, 

The firll blow giuen, fhall run cleane through my 
heart* 

K. Oh noble conllant maid, forgiue my wrongs, 
The warmth of heauen to a pyning fpring 
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Cannot fuch comfort giue as thy glad prefence 
Does to my bofome. 

OBa. Will you fight or no 1 
Cal Twere madnes to wifti ftormes when faire 
windes blow : 

Will you your faith yet keepe ? 

Kin* Inuiolate. 

Cal, Then here end all my warres. 

King, And all my hate. 

Hall ^ thefe Friers vp to the Abbey walles, 

And with Ihrill voyces, this our peace proclaime, 

Stay holy father : Bohor^ See you this don. Exeunt 
Ruf, Vengeance, I haue now loll more than I 
haue won. 

Bar, I lhall goe fcot-free LurchalL 
Lur, Faffing well ? 

Bar, They doe not fmell me, yet my felfe I fmell. 

Exeunt 

OB, Why fends your Highnes, thus thefe Friers to 
play 

Your heralds parts in publilhing this peace ? 

Kin, There’s in’t a riddle (vncle) which by 
none 

But by thele Friers onely, can be don. 

Enter Briers aboue. 

So : are you mounted 1 Sing now. 

Omn, Sing. 

Kin, Yes ling, 

Like Swannes before your deathes : there you all 
lhall dye. 

Giue fire to this moll damned priory. 

Suk Alacke for pitty I 
Kin, Father, but for thee, 

Thunder from heauen had (long ere this) to dull 
Grinded thefe hellifh buildings : that hand was iull, 
Which llruke your vitious Prior, fo is our doome, 

That Synagogue of diuells, let fire confume. 
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Bar. But meanes the King that I Ihall burne here 
too ? 

Km. Thou % the grand villaine, giue him a vil- 
laines due. 

Bar. I am no Frier, fee Fme poore Barteruile. 
Omn. How? Barteruile % 

Km. He lyes the flaue’s a Turke. 

Bar. A ChriHian by this hand, Your officer. 
Kin. The cittie canker, the courts cozener, 

A diuell in fhape of man. 

Bar. Halfe that I haue 
I freely giue, fo you my life will faue. 

He lend your Hyghnes 30000. chequines. 

K. Ten Kingdomes cannot buy thee; were there 
10. hels 

Thart damd in aU. S^death ! fire that houfe of diuels. 
3. JDiu. Doe : lets not want light to fet forth our 
Reuels. , 

Bu f. King, little doefl thou know, whom (all thljs 
while) 

Thy court, this Couent, and this Barteruile^ 

Haue entertaind ; of hell, 3. Spirits we are. 

Omn. How ? 

Ruff, Sent to catch foulesfor Fluto, our Prince 
and maifler. 

Omn. Defend vs heauens. 

Rtff. Thy felfe haft burfl thofe bandes 
In which I once held thee : thefe are in our handes. 

Bar. If you be right Serieants, for mony youle 
let mee goe. 5000. Crownes ile giue but to goe 
home. 

Alls. No. 

Bar. lie jut in 4. brokers to be my baile : I hope 
theile be taken. 

Ruff. Yes as thou art, (to hell,) you dog 
howling. 

This pile of greene young diuels, needes no fire 
Of mortals kindling to confume, thefe frames, 
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You Ihall with vs to hell ride, all in flames. 

Shac. Catch. 

AIL 3. Come. 

Ru. Let euery fpirit his owne prize beare. 

AIL They are lo heauy with fm, theile foone be 
there. 

Ruff. Away then and be dambd, wud you all were 
here. 

Omn. Oooh . — Sinck downe^ ahoue flames. 

K. Iramortall thankes for our deliuerance : 

Race to the ground thofe wals : no flone fliall Hand, 
To tell fuch place was euer in our land, 

What welth can there be found, giue to the poore, 
Another houfe weele build and thee reflore, 

To former virginitie : weepe not for thefe mines, 

Thou flialt from vs haue honours. Here we begin 
Our reigne anew, which golden threds fhall fpin, 
luflice fhall henceforth fit vpon our throne, 

And vertue be your Kings companion, 

Warre here refignes his black and horrid flage 
To fportfull Hymen, God of Manage. {Exeunt 

The flay ending, as they goe off, from vnder the 
ground in feuerall places, rife vf ffirits, to 
them enter, leafing in great ioy, Rufman, Shoe- 
klefoule, and Lurchall, difeouering behind a 
curten, Rauillac, Guy Faulx, Barteruik, a 
Prodi%cdl, Jlanding in thdr torments. 


Omn. Spin Ha, ha, ha. 

Omn. Dam. Torments in-vtterable ! oh ! dambd 
for nothing % ^ 

Rauil. Terrors incomprehenfible. 

Eau. Back : y’are blowne vp elfe. 

Bar. Whooh : hot^ hot, hot, — drinck, — I am heart- 
burnt 

Prod. One drop, a bit. 
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FauL Now, now, now. 

Bar, I am perbold, I am llewd, I am fod in a 
kettle of brimflone pottage .... it fcaldes, . . it 
fcaldes, . . it fcaldes, , . it fcaldes . . whooh. 

Diu, Ha ba ha. 

Prod, But one halfe crom, a little little drop, 
a bit. 

FauL Towers, towers, towers, towers, pinnacles & 
towers, battlements and pynnacles, lleeples, abbeys, 
churches and old chimneys. 

Bar, Zounds drinke, lhall I choake in mine 
Inne? drinck. 

Omn. Drinck, drinck, oh 1 one drop, one drop, to 
coole vs. 

Ruff, So many tapllers in hell, and none fill drinck 
here : 

Onifi, Ball no more, you fhall be liquord. 

Exeunt 

Rau, Why art thou dambd toth’ horrors of one 
hell, 

Yet feelll ten thoufand. 

Fau, Wherefore is thy foule 
Made fenfible of tortures which (each minute) 

Kdll thee ten thoufand times, yet canft not dye % 

Bar. Some facke. 

Prod, Why for a few finnes that are long hence 
pall, 

Mull I feele torments that lhall euer lall ? 

Euer, euer. 

Bar. Let the facke be muEd. 

Rau, Why is the diuell, 

(If man be borne good) fufired to make him euill ? 

Bar. Man is an affe, if he fit broyling thus ith 
glafie houfe without drinke ; two links of my chaine 
for a threehalfepeny bottle of mother coiifciences 
Ale : drinke. 

Omn. One drop of puddle water to coole vs. 
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Enter ShacMefouU with a hur?iing torch^ and a 
long hiife^ Lurchall 'with a handfuU of Snakes ^ 
A third fpirit with a ladle full of molten gold. 
All three make a Hand, laughing. 

Omn. Leaue howling and be dambd. 

Shoe. Heres drinke for thee royall villaine. 

Stabs RauiUac. 

Rau^ Oh I 
Shoe. Ill not good ! 

For blond th’all thirlled, and thy drinke is blond. 
Strikes it fo cold to thy heart % heres that lhall warme 
thee. {Agefi. 

Rau. Damnation, furies, fire-brand es. — 

Hand hunft off. 

Omn. Ha, ha, ha, 

Frod. One drop of moillure, bnt one cmm. 

Lur. Art hungry, eate this adder: dry? Sucke 
this Snake. 

Prod. Sucke and be dambd thy felfe : He llarue 
firll. 

Away. 

Bar. Is not this all waters ? Ruby water, fome 
Ruby water, Or els a bottle of polleme water to faue 
charges, or els a Thimble-fiill of lymon water, to coole 
my fiomatch. 

Sfir. The ruby is fwilld vp all, heres l3?inon, 
downe with’t 

Bar. Foh, the great diueU or els fome Aquauite 
woman has made water, It fcalds me. 

Omn. Oooh. 

Diu. Ha ha ha Curtaines are drawne ouer them. 

Enter Rufman. 

Ruf Hell grinnes to heare this roaring : wheres 
this black child of faddomles perdition ? rareft diuell 
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That euer hould in Barathrum t here, (deere pupill) 
Of a new damnations ilamp, Saucer-eyde Lucifer^ 

Has dninke to thee this deepe infemall boule off, 

Wut pledge his vglines ? 

Fau. Reach it mee. 

Buf. Choake with it 
Omn. Ha ha ha. 

Fau, Giue fire, blow all the world vp. 

Ruf, Bounce : tis don : Ha ha ha, 

Fires the harrelttops. 

Fan. I lhalbe grinded into dull j It falls : I am 
mad. 

Omn, I am mad, I am mad. Within. 

All 4. Ha ha ha. 

Others. Ho ho ho. Spirits from Mow. 

Enter Pluto ^ attended hy Minos, Adams, and Rhada* 
month, and 3. Furies. 

Flu. Fetch whippes of poyfoned lleele, fining 
with glowing wires, 

And lafh thefe faucie hell-hounds : ducke their foules, 
Nine times tokh bottome of our brimfione lakes, 
From whence yp pull them by their findged hayre, 
Then hang ’em in ropes of yce nine times frozen o’re ; 
Are they fcarce hot in hell, and mull they roaxe % 
What holliday’s this ? that heres fuch grinning, ha ! 

Is hell a dancing Schoole ? yare in extreames, 
Snoring, or els horne-mad % who are fet on fliore, 

On this vafi land of horror, that it refounds, 

With laughter fiead of flirikes, who are come to our 
bounds ? 

Hal 

Ruf. Dread Lord of this lower tortaiy, to thy 
layle 

Haue we thy bufie Catch-polls (prifoners) brought 
Soules, for whofe comming all hell long hath fought 
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Flu, Their names : Is Ward and Dajitziker then 
come 1 

Onm, Yes : Dantziker is come. 

Flu, Wheres the dutch Schellum? wheres hells 
fadtor ! ha % 

Ruf, Charon has bound him for a thoufand yeeres, 
To tug ats oare ; he fcourd the Seas fo well, 

Charon will make him ferriman of hell. 

Flut, Where’s Ward 1 

Rujh, The Merchants are not pilld nor pulld 
enough, 

They axe yet but fhauen, when they are tleade, hee’le 
come. 

And bring to hell fat booties of rich theeues, 

A crew of fwearers and drinkers the bell that hues. 
Omn, Ward is not ripe for damming yet. 

Flu, Who is it then ‘i 
Cutlar the Serieant : ha ! he coma 
Ri^, Yes Fluto : 

Cutlar has bin here long, fent in by a carman, 

But his Herne lookes the feindes did fo difpleafe, 
Bound hand and foote, he houles in little eafe, 

Hauing onely mace to comfort him : he does yell, 
And raue, becaufe he cannot reft in hell. 

Skac, Tis not for him, that we this holliday hold. 
Flut, The baude of Shorditch, Is that hellcat 
come % 

Ruf, No : but lha’s bin a long time lanching 
forth, 

In a Bofa-folis-barke. 

Flu, DiueUs I who is it then % 

Mail Cutpurfe is ftie come ? 

Omn, Our cofen come % No. 

Shoe, Tis not yet fit Mall Cutpurfe here Ihould 
houle, 

Shee has bin too late a fore-tormented foule* 

Flu, Where is our daughter hal Is Ihee ydle ? 
Omn, No. 

Shee was beating hemp in bridewell to choke theeues, 
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Therefore to fpare this fhee-ramp ihe befeeches. 

Till like her felfe all women weare the breeches. 

Lur, Mall Cutpurfe plyes her taske and cannot 
, come. 

Flu. For whom then is this wilde Shroue-tuefday 
kept? 

Euf. See King of gloomie Ihades what foules 
refort, 

To this thy mofl iuft, and leaft-fying court. 

Flu. Stay, lince our layle is with braue fellowes 
ftorde, 

Bid Charon that no more yet come aboard. 

Seeing our ludges of hell here likewife are 
Sit : call a Seffions : fet the foules to a barre. 

Minos (the iuft :) Rhadamanih (the temperate) 

And JEacus (the feuere,) each take his ftate. 

Min. Not an officer here % 

Omn. A Fury. 

3 . lud. Make an Oyes ? 

Fury. Oyes 1 All manner of foules, if they loue 
their owne quietnes, keepe out of hell, vnleffe they 
haue horrible bufmefte at this infernall feffions, vpon 
paine of being damnably plagude for their luftines. 
Back there, let thofe ftiackeld rake-hels (hew their 
faces. 

Omn. Roome here, we muft come into the court 
within. 

Flu. What damned fiends are thofe dare make 
this noife % 

Shoo. A Jury of Brokers impanelde, and deepely 
fwome, to pafie on all the villaines in hell. 

Fhad. Euill-Confdmce be their keeper. 

Fury. Looke to the JmyiFmll-Confoiencelooke 
to the Brokers. 

Flu, Now proceede. 

yEac. Stay, let the King of Ghofts haue firft a 
vew 

Of thofe who are doom’d to paines horrid, but new. 
Then produce thofe who came to yourprifon vntr}'-ed. 

3 A A 
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Fur. Peace there. 

Omn. Heres one^ hels tortures does deride. 

Rauillac. 

Rau. Arraigne me, rend me peece-meale, ile con- 
feile nothing. 

Ruff. Peace, thou lhalt ball thy throate out. 

Rau. Merciles hangmen I to tiranize ouer fo braue 
a Roman fpirit. 

Flu. Ho, ho, what country diuell is this % 

Rau. Thine owne. 

Ruff. A french. 

The eagerefl bloodhound that ere came from thence ; 
Is there a King to be murdred, whileft he does Hand 
CololTus-like, fupporting a whole land, 

And when by his fall that Land moil feares a wracke, 
Send forth this diuell 3 his name is Rauillac. 

Rau. Rauillac ; I am Rauillacy that laughes at tor- 
tures, fpumes at death, defies all mercy: lybbets, 
i racks, fires, pincers, fcalding oyle, wilde-horfes, I fpit 
' in the face of all. 

Fur. Peace. 

Rau. No : were my tongue tome out with burning 
^flefii-hookes, Fames 1000. tonges fliall thunder out 
Rauillacs name, extoll it, etemife it, Cronicle it 1 
Canonife it : oh ! 

Min. Downe with this diuell to’th dungeon, there 
let him houle. 

' Rau. Worlds fhall applaud my A<a, and crowne 
my foule. Exit 

Flu. Another. 

Om 7 i. Come, you leane dog.— ~ 

Frodigall. Brought in. 

Frod. One drop, a bit. 

Flu. Whats he % what flaruelings this % 

Frod. One that lacks a medicine for hunger : I am 
able away, 

^ Omn. From heauen. 
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ludg, To’th common layle with him. 

Fur. He mufl feede on beggeries basket ; leaue 
balling ferra, 

Frod. Shall I be vndon for a little drinke. 

Lur. No, thart vndon for drinking. 

Flu. Starue him away Exit FrodigalL 

What was he when he liu^de. 

Lur, A prodigall : 

Who (in one yeare,) fpent on whores, fooles and 
flaues, 

An Armies maintenance, now begges for cromes, and 
raues 

To fee his fumptuous buildings, pailures, woodes, 
That flood in vplands, dround in Rhenifli floodes. 
Flu. Is here all % 

Shoe. All 1 no, the Arch-helhound*s here. 


Fazdx Enters. 

Flu. What Peter Gonefs this ? 

Fau. Speake foftly, within an inch of giuing fire, 
within an inch. 

Shac. Had all thy gray diuells in their higheH lull 
fat, 

T’haue litterd furies, they could not haue begot 
One to match this : ith’ darke he groapd damnation, 
Fau. Now, now. 

Shac. Digd cellars to find where hel flood and 
has found it 

There was but one villainy vnbome, and he crownd 
it. 

Fau. So : all the billets lye clofe ; glorious bon- 
fire % pontificall bonfire ; braue heads to contriue this, 
gallant foules to confpire in’t, refolute hand to feale 
Siis with my blood, through fire, through flint ; ha, ha, 
ha, whither fly my felfe to heauen, friends to honour, 
none to the halter, enemies to mafiacre, ha, ha, difmall 
tragicall Comedy now? 


A A 2 
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Plu, What does he ? 

Shz£, As he thinkes, giuing fire to powder ; 

Nere in any land could diuels haue found, fuch 
walkes, 

As he was beating out. 

Plu. His name. 

0 mm Guy Faulx. 

Fau* Who cals 1 damnation Hops throate. 

3. Pud, Let it flop thine. 

Fam Am I betrayal giue fire, now, now, giue fire. 

Exit, 

Omn, To burne thine owne foule villaine. 

Plu, Pay him his hire : 

He has a defperate rakehels face.. 

Shac, Had his plot tane fire, 

One realme before any other had doomefday feene, 
Kings who in tombes lay at refl had wakened beene, 
He was within 1 2. howers of hewing downe 
A whole land at one blow, and at once drowne 
In a flood of flames, an Ark roiall with his whole 
fleete, 

Of nobilitie and clergy : in a leaden fheete 
Law and her children had been hotly wrap’d ; 

Millions ere this had in our iayle bin clap’d, 

For damned Arts not known now, which had then 
Bin rife, but no'w lye dead (th’ Acts with the men. 

Plu, Make much of this our ningle : for the refl 
Deliuer ’em to our head-hangman. 

Omn, When % 

Flu, In a twinckling. 

Min, How applaudes Pluto 
Our enginous tortures, and mofl rigorous doome % 

Flu, Mmos,^ thy doome is iufl ; — But you all-fac’de 
Caitiffs.) 

What fifh in your infemall Nets, Drew you vp 
Ith Naples Court, Citie, and Frierie % 

We charade you faile thither: Is mifchiefs Riuer 
there drie ? 

Puff, Drie, No : Fat preyes for hell we all did 
meete, 
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In Court, Citie, Countrey, Nay, in euery llreete, 

In euery houfe, within-him, and without-him. 

Hee that wore bell cloathes, had fome Diuell about him : 
Courtiers from Naples hither in fholes are come, 

Some for Ambition, for Flattery, and Enuie fome : 
Some, who (each meale) eate fubie<Sls vp, and wore 
Whole Families in their Ihoo-llrings, fuch, and others 
more, 

Being here, haue been examining (euer fince 
They came) by Hells-clarke, (fpotted-Confcience.) 
Min^ Till the next Seffions thefe wee mull deferre. 
Flu. None come fro^th Citie, fo many bad being 
there ! 

Liir. Yes, (King of endles horror) fee who's here ; 
Barteruik, 

Flu. Rich-men in hel 1 they are welcom, whats the 
graybeard- 

Bar. One that can buy thee and ten fuch as thou 
art out of thy Sea-coMe-pits here. Is not this New- 
c0le ? 

Lur. No couetous wretch: tis Hell, thy blacke- 
foules prifon. 

Bar. Soule in prifon 1 I never had any foule to 
fpeake on. 

Lur. Now thou (halt finde th’afl one. 

Bar. Can Angells Bayle mee ? 

Mm. Not ail the wealth which the worlds back 
does beare 

Can Bayle thy wretched foule hence, Now tis here. 

Bar. A thoufand Founds. 

Fur. Where ifl foole 1 
Rhad. Thy wealths now gone, 

Thy hands frill catch at bags, but they gripe none. 

Bar, Whats this ? 

Omn. Ha, ha, ha. 

JRac. Ayre, fhadowes, things Imaginary : 

That is thy Torment now, which was thy Glory. 

Bar. If you giue me bags full of Saw-dufr, in fread 
of money, my Ghofr lhall walke. 
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3. lud : To thy grim Father of Hell 
Bar, No, to my olde brother, Syr AcMtophell 
Pinch-gut, 

Plu, Hence with him, the ChurFs mad : 

In Lethes-^00^ drownd all the wealth hee had. 

Bar. My chaine, Let me hang in chaines, fo it bee 
my Golde chaine \ Theeues, theeues, theeues. Exit. 
Min, Throwe him head-long into our boyling- 
Lake, 

Where molten Golde runnes. 

Lur, ,His thirll it cannot flake, 

Seas could not quench his dropfie : Golde to get 
Hee would hang a Citie, ftarue a Countrey. Euen 
yet 

Raues hee for Bonds and incombers : to faue whole 
foule, 

(Tho hee fed none liuing) Saw-fages were his dole. 

# 

A conjufed myfe to come prejjfing in. 

Omn, What coyle is that? A Noife, 

Enter a Ghoast^ coMlacke, 

Pur. Tis a burning zeale muft confume the 
wicked, and therefore I will not bee kept out, but will 
challize and corredl the foule Fiend. 

3. lud, Whats this blacke Incubus f 
Shoe, An Arch-great Puritane once. 

Omn, Ha ! How I a Puritane ? 

Min, An Arch-great Puritane 1 How comes thy 
foule fo little ^ 

Pur. I did exerdfe too much with a liuely Spirit 
Plu, Are there any more of his Synagogue % 

Ruff, Yes a whole Hoy-full are Landed. 

Omn, Ha ! 

Plu. Are they all fo blacke as he is ? 

Omn, Worfe. 
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Min. Syrra, why being a Puritane is your foule fo 
black % 

Pvr. Wee were all fmoakt out of our owne Coun- 
trey, and fent to Rotterdam. 

Min. How camil thou lame and crooked, why 
do’ft halt ? 

Pur. All the brethren and fillers for the better 
part are crooked, and halt : for my owne part, I neuer 
went vpright 

ludg. And yet a puritane % hence with him. 

Pur. Alacke I 

How can I choofe but halt, goe lame, and crooked % 
When I pulld a whole church downe vpon my backe. 

Min. Hence with him, he will pull all hell downe 
too. 

A noife to come in. 

Pur. Let in the brethren, to confound this wicked 
affembly. 

3. lud. Thruil him out at hell gates. 

Plu. Theile confound our kingdome, 

If here they get but footing: rife therefore, away ; 
Keepe the lurie of brokers till our next court day. 
Min. Adioume this. 

Fur. O yes I Seffions is deferd 
Becaufe of Puritanes, Hell cannot be cleerd. 

Plu. Set forward to our Hall paued all with 
braffe, 

Judges we thanke you : let our officers drinke, 

Ith bottome of hells celler, for their good feraice. 
Since to this heigth our Empyre vp you reare, 

Hell fhall hold triumphes, and (thats don,) prepare, 
Agen to walke your circuites o*re the earth, 

Soules are hells Subiedls, and their grones our mirth. 


FINIS. 



Epilogue. 

I Ft be not good, the Diuell is in’t, (they fay,) 

The Diuell was in’t, this then is no good play 
By that conclufion, but hereby is meant, 

If for fo many nones, and midnights fpent 
To reape three howres of mirth, our haruell-feede 
Lyes flill and rot. The Diuels in^t then indeed : 
Much Labour, Art, and Wit, make vp a Play 
As it does a Ship, yet both are call away, 

(Wlien brauely they haue pall the humorous Seas) 
At landing, What black fates curfeth both thefe ? 
Sayle it, or linck it, now tis forth, and nere 
The Hauen at which it longs t^ariue : if there 
It fulfers wrack, the fpiteluller Rockes Ihoote forth, 
Yet non may bring it home laden with much worth. 
By wonted gentle gale, (fweete as the Balme,) 

Or by extending your faire liberall Palme, 

To fan away all llormes, if you fee it lowers, 

The ayxe fhall ring thankes, but the glory’s yours. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 


Page 4. 

the other for Weftchefler. 

On their way to Ireland : My refug6*is Ireland or Virginia ; 
neceffity cries out, and I will prefently to Wedchejlerl' Cook's 
Green! s Tu Qtwque, ed. 1622. Hee came into Ireland^ where 
at Dubblin hee was ftracke lame ; but recovering new llrength 
and courage, hee ihip'd himfelfe for England, landed at Weft 
Che/ieTy whence takmg pofte towards London, hee lodg'd at 
Hockley in the Hole, in his way,” &c. Taylor the water poet's 
Praife ofcleane Linneny — Worksy 1630, p. 170. It may perhaps 
be neceffary to add, that the ancient city of Chefter is called 
Wefi Chefter from its relative fituation, to diftinguifh it from 
feveral other towns which bear the name of Chefter with fome 
addition. 


Page 5. 

a 7 id your felfe Jhall keepe the key of it 
From Shakefpeare : — 

“ 'Tis in my memory lock'd, 

And yon yourfelf Jhall keep ike key of ttP 

Hamkty a< 5 l i. fc. 3. 


Page 10. 

you Jhall finde me playing at Span-coimter. 

A pun is intended here : fpan>counte!r being a common game 
among boys, counter, theprifon, to which, if he could proaire no 
bail, Philip was to be configned. 
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Page ii. 

Doe you laugh you vnfeafonable puck-fifl ? 

This word, often ufed by our old writers in the fenfe of an 
empty, inlignificant fellow, meant originally a fort of fungus ; 
*‘A 11 the fallets are turn’d to Jewes>ears, muftirooms, and 
Puckjilisl' Hey wood and Brome’s Lancajhire Witches ^ 1634. 

Page 12. 

4 ^re all the Que/i koufes broken up i 

About Chriftmas, the aldermen and citizens of each ward 
in the city ufed to hold a queft to inquire concerning mif- 
demeanours and annoyances, brothels, &c. Queft’koufes were 
the houfes where the queft was held, and which wei*e ufually the 
chief watchhoufes. Doll, in her next fpeech, alludes to the 
fhifts made by the ladies when driven out of the city, and their 
private return when they no longer feared the queft. 

From a paffage in one of Middleton’s plays it appears that 
gaming was fometimes carried on there : ‘‘ Such a day I loft 
fifty pound in hugger-mugger at dice, at the queJl^houfeP Any 
thing for a quiet life^ — Works, iv. 425, ed. Dyce. 

Quefl-houfes generally adjoined churches ; ** But you may fay, 
it is like a farthing candle in a great church : I anfwer, that 
light will not enlighten the by-chapels of the church, nor the 
queli^houfe, nor the belfry; neither doth the light move the 
church, though it enlightens it .” — Philofophkal Letters by the 
Duchefs of Newcaftle, 1664, p. 189. 


/A 

with a chains about his neck ..... For that, Saint Martins 
and wee will tcdke. 

So Brathwait : 

By this hee trauels to Saint Martins lane. 

And to the fliops he goes to buy a chameP 

The Honeji Gholi, &a, 1658, p. 167. 

Page 13. 
double chin. 

The characleriftic of a bawd, according to many of our old 
dramatifts : 
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“ The bawds will be fo fat with what they earn, 

Their chins will hang like udders, by Eafter-eve.” 

Middleton’s Cha/le Maid in Cheapfide^ — Worhs^ 

iv. 32. 


Page 13. 

neuer kad the Grincoms ; 

Or crincomeSi a cant term for the venereal difeafe : ** Grink- 
comes,” fays Taylor, the water poet, “is an Utopian word, 
which is in Englilh a P. at Paris .” — Workst 1630, p. in. 

Page 15. 

Wife. Good Sir, lend me paMence. 

May. I made a faUade of that herhe. 

Patience was the name of an herb : ‘‘You may recover it with 
a fallet of partly and the hearhe patienceP — A pleafant comniodie 
called Loohe about you^ 1600* 

Page 19. 

Farewell, Father Snot 

This elegant valedidlion (after which, in the old copy, is a 
Ihort break) was, perhaps, a parody on, or a quotation firora, 
fome fong. In The Wit of a Wornan, 1604, we find, 

“ My bufli and my pot 
Cares not a groate 
For fuch a lob-coate, 

Farewell, Sinior fnotP 

Page 20. 

the bragging velure-canioned hobbi~horfes* 

Velure is velvet. 

“Cannions, of breeches. G. canons: on les appele amsi 
pource qu’ils font aucunement femblables aux candns d’artillerie, 
— ^becaufe they are like cannons of artillery, or cans or pots.” — 
Minlheu’s Guide into the tongues, p. 61, ed. 1617. 

Strutt explains caniom to be ornamoatal tubes or tags at the 
ends of the ribbands and laces which were attached to the 
extremities of the breeches ” — Drefs and HdbUs, &c., vol ii. 
p. 263. 
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Canon-liofe, decorated at the knees with a quantity of ribbons, 
were fafliionable in the time of Charles the Second. 

In a MS. copy of a comedy called 71 ie Hwmitrous Lcaiers, by 
the Duke of Newcaftle, among the Harleian MSS., the following 
fong (not given in the printed copy of the play, 1677) occurs at 
the beginning of the 4th adl : — 

“ I conjure thee, I conjure thee, 

By the Ribands in thy Hatt, 

By thy pritty lac’d Cravat, 

By the Ribands round thy Bum, 

Which is brac’d much like a Drum, 

By thy dangling Pantaloons, 

And thy ruffling Port Cannons, 

By thy freezeld Perrivdge, 

Which does malce thee look fo bigg, 

By thy Sword of Silver guilt, 

And the Riband at thy Hilt, — 

Apeare, apear.” 

Page 26. 

hy this Iron {which is 7ione a gods AngelT) 

Compare Dekker, SatiromatUx : 

“ I markt, by this candle, which is none of God's Angels." 

(See Notes to Vol. IL p. 368.) 

Page 27. 

Mi cara whee, m heUon. 

Qy.? Mi gara chwi yn nghalon. 


Jh. 

there is the moji abominable feere. 

The captain does not ufe abominable in a bad fenfe, quite the 
reverfe : fo in Field’s A Woman is a Weatkercoch, 1612 : 

“ Abraham, Does fhe fo love me fay you? 

** Pendant. Yes, yes, out of all queftion the whore does love 
you abhominableP 

Is it necelfary to add that by ^'feer" he means cheer, and, a 
little after, by ^^kerniclesf chronicles^ 



Page 28. 
fare-well Sidanien. 

Sidanen, s. f. dim. (fidan) that is filken, or made of filk* It 
is the name of an old tune ; also an epithet for a fine woman; 
and has been applied particularly to Queen Elizabeth." — Owen*s 
Didiionary of the Welch Language. 

Page 33. 

I left her at Bofomes Inne. 

“ Antiquities in this Lane [St. Lawrence Lane] I find none 
other than that, among many fair Houfes, there is one large Inne 
for receit of Travellers, called Bloffoms Inne^ but corruptly 
Bofoms Inney and hath to fign S. Laurence the Deacon, in a 
border of Bloffoms or Flowers.” — Stowes Survey of London^ 

B* iii. p. 40, ed. 1720. 


Page 34. 

he would goe the Band voiage. 

Undertaken againfl: Hifpaniola, in 1585. The fleet, com- 
manded by Sir Francis Drake, confifted of twenty-one ihips, 
carrying above two thoufand volunteers. They took poffeflion of 
St. Domingo. 


Page 35. 

fome noughty packe whome my husband hath fallen in louewUh, 
and meanes to keepe vnder my nofe at his garden koufe. 

Garden-houfes were ufed for fuch purpofes : fo in the opening 
of Barry’s Ram- Alley y 1611 : 

** what makes he heere. 

In the ikirts of Holbome, fo neere the field. 

And at a garden-houfe f a has fotne punkcy 
^ Upon my life.*^ 


Page 37. 

with a cartoofe collour and a pickadelL 

A piccadel is defcribed as an upright collar with fliffened 
plaits ; here it feems to mean a fort of edging to the collar. 
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Page 38. 

Jle haueyou make 12. poeftes for a dozen oj cheefe trenchers. 

Cheefe«trenchers, at the time this play was written, ufed 
frequently to have pofies infcribed on them. In Dekker’s 
Honejl 'WhQre^PartFirJl^Qt^ox^y^ quotes fix lines, “as one of 
our r/5<?^-2fm2f/i^r^fayes very learnedly (VoL II. p. 72.) Com- 
pare too Middleton^s No Wit^ no Helpy like a Woman's ; 

“Z. Gold. Twelve trenchers, upon every one a month I 
January, February, March, April — 
pep. Ay, and their pofies under *em. 

L. Gold. Pray, what fays May ? fhe’s the fpring lady. 

Pep. \readi\ 

Now gallant May, in her array^ 

Doth make the field pleaf ant and gayf ^c. 

^ ed. Dyce, v. 40. 

Ib. 

1 had three nefi of them giuen mee. 

So in the opening of Marfton^s Hutch Courteza^t, 1605 ^ cog- 
ging Cocledemoy is runne away with a neaft of goblets f and fo 
in Annin’s Two Maides of Moreclctcke, 1609 ; 

“ Place your plate, and pEe your vitriaE boales 
iV^upon nefi.^'* 

The term nefi of goblets is ftEl made ufe of in the Weft Riding 
of Yorkfhire, to defcribe a large goblet containing many fmaller 
ones of gradually diminifhing fizes, which fit into each other and 
fill it up. 

Page 40. 

Pax. 

For/^?jr/ it w’as perhaps an affected mode of pronouncing the 
word. So Heywood and Brome in The late Lancafhire Witches, 
1634, ^‘Pax, I think not on*t Brome in the Joviall Crew, 1652, 
“ Pax o’ your fine thing and Middleton, in Your Five Gal- 
lants, Pax on*t, we fpoil ourfelves for want of thefe things at 
univerfity.^ — Works, iL 235. 

Page 41. 

the tree in Cuckolds Hauen. 

A little below Rotherhithe is a fpot, dofe on the river, called 
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Cuckold’s Point, wHch is dillii^tiiihed by a tall pole witli a pair 
of horns on the top. Tradition feys that near this place there 
lived, in the reign of King John, a noiller who had a handfome 
wife ; that his majelly had an intrigue with the fair dame, and 
gave the husband, as a compenfation, ail the land on that fide, 
which he could fee from his houfe, looking down the Thames, — 
which land, however, he was to polTefs only on the condition of 
walking on that day (the i8th of October) annually to the fartheil 
bounds of his eftate with a pair of buck’s horns on his head ; and 
that the miller, having cleared his eyefight, faw as fax as Charlton, 
and enjoyed the land on the above-mentioned terms. (In feveral 
books which condefcend to notice this ilory we are told that 
the miller lived at Charlton and faw as far as Cuckold’s Point ; 
but the verfion of it which is here given is what the watermen 
on the Thames were wont to repeat.) Hom-fair was long held 
at Charlton, on the i8th of 0<^ober, in commemoration of the 
event. 


Page 49. 

garlkk has a white head and a greene Jkdke, 

So in The Honeji Lawyer^ 1616 ; ** I’m like a leeke, though 
I have a gray head, I have a greene,” And fo in various 
old plays and poems, Chaucer’s Reads Prologuiy &c. This piece 
of wit may be traced to Boccaccio ; “ E quagli che contro aUa 
miaetiiparlando vanno, moftra mal die conoscano deL^perche d 
porro oMia il capo bianco ^ che la coda Jia verdeT Decamerone ^ — 
Introdudion to Giornata quanta* 

Page 50. 

as if I were a bawd, no ring plea/es me but a deaiMs head. 

The bawds of thofe days, probably from an affedlation of piety, 
ufed to wear rings with death’s-heads on them, as feveral plages 
from old writers might be adduced to ihow. But the wearing of 
fuch rings was not confined to thofe motherly gentlewomen : 

the olde Countefie fp 3 dng on the finger of Senior Cofimo a 
Ring with a DeatMs head ingravm, circled with this Pofie, 
Greffus ad vitam, demaunded whether hee adorde the Signet for 
profit or pleafure : Seignior Cofimo fpeaking in truth as his con- 
fcience wild him, told her that it was a favour which a Gentle- 
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woman had bellowed upon him, and that onely hec wore it for 
her fake.” Greene’s Faremeil to Foilie, ed. 1617. — Underwood 
the player bequeathed ‘^to his daughter Elizabeth two feal-rings 
of gold, one with a deatUs-headP See his will in Malone's Hijl* 
Acc. of the Englijh Stage, p. 216, ed. Bofwell. 

Page 52. 
my white Poet* 

White was employed formerly as an epithet to exprefs fond- 
nefs: white boy,” ** white fon,” and white girl,” occur 

frequently in our old writers. I^e ufes it in a ftrange paiT^e of 
the Dedication of his Rival Queens to the Earl of Mulgrave* 
(Though Mayberry a little after calls Bellamont my httle hoary 
poet,” we are not to conclude that white** in the prefent inftance 
means hoary*) 


Page 58. 

I was a dapper rogue in Poriingal voyage. 

The Portugal voyage was the expedition in 1589, confifting of 
one hundred and eighty veffels, and twenty-one thoufand men, 
commanded by Sir Francis Drake and Sir John Norris : it is 
generally faid to have been undertaken for the purpofe of feating 
Antonio on the throne of Portugal ; but the brave volunteers who 
compofed it were moft probably excited to the enterprife by the 
wxfh to revenge themfelves on Spain, and by the hopes of gain 
and glory. 


Ih. 

the prentices made a riot vpin my glaffe windows, the Shrove* 
tmfday foUowing, 

Shrove-Tuefday was a holiday for apprentices, during which 
they ufed to be exceedingly riotous, and attempt to demolilh 
houfes of bad fame : 

“ It was the day of all dayes in the yeare, 

That unto Bacchus hath his dedication, 

When mad*hraynd prentifes, that no men feare, 

O' rethrow the dens of bawdie recreation'' 

Pafquils Palimdia, 1634. 
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Page 59. 

Mother Walls cakes. 

We leam where this dame refided from the following paffage 
of Haughton’s Engltjk~men for my money ^ 1616 ; “I have the fcent 
of London-frone as full in my nofe, as Abchurch-lane of Mother 
Wcdles pafties.” 


Page 59. 

like f quids that run vpon lynes. 

So Marflon, in his Farafttafier^ or the Fawne, 1606 5 

“ Page. There be fquxbs, fir, which fquibs running upon lines, 
like fome of our gawdie gallants, fir, keepe a fmother, fir, with 
flifhing and flafhing, and in the end, fir, they doe, fir 

NympJiadora. What, fir? 

Page. Stink, fir.” 

In A Rich Cabinet with Variety of Inventions, 1651, by 
J. White, are inflrudlions “How to make your fireworks to run 
upon a line backward and forward.” 

Page 81. 

The Famous Hijiory of Sir Thomas Wyat. 

There can be no doubt that The Famous Hijiory of Sir Thomas 
Wyat confifls merely of fragments of two plays, — or rather, a 
play in Two Parts, — called Lady Jane, concerning which we find 
the following entries in The Diary of Henflowe ; 

“ Lent unto John Thare, the 15 of odlobr 1602, to 
geve unto harey chettell, Thomas Deckers, 
Thomas Hewode, and Mr. Smyth, and Mr. 
Webfter, in eamefte of a|)laye called Ladeyjane, 
the fome of ....... Is 

“ Lent unto Thomas Hewode, the 21 of odlobr 1602, 
to pay unto Mr. Dickers, chettell, Smythe, 
Webefter and Hewode, in fulle payment of ther 
play of ladye Jane, the fome of . , . ylixs 

“ Lent unto John Ducke, the 27 of odlobr r6o2, to 
geve unto Ihomas Deckers, in eamefle of the 
2 pt of Ladye Jane, the fome of . . . vs” 

Pp. 242 — ^3, ed. Shakefpmre Soc. 
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Whether the prefent abridgment of Lady Jane was made by 
Dekker and Webtlcr (fee its title-page), or by fome other play- 
wright, cannot be determined ; that it has fuffeied cruelly from 
the hands of the tranfcriber or printer, is certain. — Dyce. 

This drama is much mutilated, and its text very defective. It 
is a very inferior produdtion. There is no difcrimination of cha- 
ra( 5 ler, no fucceffion of events, and no artful or judicious develop- 
ment of condudk There is, however, a gentle and penfive 
intereft in the forcible fcenes and feparation of Guildford and 
Lady Jane, and in that mild refignation to their fate, which 
arifes from their blamelefs and innocent condudL [Rev.] J. 
M(itford) in Gmt June 1833, 49 ^* 

Page 87. 

GXJI. We are led with p07npe to prifoji. 

Mr. Dyce affigns this fpeech to Lady Jane. 

3 . 

Like funerall Coffins ^ in fome fmierall Pompe, 

The text of this line is obvioufly corrupt, Mr. Collier (Preface 
to Coleridge’s Lectures, p. cv.) propofes to read ‘‘feveral 
coffins,” an emendation adopted by Mr. Dyce in his edition of 
Webfter, 


j Page 90. 

Dying the hauen of Brit, with gutUie blood, 

Mr. Dyce reads “ Britain.” The Rev. J. Mitford [Gent Mag, 
for June 1833, p. 491) would read Brute, "—which helps the 
metre fomewhat, but does not improve the fenfe. 

Page 93. 

if that their Brother dying Iffules^ See, 

Mr. Dyce thinks there is manifeftly a line or lines wanting 
here. 


Page 94. 

That no impeachment Jhould diuert our hcaries 
From the impeachment of the Lady lane. 
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In tlie fecond line Mr. Dyce has fubftituted elofkion” for /w- 
peachmmt. The following is his note on the paffage : — 

The old copies have, — 

* From the impeachment of the Lady Jane,’— 
the word ^impeachment* having been repeated from the pre- 
ceding line by a miftalce of the tranfcriber or printer. That the 
firft ‘ impeachment* — ^i.e. hindrance, let, impediment, — ^is right, 
there can be no doubt ; and that in the fecond line ^ eletlion* 
the author’s word, feems equally certain ; compare what Arundel 
has faid a little before, — 

* Are you not griev’d that we have given content 
To Lady Jands ekdiion T* 

(The reading of this paffage propofed by Mr. Mitford {GeM^ 
for June 1833, p. 492),— 

* That no impediment ftiould divert our hearts 
From the impeachfrient of the Lady Jane,’ — 

alters the right word in the firll line, and leaves the wrong one in . 
the fecond.)” 


Page 95. 

Lance perfado, quarter^ quarter^ 

Written alfo lanceprifadoy lancepefado, lancepefade, or lance^ 
pefata; (Ital. lancia Jpezmta,) the loweft officer of foot, one who 
is under the corporal. 

** Pie is a gentleman of no ancient {landing in the militia, for 
he diaws his pedigree from the time of the wars between 
Francis I. and his fon, Henry 11 ., kings of France, on the one 
part ; and the Emperor Charles V., and his brotlrer-in-law, the 
Duke of Savoy, on the other part. In thofe wars, when a gentle- 
man of a troop of horfe, in any lldrmifh, battle, or rencounter, had 
broke his lance on the enemy, and loft his horfe in the fcuffle, 
he was entertained (under the name of a broken lance) by a cap- 
tain of a foot company as his comrade, tiU he was again mounted. 
But as all good orders fall foon from their primitive inftitution, 
fo in a fhort time our Monfieur Lancepefata (for fo he was called) 
was forced to defcend from being the captain’s comrade, and 
become the caporal’s companion, and affifted him in the exerdfe 
of his charge, and therefore was fometimes called by the French, 
atde caporah But when the caporal grew weary of the comrade- 
ihip of Ms lancepefata, he made Mm officiate under him, and 

B B 2 
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for that had fome allowance of pay more than the common 
foldier.’^— Turner’s Pallas Armala, p. 219 — (as quoted by Grofe, 
MIL AnL, V. i., p- 262.) 


Page 115. 

There came hut one Dondego into England^ and he made all 
Paules JHnke againe, 

ie. Don Diego. — So Heywood; 

But for thefe Spaniards, now you Don Diegoes, 

You that made Paules to JlinkeP 

Fair Maid of the Wed, 1631, Part ift, p. 51. 
Various other writers allude to the nafty feat of this Don Diego 
in St. Paul’s Cathedral ; and it is very plainly told in a letter 
among the Cottonian MSS. {Jul. C hi.), which muft have been 
written about the beginning of 1597. 

Page 123. 

GuiL True, my faire Queene, offorrome truely fpeoke. 

Great men like great flies through Lawes cobwebs breaks, 

But the thindjl frame the prif on of the weake, 

Mr, Dyce fuggefls the emendation “ oft forrow truly fpeaks” 
in the firft line. It is probable that Dekker wrote this fcene, 
as the following paffage occurs in one of his plays : — 

“ yomnellL You muft hang up the lawes. 

Odiavio. Like cob-webbe in fowle roomes, through which 
great flies 

Breake through, the leffe being caught bi’th wing there 
dies.” 

If this he not a good play the devil is in it, l6l2, (page 287-) 
But the fimile is derived from ancient wifdom : — ** One of the 
Seven was wont to fay, that laws were like cob-webs ; where the 
fmall dies were caught, and the great brake through,” Bacon’s 
Apophthegms, No. 284. 


Page 133. 

Shall Jill with laughter our vafl Theater, 
i.e. the Fortune, in Golden or Golding Lane, St. Giles’s, 
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Cripplegate. It was built by Henflowe and Alleyn, in 
1599 — 1600, and was eighty feet fquare on tlie outfide, and fifty- 
five feet fquare within. It was defooyed by fire in 1621. 

Page 138. 

Falling hands, 

Thefe bands, which lay flat upon the drefs from the neck, fuc- 
ceeded the cumberfome ruff. There is a jm de mots upon the 
name in Dekker’s If this be mt a good Play, the Diuell is intt 
(page 31S) : 

** Tho my collar [choler] ftand 
So bye, it fcarce beares vp this falling band.” 

** Band,” it ihould be oblerved, was fonnerly fynonymous with 
^^hondP 


Page 145. 

Well Jhot old Adam Bell. 

An outlaw, famous for his archery r fee the ballad of Adam 
Bel, Clym of the Cloughe and Wyllyam of Cloudejle, in Ritfon^s 
Pieces of An. Pop. Poetfy. 


Page 147. 

yet do you now 
Thus baffle me to my face. 

“ Baffle” meant formerly to treat with infult, mockery, or con- 
tempt. It is ufed again in this fenfe in Dekkef s If this he not a 
good Play, &c. (page 291) : ‘‘ No King on earth baffalls me.” 
Mr. Dyce alfo cites paffages from Nafh and Marmyon. 

Page 155. 
a hlacke fatcegard. 

Le. a fort of large petticoat, worn by women over their other 
clothes, to prote(ft them from foiling. 

Page 159. 

Smnt AntHngs 4 dl. 

At St. Antholin’s church there ufed to be a ledlure early in 
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the morning, which was much frequented by the puritans of the 
times. 


Page i6i, 

rie try one fpeare agam/iyour chajltty 
TTiough it prow too Jhort by the burgh. 

Burgh,” or hu’rre^ is abroad ring of iron behind the handle” 
of a tilting lance, ‘‘which burre is brought into the fufflue or reft, 
when the tilter is ready to run agahaft his enimy, or prepareth 
himfelf to combate or encounter his adverfe party.” R. Holme's 
Acad, of Armoury, 


Page 170. 
good phrampell iades, 

** Phrampel,” which is written alfo frampold^ frampnl^ &c., 
here appears to fignify fiery or mettle/ome. It generally means 
vexatious, fancy, peevifh, &c. 

Page 173. 

quarrelling wedlockes 

i.e. wives. 


Ih. 

al mv Handers 

So the or^. edition 5 but there is hardly any doubt that Mr. 
Byce's emendation of “ flanderers ” is the corred reading. 

Page 174. 
if his fpirit 

Be anfwerable to his vmbles. 
i.e. his infide. Umbks are the entrails of a deer. 

Page 176. 

I thinhe the baby would haue a teate it kyes fo, 

“Kyes” for cries, in imitation of the jargon talked by nurfes 
to infants. 
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Page 177. 

it does mee good now to have her fmg mee. 

There can fcarcely be any doubt that Mr. Byce’s emendation 
of “fting” is corredl. 


Ib, 

Now fye how yoti vex me^ I cannot abide thefe a^erne husbands : 
fuch cotqueanes^ you ouerdoeyour things^ &c, 

“ Apron husbands i.e, husbands who follow their wives as 
if tied to their apron-ftrings. ‘‘ Cotqueans i,e, men who 
meddle with female affairs. The exclamations of Miilrefs Galli- 
pot evidently refer to fome aClion on the part of her husband : 
this portion of the fcene is very adroitly written, requiring to be 
read entre les lignes like the dialogue in La Nuit et le Moment of 
Crebillon fils ; but how it can have been reprefented publicly on 
the flage it is difficult to imagine. 

Page 178. 

as Pan-da-rus was to Cref-fida : 

So in the old edition, to mark the difficulty with which fuch 
hard names were read by millrefs Gallipot. 

Page 180. 

Since la/i I /aw him tmelue moneths three times told. 

The Moone hath drawne through her liqht fduer bow. 

In Bekker’s Whore of Babylon (vol. II. p. 195) we find : 

Flue Summers haue fcarce draw 7 i their glimmering nights 

Through the Moons Jlluer boweT 

It feems, therefore, almoft certain that the fcene in The Roaring 
Girle containing the above lines was written by him and not by 
Middleton. 


Page 185. 

the bouncing Rampe {that Roaring Girk my Mijlrejfi). 

^‘Ramp:” i,e, ramping, rampant creature: ‘‘although fhe 
were a luftie bounfmg rampe^ fomewhat like Gallemalla/^ &c, 
G, Harvey’s Pierces Supererogcdion, 1593, p. 145. 
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Page i86. 

her placket to the ancient feate of a codpice, 

“ Placket’* has been varioufly explained — the opening of the 
petticoat — ^the forepart of the fhift or petticoat ; Nares, in his 
GlofTary, infills that it meant only a petticoat, generally an 
under one. 


Page 191. 

thefe men-midwiues mujt bring him to bed 2* the counter. 

So in Dekker’s Whore of Babylon (voh II. p. 213.) '*Doe 
not you know miftrelfe, what Serieants are ? . . . why they are 
certaine men-midwiues, that neuer bring people to bed, but when 
they are fore in labour, that no body els can deliuer them.” 

Page 200. 

haue not many kandfome legges in ftlke Jlockins villanous fplay 
feete for all their great rofes ? 

Rofes anciently were worn in flioes. They were made of 
ribbons gathered into a knot, and were fometimes of a pre- 
poflerous fize. 


3 . 

an agget fet in a crampe ring, 

i.e. a ring, which having been folemnly confecrated on Good 
Friday, was fuppofed to have the power of preventing the cramp. 
(See in Waldron’s Literary Mufeum, 1792, a reprint of The Cere- 
monies of Bleffing Cramp-Rings on Good Friday^ ufed by the 
Catholic Rings op England. 


Page 202. 
till all fplit. 

This expreffion occurs in feveral old plays ; and denotes vio- 
lence of a^ion. 


Page 203. 

Raith gib, are you fpiiting. Tie cut your tayle pzifcat for this. 
**Gib”is, properly, a male cat, but is fometimes applied, as 
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a term of reproach to a woman ; She is a tonnyfh gyh” fays 
Skelton, in Elynmr Rummyng, v, 99 . 

Page 203. 

are bed get you a mumming. 

i.e. a masquing, in which originally the performers nfed 
gefticulation only, without fpeaking : miftrefs Openwork puns 
on the different meanings of majk and 7nqfque. 

Page 205. 

to be made 

A Jiale to a common whore? 

i.e. a pretence or cover under which he keeps a harlot : the 
dale^ or Jialhing-horfei was the real or artificial horfe behind 
which fportfmen approached their game. 

lb. 

I /weate^ wold I lay in cold harbour. 

Cold-Ilarbourj or Cold^Harhorough was an ancient building, 
fituated in the parifli of AU-hallows the Lefs, in Downgate 
Ward. A good many years before the date of this play, the then 
Earl of Shrewsbury took it down, and built a number of fmall 
tenements in its fhead, which were let at great rents and ferved 
as a retreat for debtors, &c. j the place being confidered a fort of 
fan<Sluary, probably becaufe Tunftall, bifliop of Durham, had 
refided there in Henry VIII.’s reign. It appearsto have been 
notorious as a place where marriages were folemnized haftily 
and without the proper forms; fuch as the Fleet Prifon and 
Keith’s Chapel were for fome time before the pafiing of the 
marriage-a(fl, 

Nares citing the above paffage in his Gloffary, says that Cold 
Harbour ‘‘feems to be ufed as a kind of metaphorical term for 
the grave.” 

B. 

Pujk ; your Wejierne pug. 

“ I doubt the fand-eyde affe will kicke like a Wejierne pugge^ 
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if I nibbc him on the gall.” Greene’s Theeues falling oat 
** Euen the We Herne Pugs receiuing mony here, haiie tyed it in a 
bag at the end of their barge, and fo trailed it through the 
Thames,” &c, Dekker’s Wo 7 tderfuU Yeare, 1603. 

Page 206. 

OA brauegirles: worth Gold, 

This expreffion feems to have been proverbial : one of Hey- 
wood’s plays is entitled The Fair Maid of the Wed, or A Girle 
worth gold (1631). 


a, 

rie ride to Oxford^ and watch out mine eies, but Pie heare the 
brazen head fpeak. 

See Friar Bacon and Friar Bungay (firft printed in 1594) in 
Dyce’s edition of Greene’s Dramatic Works (vol. i. p. 141), and 
the extra( 5 l given (p. 215) from the profe tra(S: on which that 
play is founded, The Fa?nous Htjiorie of Friar Baco^i, How 
Fryer Bacon made a Brazen Head to fpeake, by the which hee 
would haue walled England about with Braffe.” The friars loft 
all their labour through the folly of a fervant named Miles, who 
having be|pi fet to watch the Head while they retired to reft, 
negle(fted to call them when at laft it fpoke. 

Page 209. 

feeing your women are fo hote^ I muft loofe my haire in their 
company I Jee, 

Alluding,” fays Reed, “ to the confequences of lewdnefs, 
one of which, in the firft appearance of the difeafe in Europe, 
was the lofs of hair.” 

Ik 

I pray who playes a knacke to know an honeft man in this 
company ? 

A Pleafant Conceited Comedie, called^ A knache to know an 
honeft Man, As it hath beene fundrie times plaied about the Citie of 
London^ was printed in 1596. The author’s name is unknown. 
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Page 210. 

Get feihers from thy wings* 

Mr. Dyce fubftitutes “gelt” for get; but “is by no means 
confident that he has reftored the right reading ” (Middleton^s 
Works, ii. 527). 

B. 

Play out your game at Irifli fir : Who whines i 
Mist. Open. The triall is when fitee comes to bearing. 

A game which diifers very fiightly from backgammon. The 
manner of playing it is defcribed in The Compleat Game/ter* At 
page 155 — 6 (of ed. 1674) the following advice is given: — 

“ Bear as fall as you can when you come to beanng, 

have a care,” &c. 

Page 21 i. 

Then feeing all bafe defires raUd vp in du/l, 

And that to tempi her modeji cares ^ I fwore^ 

An intermediate line feems to have dropped out : probably 
another is wanting after “ And yet to try,” &c. 

B. 

was it your Megge of Wedmhfiers courage. 

Meg of Weftminfler, or long Meg of Weflminfler, was a 
virago of whom frequent mention is made by our early drama- 
tifts, and indeed, like the heroine of the prefent piece, fhe had 
the honour of figuring in a play called after her in 1594. At that 
period, however, fhe is fuppofed to have been dead. She is 
introduced in an ante-mafque in Ben Jonfon’s Fortunate Ifies. A 
quarto tradl entitled The Life of Long Meg of Wedminjier : con- 
taining the mad merry prankes flu played in her life time^ not onely 
in performing fundiy quarrels with divers ruffians about London; 
hut alfo how valiantly fhe behaued herfelfe in the warres of Bol- 
loingne, was printed (perhaps not for the firft time) in 1635. 

Page 212. 

like a fire-worke to run vpon a line betwixt him and me. 

So Dekker, in his Whore of Babylon : 

Let vs behold thefe fire-workes, that mufl run 
Vpon fhort lines of life,” 
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Page 212. 

away Jlia I my man^ like a Jfhoitell-board Ihilling. 
i <?., a fliilling ufed at the game of JhoveUboard, and which was 
always fmooth, that it might ‘‘Aide away'’ eafily. 


Ib. 

tkefe London boote-halers. 

Freebooters, plunderers, halers of boot (profit), or booty. Cot- 
grave explains to be a boot-haler^ a fnend’s country), 
a ravening or filching fouldier.” 

Page 213. 

Heeres fuch a merry ging. 

L <?., gang. This fubftitution of i for a was common with the 
Elizabethan writers. The word ging or gyng^ however, is of 
great antiquity. 

Page 215. 
you skeldering varlet 

Skeldring was a cant term for impudent begging, generally 
applied to vagrants, and often ufed by our early writers. It 
appears to have been particularly appropriated to thofe vaga- 
bonds who wander about under the name of foldiers, borrowing 
or begging money. 

Ib. 

The bailee of thefe glafiers of mine {mim 0/es). 

See Bekker's Ijintkome and Candlelight (1612). 

Page 216. 

A meere whip-Iacke. 

In Dekker's Belman of London (1608), the defcription of “A 
Whipiacke ” is much the fame as that which Moll gives here. 

‘‘Anvprightman," *‘a wilde rogue," ** an angler," *'aruffler," 
“ a kinchin mort," and a “wildedel” are alfo fully defcribed 
in the fame curious trad. 


3 . 

homes for the thumbe* 

Pick-pockets were faid to place a cafe, or thimble, of horn on 
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their thumbs, to fupport the edge of the knife in the adl of 
cutting purfes. 

Page 219. 

Now I fee that you are HaVd to the rogue. 

“This done, the Grand Signior called for a Gage of Bowfe, 
which belike fignified a quart of drinke, for prefently a pot of 
Ale being put into his hand, he made the yong Squire kneele 
downe, and powring the full pot on his pate, vttered thefe wordes, 

I doe Jiall thee to the Rogue by vertue of this foueraigne Englilh. 
liquor, fo that henceforth it fhall be lawfiiU for tliee to Cant {that 
is to fay) to be a Vagabond and beg,” &c. — Dekker’s Belman of 
London, 1608. 

Page 221. 
pacus palabros. 

Pocas palabras (Spanifli) i, e. few words — an expreflion found 
under various corrupted forms in our old writers. It is ufually 
put into the mouths of low people, among whom itfeems to have 
been current : — “ With this learned oration the Cobler was 
tutord : laid his finger on his mouth, and cried paucus palabrosR 
— Dekker’s Wonderfull Yeate, 1603. 

Page 226. 

The man talkes monthly. 

i. e, madly; as if under the influence of the moon. 

Page 235. 

Troia Noua Triumphans. London Triumphing, 1612. 

The mayoralty pageant here repiinted is one of the rarefl of 
Dekker’s works. Nichols, in his Rrogrejfes, of King fames 
the Firji, vol. ii. p, 466, fays, “the only copy of this pageant 
that I know to exifl, is one which was sold at Mr. Garrick’s 
sale, April 23rd, 1823. It was bound up with the city pageants 
of 1626, 1631, 1679, and 1691, and other tradls, and the volume 
was purchafed for forty guineas by Mr. Thorpe, who has fince 
parted with it to Mr. Heber.” He adds, “ I have not yet 
obtained a tranfciipt, but if I am favoured with one in time, it 
fhall appear in the appendix to this volume.” At the fale of 
Heber’s library, this copy formed lot 1631 of part 4, and proved 
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to be imperfedl, which was no doubt the rcafon why Nichols was 
unable to repiint it according to promife. There are, however, 
copies in the Bodleian Library and in the Britifh Mufeum, which 
are quite perfe<Sl, and there is another in the library of the Duke 
of Devonfhire. 

“ Upon this occafion the lord mayor’s banquet was honoured 
by the prefence of Frederick, Count Palatine of the Rhine, then 
lately arrived to marry Elizabeth, the king’s only daughter.” 
‘The Palfgmve dyned in the Guildhall,’ as Howe’s Chronicle 
informs us, ‘ accompanied with the Archbiihop of Canterbury, 
the Lord Bifhop of London, and divers earls and barons, and 
during the whole dinner the Palfgrave and the Lord Archbifliop 
entertained the time with fundry difcourfes m Latine. To this 
great feaft Prince Henry was alfo invited, and would have bin 
there, but he was ficke and could not come. 

“ After dinner, the lord mayor and his brethren, in the behalfe 
of the cittie, and cittizens of London, for teftimonie of heaity 
welcome and their love, prefented the Palfgrave with a very large 
bafon and cure of filver, richly guilded, and curioufly wrought ; 
and two great guilded livery pots.’ The preient is defcribed in 
the city records as: — ‘a bafon and ewer gilt, weighing 2340Z. 
3grs.; one paire of dansk potls, chaft and chefeld, weighing 
5i3Joz. 4gr., having the armes of the city, and the wordes, 
‘ Civitas London,’ engraved thereon in divers places.” 

Mr. Chamberlain, in a letter to Sir Dudley Carleton, gives 
us a ftill better account of this entertainment, and adds fome 
very interefting particulars of the previous pageantry ; his words 
are : “ the Count Palatine and his company, after they had feen 
the fhew in Cheapfide, went to Guildhall, and were there feafled 
and welcomed hy Sir John Swinnerton, the new-made lord 
mayor, and were prefented toward the end of the dimier, in the 
name of the city, with a fair ftanding cup, a curious bafin and 
ewer, with two large livery pots, weighing together 1200 ounces, 
to the value of almoft ^500. The Merchant Adventurers had 
fent him a prefent of wine the Saturday before, to the value 
of 100 marks. He behaved himfelf very courteoufly, and in 
veiy good fafliion at the feaft, and would needs go and falute the 
lady mayorefs and her train where ftie fat. The fliew was 
lomewhat extraordinary, with four or five pageants, and other 
devices ; and the day was fair enough on land, but great winds 
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on the water had like to have marred all ; for divers of the com- 
panics were in great danger and pain to run tiieir barges on 
ground, and fome to turn back, fo that my lord mayor with much 
ado came almoft alone to Weflminfler,^ — NkhoU s Frogrejfes of 
Janus L 

Sir John Swinnerton was a man of conMerable note in bis 
day. He was a merchant of great wealth, and when fherij6f in 
1603, went with the mayor and principal citizens to meet King 
James on his journey from Theobalds to London, and was knighted 
with the other aldermen at Whitehall, in July following. In 
1612 he accufed the farmers of the cuftoms of defrauding the 
king of more than 70,000 a year, "‘but upon ripping up the 
matter they went away acquitted, and he commended for his 
good meaning to the king’s fervice.” During his mayoralty the 
jurifdidlion over the Thames and Medway, as enjoyed by the 
mayor of London, was finally fettled ; and on Michaelmas day 
1613, attended with Sir Thomas Middleton, that day elecSled 
mayor for the enfuing year, at the opening of the New River 
head, “to fee the great ciftem, and firfb iffuing of the ftrange 
river thereunto, which was then made free denizen of London.” 
— Delaune, Prejent State of London^ 1681. 

Page 241. 

Peale of Chambers, 

In Edward Sharpham’s comedy. The Flare, 1610, is the fol- 
lowing allufion to thefe noify falutations : — “ He has taught my 
lady to make fireworks, they can deal in chambers already, as 
well as all the gumies that make them fly off with a tram at 
Lambeth, when the Mayor and Alderman land at Wefl- 
minfler,” 

Page 242. 

Painted cloath and hr&wne paper. 

This rather contemptuous notice of preceding pageants is 
curious. Pafteboard was ufed in the conflrudlion of the giants 
and other figures in continental fhows^ and the Chefter giants 
that were made on the refloration of Charles the Second 
were formed of that material ; but it would appear from the 
charges for deal-boards and nails in their conflrudlion, that a 
frame work of wood was ufed as a fuperftrudbire. lliere is an 
entry of one {billing and fourpence “for arfenic to put into the 
paile, to fave the giants from being eaten by the rats.” 
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How tlie ^‘living beafts” who drew this pageant were 
**queintly difguifed like dolphins and mermaids/’ we are not 
told, btit in 1298, horfes difguhed “like luces of the fea,” are 
mentioned in the civic pageant, on the vidtory over the Scots at 
Falkirk. 

The objedlion to “ the trouble and peftering of Porters” urged 
by Dekker, feems to have been pretty generally felt by the City 
poets : several notices occur in thdr pamphlets of their attempts 
to rid themfelves of the annoyance, Webfter, in his Monuments 
0/ Honor, 1624, defcribes the principal pageant, T^e Chariot oj 
Honor, as drawn by four horfes, ** for porters would haue made 
it moue tottering and improperly.” The porters, however, ftood 
their ground well, for they are noticed by Jordan in his pageant 
for 1679, and were hired ftill later. 

Page 243. 
troopes of Swannes, 

The Tliames was *‘much beautified” in the early times by 
myriads of fwans, that principally belonged to the city com- 
panies ; and it was the cuftom to go up the river annually, and 
mark thefe fwans on the beak with the peculiar fign ufed by the 
company who claimed them. This ceremony was called fwan- 
upping, becaufe it was the duty of the official vifitors to take up, 
and mark the birds upon the beak, whence comes the modem 
name of fwan-hopping given to the voyage as flill performed. 
The Vintners’ and Dyers’ companies are now the chief proprietors 
of the Thames fwans, next to her Majefly. In Yarrell’s Hidory 
of Bntijh Birds are engraved the ancient fwan-marks of thefe 
' companies during the reign of Elizabeth (from Kempe’s Lofely 
Manufcripts), and the modem marks as ftill ufed, along with 
many others ; with fome curious information on this head. Hone, 
in his Every-day Book (vol. ii p. 958) has printed entire the 
Order for Swannes, a rare tradl of 1570, which fhows how highly 
they were then eflimated, and how carefully they were protedled. 
Leland, the antiquary, in one of his rareft works, Cygnea Cantio, 
a Swan's Song, imagines a Thames fwan failing down the river 
from Oxford to Greenwich, defcribing, as file pafies along, all 
the towns, caftles, and other places of note within her view. 
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Page 248. 

Ryot mm Calumny m the JImpes of Gy ants. 

From this paffage it appears that other gigantic figures than 
thofe of Gogmagog and Corineus appeared in the fhows occa- 
fionally. The giants exhibited this year were not merely con- 
fi;ru< 5 ied for impofmg efFe< 51 :, but were emblematic charadlers 
forming an important portion of the poet’s invention. 

Page 249. 

Barrathrum, 

i, abyfs, hell, bottomlefs gulf. See alfo page 351, **rarell 
diufill that finer houjd in BarathrumB 

Page 251. 
thy margmt quoaie. 

An allufion to the general cuftom, at this time, of printing in 
the margins of books a brief note, guiding the reader to the fa( 5 h 
written of in the body of the work, or elfe to the author quoted 
as an authority. The works of Prynne are remarkable fpeci- 
mens of this cuflom, and give much point to Milton’s faying, 
“that he had ever his wits befide him in the margin, to be 
befide his wits in the text.” 


Page 255. 

Stop^ Runy her. 

Probably a mifprint for “flay,” which is ihe word g^ven in 
the fpeech at p. 249, of which this is a repetition. Stony ” 
certainly mars the metre, if not the fenfe ; though as regards the 
latter, it might be an abbreviated form of allonijh (ftartle). 

Page 354. 

Is there a King to he murdred, whiled he does dand 
ColoJJusdike^/upporting a whole land. 

And when by his fall that Land mod feares a wrache. 

Send forth this diuett; his name is Rauillac. 

The aflaffmation of King Hemy IV. of France by Rauaillac 
took place on the r4th May, 1610, the day of the queen’s coro- 
nation. It was an event therefore quite frefh in the memory of 
thofe who witneffed the performance of this play. 
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Ravaillac is defcribed by Mr. Eyre Evans Crowe, in his Hij* 
tory of France (III, 378, 379) as “a half crazy fchoolmafter ot 
Angouleme, who left his home at one time with the wild idea 
of perfuading the king to abandon his purpofes of war and 
tolerance of the Protellants. Driven back by hunger and deffci- 
tution, the idea of regicide took firm hold of him, and he 
again left Angouleme at Eafter, 1610, with the determination 
to flay the king if he could not fpeak with him. The /acre, 
as the coronation was called, took place with all due magni- 
ficence early in the day. Henry fought fome repofe on his 
couch after it, but was uneafy, and could not fleep, tormented 
by aflrologic predidions of ill, and by his own mind giving 
unufual weight to fuch prefentiments. To relieve the dulnefs 
of the hour he refolved to pay a vifit to Sully at the arfenah 
Even in this he hefitated ; but at length fet forth in his coach. 
It was a vehicle without doors or panels, the roof fupported on 
pillars, the intervals filled by curtains, which for the moment had 
been tied up or removed. The Rue de la Ferronnerie being ob- 
ftrudled by carts, the foot attendants left the carnage, to make 
their way round by the market ; and the guards did anything 
but guard it. There was nothing, therefore, to prevent Ravaillac 
mounting on the wheel and finking his knife into the king’s 
breaft. Henry had fcarcely time to exclaim, “ I am wounded,” 
when the affaffin ftruck another blow, which penetrated the 
heart, Henry the Fourth breathed his laft.” 

Page 356. 

Guy Faulx. 

The confpiracy of Guy Fawkes was detedled, and Fawkes 
taken in the vaults, Nov. 5 j 1605. Guy Fawkes and feven others 
executed, Jan. 30, 1606. 
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THE 

Virgin Martir. 


A6lus primus. Scene i. 


Enter TheopMlus^ Harpax. 

Theoph. Ome to Cmfarea to night ? 

Harpax. V^Mofl true Sir. 

Theophilus. The Emperour in perlon 1 
Harpax. Do I live ? 

Theo. ’Tis wondrous Erange the marches of great 
Princes, 

Like to the motions of prodigious Meteors, 

Are Eep by Eep obferv’d ; and loud tongu^d Fame 
The harbinger to prepare their entertainment : 

And were it poflible fo great an army, 

Though cover’d with the night, could be fo near \ 

The Governour cannot be fo unfriended 
Among the many that attend his perfon. 

But by fome fecret means, he fhould have notice 
Of Cmfars purpofe in this ; then excufe me 
If I appear incredulous. 
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The Virgin Martir. 

Barf ax. At your pleafure. 

ThcofJu Yet when I call to mind you never 
fail’d me 

In things more difficult, but have difcovered 
Deeds that were done thoufand leagues dillant 
from me, 

When neither Woods, nor Caves, nor fecret Vaults, 
No nor the power they ferve, could keep thefe 
Chriflians 

Or from my reach or puniffiment, but thy Magick 
Still laid them open ; I begin again 
To be as confident as heretofore. 

It is not poffible thy pow^erfull art 
Should meet a check, or fail. 

Enter a Priejl with the image of I uf iter, Califle, 
Chrifleta. 

Barf. Look on thefe veflals. 

The holy pledges that the Gods have givhi you, 

Your chafl fair daughters. Weft not to upbraid 
A fervice to a Mafler not unthankful^ 

I could fay this, in fpite of your prevention. 

Seduc’d by an imagin’d faith, not reafon, 

(Which is the flrength of Nature) quite forfaking 
The Gentile gods, had yielded up themfelves 
To this new found Religion. This I crofs’d, 
Difcover’d their intentions, taught you to ufe 
With gentle words and mild perfwafions. 

The power and the authority of a father, 

Set off with cruel threats, and fo' reclaim’d them : 

And whereas they with torments lliould have dy’d, 
(Hels furies to me had they undergone it) afuk. 
They are now votaries in great Inf iters temple, 

And by his Priefl inflrudled, grown familiar 
With all the M3dlenes, nay, the mofl abffrufe ones 
Belonging to his Deity. 

Thmfk. ’Twas a benefit 
For which I ever owe you. Hay! loves Flamen : 
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The Virgin Martir. 

Have thefe my daughters reconcil'd themfelves 
(Abandoning for ever the Chiiflian way) 

To your opinion % 

Priefl. And are conllant in it : 

They teach their teachers with their depth of judge- 
ment ; 

And are with arguments able to convert 
The enemies to our gods, and anfwer ail 
They can objedt againil us. 

Theofih, My dear daughters. 

Calijie, We dare difpute againll this new fprung 

fea 

In private or in publick 
Han My bell Lady, 

Perfever in it. 

Chrijleta. And what we maintain, 

We will feal with our bloods. 

Harp^ Brave refolution ; 

I ev'n grow fat to fee my labors profper. 

Theoph. I young again : to your devotions. 

Har. Do 

My prayers be prefent with you. Exeunt Prieji and 
Theoph. Oh my Harpax, daughters. 

Thou engine of my wifhes, thou that ileeld’fl 
My bloody refolutions, thou that arm’fl 
My eyes 'gainft womanifh tears and foft compaffion, 
Inflruaing me without a figh to look on 
Babes tom by violence from their mothers breafts 
To feed the fire, and with them make one flame : 

Old men as beails, in bealls skins torn by dogs : 
Virgins and matrons tire the executioners, 

Yet I unfatisfied think their torments eafie. 

Han And in that, juil, not cruell. 

Theo. Were all fcepters 
That grace the hands of kings made into one, 

And offered me, all Crowns laid at my feet, 

,1 would contemn them all, thus fpit at them, 

So I to all pofterities might be caFd 
The ftrongeil champion of the Pagan gods, 
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And rooter out of Chriflians, 

Har, Oh mine own, 

Mine own dear Lord, to further this great work 
I ever live thy Have. 

Enter Sapritius and Sempronms* 

Theo. No more, the Govemour, 

Sapr, Keep the Ports dole, and let the guards be 
doubl’d, 

Difarm the Chriflians, call it death in any 
To wear a fword, or in his houfe to have one. 

Setup. I fliali be carefull Sir. 

Sap. It will well become you. 

Such as refufe to offer facrifice 
To any of our gods, put to the torture, 

Grub up this growing mifehief by the roots ; 

And know, when we are mercifull to them, 

We to our felves are cruelL 
Semp. You pour oil 
On fire that burns already at the height 
I know the Emperours Edi<5l and my charge, 

And they lhall find no favour. 

Theop. My good Lord, 

This care is timely, for the entertainment 
Of our great mailer, who this night in perfon 
Comes here to thank you. 

Sap. Who, the Emperour % 

Mar. To clear your doubts, he does return in 
triumph, 

Kings lackying by his triumphant Chariot ; 

And in this glorious vidlory, my Lord, 

You have an ample lliare : for know your fon, 

The ne’re enough commended Antmintis, 

So well hath flefhd his maiden fword, and dy’d 
His fnowy Plumes lo deep in enemies bloo4 
That befides publick grace beyond his hopes, 

There are rewards propounded. 

Sap. I would know 
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The Virgin Martir, 

No mean in thine, could this be true. 

Mar. My head anfwer the forfeit 
Sap. Of his vi6loiy 

There was fome rumour, but it was afsured, 

The army pafs'd a full dayes journey higher 
Into the Country. 

Mar. It was fo determin’d 
But for the further honor of your fon, 

And to obferve the government of the City, 

And with what rigour, or remifs indulgence 
The Chrillians are purfu’d, he makes his flay here : 
For proof, his Trumpets fpeak his near arrivall. 

Trumpets afar of. 
Sap. Halle good Semprmius^ draw up our guards, 
And with all ceremonious pomp receive 
The conquering army. Let our garrifon fpeak 
Their welcome in loud fliouts, the City Ihew 
Her State and Wealth. 

Sefnp. I am gone. Exit Sempronius. 

Sapritius. O I am ravilh^d 
With this great honour 1 cherifh good Theophilus 
This knowing fchoUer, fend your fair daughters, 

I will prefent them to the Emperour, 

And in their fweet converfion, as a mirror, 

Exprefs your zeal and duty. A lejfen of Cornets. 

Theoph. Fetch them, good Harpax. 

A guard brought in by Sempronius, fouldiers lead-- 
ing in three Kings bowid^ Antoninus, and Ma- 
crinus carrying the Emperors Eagles^ Dioclefian 
with a guilt laurel on his heady leading in 
Artemia, Sapritius kifes the Emperors handy 
then embraces his fon, Harpax brings in Califle 
and Chrilleta, loud fhouts. 

Diode. So, at all parts I find Ccefarea 
Compleatly govern’d, the licentious fouldier 
Confin’d in modeft limits, and the people 
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Taught to obey, and not compeld with rigour ; 

The ancient Roman difcipline reviv’d, 

(Which rais’d Rome to her greatneffe, and proclaim’d 
her 

The glorious Millrelie of the conquer’d world :) 

But above all, the fervice of the gods 
So zealoufly obferv’d, that (good Sapritms) 

In words to thank you for your care and duty, 

Were much unworthy Dioclefims honour, 

Or his magnificence to his loyal fervants. 

But I fhall find a time with noble titles 
To recompence your merits. 

Sap. Mightiefl CcBfar^ 

Whofe power upon this globe of earth, is equal 
To loves in heaven ; whofe vidlorious triumphs 
On proud rebellious Kings that ilir againll it, 

Are perfedl figures of his immortal trophees 
Won in the Gyants war ; whofe conquering fword 
Guided by his llrong arm, as deadly kils 
As did his thunder \ all that I have done, 

Or if my flrength were centupl’d could do, 

Comes fhort of what my loyalty muH challenge. 

But if in any thing I have deferv’d 
Great Ccefars fmile, ’tis in my humble care 
Still to preferve the honour of thofe gods) 

That make him what he is ; my zeal to them 
I ever have exprelled in my fell hate 
Againfl the Chriftian fedl, that with one blow, 
Afcribing all things to an unknown power j 
Would fixike down all their temples, and allows them 
Nor facrifice nor altars. 

DiocL Thou in this 

Walk’ll hand in hand with me, my will and power 
Shall not alone confirm, but honour all 
That are in this moH forward. 

Sap. Sacred Cmfar^ 

If your imperial Majefty Hand pleas’d 
To Ihowre your favours upon fuch as are 
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The boldell champions of our religion ; 

Look on this reverend man, to whom the power 
Of fearching out, and punithing fuch delinquents, 
Was by your choife committed ; and for proof, 

He hath deferv’d the grace impos'd upon him, 

And with a fair and even hand proceeded, 

Partial to none, not to himfelf, or thofe 
Of equal! neameffe to himfelf, behold 
This pair of Virgins. 

Dioc. What are thefe ? 

Sap. His Daughters. 

Art. Now by your facred fortune, they are fair 
ones; 

Exceeding fair ones ; would 't were in my power 
To make them mine. 

Theo. They are the gods, great Lady, 

They were moll happy in your fervice elfe ; 

On thefe (when they fell from their fathers faith) 

I us'd a Judges power, intreaties failing 
(They being feduc’d) to win them to adore 
The holy powers we worlhip ; I put on 
The fcarlet robe of bold authority : 

And as they had been flrangers to my blood, 
Prefented them (in the moll horrid form) 

All kind of tortures, part of which they fuffered 
With Roman conllancy. 

Art. And could you endure, 

Being a father, to behold their limbs 
Extended on the Rack ? 

Theo. I did ; but mull 
Confeffe there was a llrange contention in me, 
Between the impartial office of a Judge, 

And pittie of a Father ; to help Juflice 
Religion flept in, under which ods 
Compaffion fell : yet ftill I was a Father ; 

For even then, when the flinty hangmans whips 
Were worn with flripes, fpent on their tender limbs, 

I kneel'd, and wept, and begg'd them, though they 
would 
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Be cruel to thenifelves, they would take pitty 
On my gray hairs. Now note a fudden change, 
Which I with joy remember, thofe whom torture. 
Nor fear of death could terrifie, were orecome 
By feeing of my fufferings \ and fo won, 

Returning to the faith that they were born in, 

I gave them to the gods ; and be alTur'd, 

I that us‘d juHice with a rigorous hand 
Upon fuch beauteous virgins, and mine own, 

Will ufe no favour where the caufe commands me, 
To any other \ but as rocks be deaf 
To all intreaties. 

DiocL Thou deferv^fl thy place, 

Still hold it, and with honour. Things thus ordered 
Touching the gods, tis lawfull to defcend 
To human cares, and exercife that power 
Heaven has conferid upon me ; which that you, 
Rebels and traytors to the power of Rofne^ 

Should not with all extremities undergoe. 

What can you urge to qualifie your crimes, 

Or mitigate my anger ? 

Epire, We are now 

Slaves to thy power, that yellerday were Kings, 
And had command ore others ; we confeffe 
Our Grandfires paid yours tribute, yet left us. 

As their forelathers had, defire of freedom. 

And if you Romans hold it glorious honour, 

Not onely to defend what is your own, 

But to enlarge your Empire, (though our fortune 
Denies that happinelTe,) who can accufe 
The familhd mouth if it attempt to feed ; 

Or fuch whofe fettters eat into their freedomes, 

If they defire to lhake them off. 

Pontus. We Hand 

The laft examples to prove how uncertain 
All humane happineffe is, and are prepaf d 
To endure the worH. 

Macedon. That fpoke which now is highell 
In Fortunes wheel, muft, when ftie turns it next, 
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Decline as low as we are. This confider^, 

Taught the Egyptian Hercules Sefoftris 
(That had his Chariot drawn by captive Kings) 

To free them from that flavery ; but to hope 
Such mercy from a Roman, were meer madnefs : 

We are familiar with what cruelty 
Rome, fmce her infant greatnefs, ever us’d 
Such as fhe triumph’d over ; age nor fex 
Exempted from her tyranny ; fcepter’d Princes 
Kept in your common Dungeons, and their children 
In fcom train’d up in bafe Mechanick arts 
For publick bondmen : in the catalogue 
Of thofe unfortunate men, we expedl to have 
Our names remembred. 

Diode. In all growing Empires 
Ev’n cruelty isdifefuU i fome mufl fuffer, 

And be fet up examples to ftrike terror 
In others, though far off: but when a State 
Is rais’d to her perfection, and her Bafes 
Too firm to fhrink, or yeeld, we may ufe mercy, 

And do’t with fafety, but to whom ? Not cowards, 
Or fuch whofe bafeneffe fhames the Conqueror, 

And robs him of his victory, as weak Ferfeus 
Did great jEmilms. Know therefore, Kings 
Of Epire, Fontus, and of Macedon^ 

That I with courtefie can ufe my Prifoners 
As well as make them mine by force, provided 
That they are noble enemies : fuch I found you 
Before I made you mine ; and fmce you were fo. 
You have not loll the courages of Princes, 

Although the Fortune 3 had you borne your felves 
Dejectedly, and bafe, no flavery 
Had been too eafie for you : but fuch is 
The power of noble valour, that we love it 
Ev’n in our enemies, and taken with it, 

Defire to make them friends, as I will you. 

Epire. Mock us not Cmjfhr. 

Diode. By the Gods I do not. 

Unloofe their bonds, I now as friends embrace you, 
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Give them their Crowns again* 

Pon. We are twice overcome. 

By courage and by courtefic. 

Mace. But this latter, 

Shall teach us to live ever faithfull Vaffals 
To Dioclefimiy and the power of E.ome. 

E^ire. All Kingdomes fall before her. 

Pon. And all Kings 
Contend to honour Cmfar. 

Diode. I believe 

Youx tongues are the true Trumpets of your hearts, 
And in it I moll happy. Queen of fate, 

Imperious fortune, mixe fome light difader 
With my fo many joyes to feafon them. 

And give them fweeter relifli ; I am girt round 
With true felicity, faithfull fubjedls here, 

Here bold Commanders, here with new made friends 
But what^s the Crown of all, in thee Artemia^ 

My only child, whofe love to me and duty 
Strive to exceed each other. 

At. I make payment 

But of a debt which I Hand bound to tender 
As a daughter and a fubjedl. 

Diode. Which requires yet 
A retribution from me Artemia ; 

Ty’d by a fathers care how to bellow 
A jewel of all things to me mod pretious : 

Nor will I therefore longer keep thee from 
The chief joyes of creation, marriage rites ; 

Which that thou mayd with greater pleafuxe tade of, 
Thou lhalt not like with mine eyes but thine own ; 
Amongd thefe Kings, forgetting they were captives, 
Or thefe remembring not they are my fubiedls, 

Make choice of any ; by Dues dreadful thunder, 

My will lhall rank with thine. 

A rife. It is a bounty 

The daughters of great Princes feldome meet with ; 
For they, to make up breaches in the date, 

Or for fome other politick ends, are forc'd 
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To match where they affedl not : may my life 
Deferve this favour. 

Diode. Speak, I long to know 
The man thou wilt make happy. 

Artem. If that titles, 

Or the adored name of Queen could take me, 

Here would I fixe min eyes and look no farther. 

But thefe are baits to take a mean born Lady, 

Not her that boldly may call Cmfar father, 

In that I can bring honour unto any, 

But from no King that lives receive addition ; 

To raife defert and virtue by my fortune, 

Though in a low eftate, were greater glory. 

Then to mix greatnefie with a Prince, that owes 
No worth but that name onely. 

Diode, I commend thee, 

’Tis like thy felfe. 

Artem. If then of men beneath me 
My choice is to be made, where ihall I feek, 

But among thofe that befl deferve from you % 

That have ferv’d you moll faithfully, that in dangers 
Have flood next to you, that have interpos’d 
Their brefls, as fliields of proof to dull the fwords 
Aim’d at your bofome, that have fpent their bloud 
To crown your brows with Lawreil. 

MacrinuSn Citherea 

Great Queen of love be now propitious to me. 

Har, Now mark what I foretold. 

Anton, Her eyes on me, 

Fair Venus fon, draw forth a leaden dart, 

And that fhe may hate me, transfix her with it ; 

Or, if thou needs wilt ufe a golden one, 

Shoot in the behalf of any other ; 

Thou know^fl I am thy votary elfe where. 

, Arte. Sir. 

Theofk. How he blulhes 1 
Sap. Welcome, foole, thy fortune, 

Stand like a block when fuch an AngelJ courts thee. 
Artem. I am no objeft to diuert your eye 
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From the beholding, 

Anton, Rather a bright Sun 
Too glorious for him to gaze vpon 
That took not firil flight from the Eagles aeiry. 

As I look on the temples, or the gods, 

And with that reuerence, Lady, I behold you, 

And fhall do euer. 

Artem, And it will become you 
While thus we Hand at diflance; but if lone 
(Loue born out of the affurance of your virtues) 
Teach me to Hoop fo low. 

Anton, Or rather take 
A higher flight 

Artm, Why fear you to be rais’d % 

Say I put oif the dreadfull awe that waits 
On Majelly, and with you fhare my beams, 

Nay make you to outfhine me, change the name 
Of Subjedl into Lord \ rob you of feruice 
Thats due from you to me, and in me make it 
Duty to honour you, would you refufe me % 

Ant Refufe you, Madam, fuch a worm as I am, 
Refufe what Kings upon their knees would fue for 1 
Call it great Lady, by another name, 

An humble modefty, that would not match 
A Molehill with OUmpus, 

Artm, He that’s famous 
For honourable adlions in the war, 

As you are, Antomnus, a prov’d fouldier 
Is fellow to a King. 

Anton, If you love valour. 

As ’t is a Kingly vertue, feek it out, 

And cherifh it in a King, there it fhines brightefl, 
And yeelds the bravefl luftre. Look on £pirej 
A Prince, in whom it is incorporate, 

And let it not difgrace him that he was 
Orecome by Ct^ar ; it was a vidlory 
To fland fo long againfl him : had you feen him, 
How in one bloody fcene he did difcharge 
The parts of a Commander and a fouldier, 
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Wife in dire6lion, bold in execution } 

You would have faid, great Cqfars felf excepted, 

The world yeelds not his equail. 

Artem. Yet I have heard, 

Encountring him alone in the head of his troop, 

You took him prifoner. 

Epire, Tis a truth great Princefle, 
rie not detradl from valour. 

Anio, was meer fortune, courage had no hand 
in it. 

Theopk. Did ever man 
Strive fo againfl his own good. 

Sap. Spiritlefle villain, 

How I am tortur’d, by the imraortall gods 
I now could kill him. 

Diode. Hold Sapriims^ hold, 

On our difpleafure hold. 

Har. Why this would make 
A father mad, ’tis not to be endur’d, 

Your honours tainted in it. 

Sap. By heaven it is : 

I lhall think of ’t. 

Harp. ’T is not to be forgotten. 

Artem. Nay kneel not fir, I am no ravifher, 

Not fo far gone in fond affedlion to you, 

But that I can retire my honour fafe. 

Yet fay hereafter, that thou hall negledled 
What but feen in poffelTion of another, 

Will run thee mad with envy. 

Anton. In her looks 
Revenge is written. 

Mac, As you love your life lludy to appeafe her. 
Anio. Gracious Madam hear me. 

Arte, And be again refus’d % 

Ante. The tender of 

My life, my fervice, not, fince you vouchfafe it. 

My love, my heart, my ill, and pardon me ; 

Pardon dread Prince& that I made fame fcruple 
To leave a valley of fecimty, ‘ 


c 
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To raount up to the hill of Majefly, 

On which, the nearer' the nearer lightening. 

What knew I, but your grace made trial of me i 
Durft I prefume to embrace, where but to touch 
With an unmanner ed hand, was death ^ The Fox 
Wlien he faw firft the Forrefls King, the Lion, 

Was almoll dead with fear, the fecond view 

Onely a little danted him, the third 

He durfl falute him boldly : pray you apply this, 

And you fhall find a little time will teach me 
To look with more familiar eyes upon you, 

Then duty yet allows me. 

Sap, Well excus’d. 

Arte, You may redeem all yet. 

Diode, And that he may 
Have means and opportunity to do fo, 

Ariemia I leave you my fubftitute 
In fair Coefarea, 

Sap, And here as your felf 
We will obey and ferve her. 

Diod, Antoninus 

So you prove hers, I wilh no other heir, 

Think on’t ; be careful of your charge Tkeophilus ; 
Sapritius be you my daughters guardian. 

Your company I with, confederate Princes, 

In our Dalmatian wars, which finiflied 
With vi<Slory I hope, and Maximinus 
Our brother and copartner in the Empire, 

At my requeft won to confirm as much, 

The Ejngdomes I took from you weed reftore, ■ 

And make you greater then you were before. 

Exeunt omnes^ manmt Antoninus and Macrinus^ 

AntomnuSf Macrinus, 

Anto, Oh I am loft for ever, lofl Macrmus, 

The anchor of the wretched, hope forfakes me, 

And with one blaft of fortune all my light 
Of happinelfe is put out. 
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Macrin* You are like to thofe 
*Mat are ill onely, caufe they are too well, 

That furfeiting in the exceffe of bleflings, 

Call their abundance want : what could you wifli, 
That is not fain upon you ? honour, greatneffe, 
Refpedl, wealth, favour, the whole world for a dowre, 
And with a Princeffe, whofe excelling form 
Exceeds her fortune. 

Anton, Yet p03rfon flili is poyfon 
Though drunk in gold, and ail thefe flattering glories 
To me, ready to flarve, a painted banquet, 

And no effential food : when I am fcorch’d 
With Are, can flames in any other quench me ? 

What is her love to me, Greatnefs, or Empire, 

That am flave to another, who alone 
Can give me eafe or freedome % 

Macr, Sir, you point at 
Your dotage on the fcornfull Dorothea ; 

Is flie (though fair) the fame day to be nam'd 
With beft Artemia ? In all their couifes, 

Wife men propofe their ends ; with fweet Artemia 
There comes along pleafure, fecurity, 

Ufher’d by all that in this life is precious : 

With Dorothea (though her birth be noble, 

The Daughter to a Senator of Rome, 

By him left rich, yet with a private wealth, 

And far inferiour to yours) arrives 
The Emperours frown (which, like a mortal plague, 
Speaks death is near ;) the Princefs heavy fcom, 
Under which you will fhrink ; your fathers fury. 
Which to refill even piety forbids ; 

And but remember, that flie Hands fufpedled 
A favourer of the Chrillian fe 6 l, fhe brings 
Not danger, but ailured deflmdlion with hen 
This truly weigh'd, one fmile of great Artemia 
Is to be cheriflit, and preferr'd before 
All Joys in D^rotkea ; therefore leave hen 
Anim, Tn what thou tfaink^fl ixou art moll wife, 
thou art . , ' ^ 


C 2 
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Grofsly abused, Macrhms^ and mofl foolilb. 

For any man to match above his rank, 

Is but to fell his liberty ; with Artemia 
I ilill mull live a fervant ; but enjoying 
Divinell Dorothea^ I fliall rule, 

Rule as becomes a husband : for the danger, 

Or call it, if you will, alTured deflrudlion, 

I flight it thus. If then thou art my friend, 

As I dare fwear thou art, and wilt not take 
A Governors place upon thee, be my helper. 

Macrin, You know I dare, and will do any thing, 
Put me unto the tefl. 

Anto, Go then, Macrmus, 

To Dorothea^ tell her I have worn. 

In all the battels I have fought, her figure ; 

Her figure in my heart, which, like a Deity, 

Hath flill protedled me : Thou canft fpeak well, 

And of thy choifefl language Ipare a little, 

To make her underfland how much I love her, 

And how I languifli for her : Beare her thefe jewels, 
Sent in the way of facrifice, not fervice. 

As to my goddefs. All lets throwne behind me, 

Or fears that may deter me, fay, this morning 
I mean to vifit her by the name of friendfliip ; 

No words to contradift this. 

Macr. I am yours : 

And if my travel this way be ill fpent, 

Judge not my readier will by the event. Exeunt 

Finis A^us primus. 


A6lus II. Scene I. 

Enter Spungius and Herdus, 

Spung. 1 ^XJrn Chriftian, wud he that firfl tempted 
me to have my flioes walk upon Chrif- 
tian foies, had turned me into a Capon ; for I am fure 
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now, the flones of all my pleafure, in this flelhly life, 

are cut off- 

Her, So then, if any Coxcomb has a galloping 
defire to ride, heres a Gelding, if he can but fit him. 

I kich, for all that, like a horfe ; look elfe. 

Her. But thats a kickifh jade, fellow Spungms ; 
have not I as much caufe to complain as thou hall ? 
When I was a Pagan, there was an infidel punk of 
mine, would have let me come upon trufl for my cor- 
vetting ; a pox of your chriftian Coxatrices, they cry 
like poulterers wives, no mony, no cony. 

Spun. Bacchus, the God of brewed wine and 
fugar, grand patron of rob-pots, upfie-freefie tiplers, 
and fiiper-naculam takers ; this Bacchus, who is head- 
warden of Vintners hall, Ale-cunner, Maior of all 
vidlualing-houfes, the foie liquid benefatflor to bawdy- 
houfes, JLanzeprezado to red nofes, and invincible 
Adelantado over the Armado of pimpled, deep fcar- 
letted, rubified, and carbuncled faces. 

Her. What of all this 1 

Spun. This boon Bacchanalion ffinker, did I make 
legges to. 

Her. Scurvie ones, when thou wert drunk. 

Spun. There is no danger of lofmg a mans years 
by making thefe Indures ; he that will not now and 
then be CalaUngo, is worfe then a Calamootke : when 
I was a Pagan, and kneeled to this Bacchus, I duril 
out-drink a Lord ; but your Chriflian Lords out-bowl 
me : I was in hope to lead a fober life, when I was 
converted, but now amongft the Chriffians, I can no 
fooner ffagger out of one Ale-houfe, but I reel into 
another: they have whole ffreets of nothing but 
drinking-rooms, and drubbing chambers, jumbled 
together. 

Her. Bawdy Friapus^ the firft Schoolmaffer that 
taught butchers to Hick pricks in flefh, and make it 
fwell, thou knowefl was the onely Ningle that I cared 
for, under the Moon ; but fince I left him, to follow a 
fcurvy Lady, what with her praying, and our failing, 
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if now I come to a wench, and offer to life her any 
thing hardly, (telling her, being a Chriflian flie mufl 
endure,) die prefently handles me as if I were a clove, 
and cleaves me with difdain as if I were a calves head. 

Spun* I fee no remedy, fellow JHirdus^ but that 
thou and I mufl be half Pagans and half Chriflians ; 
for we know very fools that are Chriflians. 

Hir, Right : the quarters of Chriflians are good 
for nothing, but to feed crows. 

Spun, True : Chriflian Brokers, thou knowefl are 
made up of the quarters of Chriflians ; parboil one of 
thefe rogues, and he is not meat for a dog : no, no, I 
am refolved to have an Infidels heart, though in fliew 
I carry a Chriflians face. 

Hir. Thy lafl fhall ferve my foot, fo will I. 

Spun, Our whimpering Lady and Miflrefs fent me 
with two great baskets full of beef, mutton, veal, and 
Goofe fellow Hircius. 

Hir. And Woodcock fellow Spun^us. 

Spun. Upon the poor lean Aile fellow, on which I 
ride to all the alms-women : what thinkefl thou I have 
done with all this good cheer. 

Hir. Eat it, and be choakt elfe. 

Spun. Wud my affe, basket and all were in thy 
maw if I did : no, as I am a demi-Pagan, I fold the 
victuals, and co 3 naed the mony into pottle pots of 
wine. 

Hir. Therein thou fhewedfl thy felf a perfedl 
demi-Chriflian too, to let the poor beg, flarve & hang, 
or die a the pip. ^ Our puling fnotty-nofe Lady fent 
me out likewife with a purfe of mony, to relieve and 
releafe prifoners ; did I fo, think you ? 

Spun. Wud thy ribs were turned into grates of 
iron then. 

Hir. As I am a total Pagan I fwore they fhould 
be hanged firfl ; for, firra Spungius, 1 lay at my old 
ward of letchery, and cried, a pox on your two-penny 
wards, and fo I took fcuruy common flefh for the 
mony. 
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Spun, And wifely done; for our Lady fending it 
to prifoners, had b eft owed it out upon lowlie knaves, 
and thou to fave that labour, calls it away upon rotten 
whores- 

Mir, Ail my fear is of that pink-an-eye jack-an 
apes boy, her page. 

Spun, As I am a pagan from my cod-peece down- 
ward, that white faced Monkey frights me too ,* I Hole 
but a durty pudding, laft day, out of an almfbasket, 
to give my dog, when he was hungry, and the peaking 
chitface page hit me ith* teeth with it 

Hir, Wirh the durty pudding ; fo he did me once 
with a cow-turd, which, in knavery, I would have 
crummed into ones porridge, who was half a pagan 
too*: the fmug dandiprat fmels us out, whatfoever we 
are doing. 

Spun, Does he 1 let him take heed I prove not his 
back friend : ile make him curfe his fmelling what I 
do. 

Hir* Tis my Lady fpoils the boy ; for he is ever 
at her tayle, and Ihe’s never well but in his com- 
pany. 

Enter Angelo with a hook and Taper lighted; they 
feeing Mm^ anmtefpeti devotion, 

Ang. O I now your hearts make ladders of your 
eyes, 

In fliew to climb to heaven, when your devotion 
Walks upon crutches : where did you wafte your time, 
When the religious man was on his knees, 

Speaking the heavenly language % 

Spun, Why {fellow Angelo, we were fpeaHng in 
pedlars French I hope. 

Hir, We ha not been idle, take it upon my word. 

Ang, Have you the baskets emptied, wMch your 
Lady 

Sent from her charitable hands, to women 
That dwell upon her pity I 
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Spun* Emptied *em ! yes, I’de be loth to have my 
belly fo emptie, yet Tm fare I munched not one bit of 
them neither. 

Ang. And went your money to the prifoners ? 

Bir, Went ! no, I carried it, and with thefe fingers 
paid it away, 

Ang, What way % The Divels way, the way of fin, 
The way of hot damnation, way of lull : 

And you, to waih away the poor mans bread 
In bowls of drunkenneffe. 

Spun. Drunkenneffe I Yes, yes, I ufe to be drunk ; 
our next neighbours man, called Chri/iopher, has 
often feen me drunk, has he not 
Hir. Or me given fo to the flelh ? my cheeks fpeak 
my doings. 

Ang. Avant you theeves and hollow hypocrites ; 
Your hearts to me lie open like black books, 

And there I read your doings. 

Sptm. And what do you read in my heart % 

Hir. Or in mine^ Come amiable Anqdo, beat 
the flint of your braines. 

Spun. And lets fee what fparks of wit fly out, to 
kindle your Carebruns. 

Ang. Your names even brand you: you are 
Spungius call’d, 

And l&e a Spunge, you fuck up liquorous wines. 

Till your foul reels to hell. 

Spun. To hell I can any drunkards legs carry him 
fo far 1 

Ang. Eor blood of grapes you fold the widdows 
food, 

And flaming them ’tis murder, whaf s this but hell I 
Jffircius your name, and Goatifh is your nature : 

You fnatch the meat out of the prifoners mouth, 

To fatten harlots ; is not this hell to ? 

No angeli, but the divel wails on you. 

Spun. Shall I cut his throat ? 

Mir. No, better burn him, for 1 think he is a 
witch : but foolh, footh him. 



The Virgin Martir. 25 

Spun, Fellow Angelo^ trae it is, that falling into 
the company of kicked he~Chriflians for my part. 

Her. And fhe-ones for mine, we have 'em fwim 
in Iholes hard by. 

Spun, We mull confeffe, I took too much of the 
pot, and he of t’other hollow commoditie. 

Bir, Yes indeed, we laid lill on both of us, was 
cofen’d the poor ; but ’tis a common thing ; many a 
one that counts himfelf a better Chriflian then we 
two, has done it, by this light. 

Spun, But pray, fweet Angelo, play not the tell- 
tale to my Lady ; and if you take us creeping into 
any of thefe moufeholes of fm any more, let cats Ilea 
off our skins. 

Mir, And put nothing but the poifon’d tails of rats 
into thofe skins. 

Ang, Will you dilhonour her fweet charity, 

Who fav’d you from the tree of death and fhame ? 

Mir. Wud I were hang’d rather than thus be told 
of my faults. 

Spun, She took us, 'tis true, from the gallows ; yet 
I hope, Ihe will not bar yeomen fprats to have their 
fwinge. 

Ang, She comes, beware and mend. 

Enter Dorothea. 

Mir. Let's break his neck, and bid him mend. 

Dor, Have you my meffages (fent to the poor) 
Deliver’d with good hands, not robbing them 
Of any jot was theirs. 

Spun, Rob ’em Lady, I hope neither my fellow 
nor I am theeves. 

Mir, Deliver’d with good hands, Madam, elfe let 
me never lick my fingers more when I eat buttered - 
fifh. 

Doroth. Who cheat the poor, and from them pluck 
their alms, 

Pilfer from heaven, and there are thunderbolts 
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From thence to beat them ever, do not lie \ 

Were you both faithfuil true diAributers ? 

Spun, Lie Madam, what grief is it to fee you turn 
Swaggerer, and give your poor minded rafcally fer- 
vants the lie. 

Dor. I’m glad you do not ; if thofe wretched 
people 

Tell you they pine for want of any thing, 

Whifper but to mine ear, and you fttaU himifli them. 
Hir. Whifper, nay Lady, for my part, Tie cry 
whoop. 

Ang. Play no more villains with fo good a Lady ; 

For if you do 

Spu7i. Are we Chriflians % 

Hir, The foul Fiend fnap all Pagans for me. 

Afig. Away, and once more mend. 

Spun. Takes us for Botchers. 

Hir. A patch, a patch. 

Dor. My Book and Taper. 

Ang. Here mofl holy Miilreffe. 

Dor. Thy voice fends forth fuch mufick, that I 
never 

Was ravilhed with a more celediall found, 

Were every fervant in the world like thee, 

So full of goodnelfe, Angels would come down 
To dwell with us : thy name is Angelo, 

And like that name thou art ; get thee to reft, 

Thy youth with too much watdiing is oppreft. 

Ang. No, my dear Lady, I could weary ftars, 

And force the wakefull Moon to lofe her eyes 
By my late watching, but to wait on you : 
f^en at your prayers you kneel before the Altar, 

Me thinks Pm finging with fome quire in Heaven, 

So bleft I hold me in your company : 

Therefore, my moftdo^d Miftreffe, do not bid 
Your boy fo ferviceable to get hence, 

For then you break his heart. 

Dor. Be nye me ftill then ; 

In golden letters down I^ie fet that day, 



The Virgin Martir. 27 

Which gave thee to me j little did I hope 
To meet fuch worlds of comfort in thy felf. 

This little pretty body, when I comming 
Forth of the Temple, heard my begger-boy, 

My fweet fac’d godly begger-boy, crave an alms, 
Which with glad hand I gave, with lucky hand ; 

And when I took thee home, ray moil chafte bofom, 
Me thought, was fild with no hot wanton fire, 

But with a holy flame, mounting fince higher. 

On wings of Cherubins, then did before. 

Ang. Proud am I that my Ladies modefl eye 
So likes fo poor a fervant 
Dor, I have offer’d 

Handfuls of gold but to behold thy Parents, 

I would leave Kingdomes, were I Queen of fome, 

To dwell with thy good father ; for the fon 
Bewitching me fo deeply with his prefence, 

He that begot him muft do’t ten times more. 

I pray thee my fweet boy, fhew me thy parents, 

Be not afliam’d. 

Ang, I am not : I did never 
Know who my mother was ; but by yon Pallace, 

Fil’d with bright heavenly Courtiers, I dare allure you, 
And pawn thefe eyes upon it, and this hand, 

My father is in Heaven ; and, pretty Mifirefs, 

If your illuflrious Hour glalfe fpend his fand 
No worfe then yet it does, upon my life, 

You and I both fliall meet my father there, 

And he fhall bid you welcome. 

Dor, A blefled day ; 

We all long to be there, but lofe the way. Exeunt, 

Macrinus friend Antoninus enters^ being met by Theo- 
philus and Harpax. 

Iheofk, Sun-God of the day guide thee Macrinus, 
Mac, And thee TheofhUus, 

Theoph Gladfl thou in fuch fcora f 
I can my wifh back. 
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Mac. I’m in hafle. 

Theo. One word, 

Take the leafl hand of time up : flay. 

Mac. Be brief. 

Theo. As thought ; I prithee tell me, good Ma- 
crimes, 

How health and our fair PrincefTe lay together 
This night ; for you can tell ; Courtiers have flies 
That buzze all news unto them. 

Mac. She flept but ill. 

Tkeo. Double thy courtefie ; how does Antonmus ? 
Mac. Ill, well, ftraight, crooked, I know not how. 
Theo. Once more \ 

Thy head is full of Wind-mils : when does the PrincefTe 
Fill a bed full of beauty, and beflow it 
On Antoninas on the wedding night ? 

Mac. I know not. 

Theo. No 1 thou art the Manufeript 
Where Antonhms writes down all his fecrets. 

Honefl Macrinas tell me. 

Mac. Fare you well fir. Exit. 

Har. Honefly is fome Fiend, and frights him 
hence ; 

A many Courtiers love it not 
Theo. What peece 

Of tliis State-wheel (which winds up Antoninus) 

Is broke, it runs fo jarringly ? The man 
Is from himfelf divided ; Oh thou, the eye 
By which I wonders fee, tell me, my Har pax, 

What gad-flie tickles fo this Macrinus, 

That up-flinging the tafl, he breaks thus from me. 

Har. Oh fir, his brain-pan is a bed of Snakes, 
Whofe flings fhoot through his eye-bals, whofe poi- 
fonous fpawn 

Ingenders fuch a fry of fpeckled villanies, 

That unleffe charms, more flrong then Adamant, 

Be usy, the Romane Angels wings fhall melt, 

And Ccefars Diadem be from his head 
Spurned by bafe feet ; the Lawrel which he wears, 
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(Returning vi6lor) be inforc’t to kiffe 
That which it hates (the fire.) And can this Ram, 

This Anioninus-Engine^ being made ready 
To fo much mifchief, keep a fleady motion ? 

His eyes and feet you fee give flrange affauits. 

Theo. I’m turn’d a Marble Statue at thy language, 
Which printed is in fuch crabb’d Characlers, 

It puzzles all my reading ; what (i’ th name 
Of FhUo) now is hatching % 

Har. This Macrinus 
The time is, upon which love errands run 
Twixt Antoninus and that ghofl of women, 

The bloudleile Dorothea^ who in prayer 
And meditation (mocking all your gods) 

Drinks up her ruby colour ; yet Antoninus 
Plays the Endimion to this pale fac’d Moon, 

Courts her, feeks to catch her eyes. 

Theop. And what of this ? 

Har. Thefe are but creeping billows, 

Not got to fliore yet ; but if Dorothea 
Fall on his bofome, and be fir’d with love, 

(Your coldefl women do fo ;) had you inke 
Brew’d from the infernal Styx^ not all that blacknefs 
Can make a thing fo foul as the difhonours, 

Difgraces, buffettings, and moll bafe affronts 
Upon the bright Artemia, liar of Court, 

Great Ccefars daughter. 

Theo* I now conller thee. 

Mar. Nay more, a Firmament of clouds being 
fill’d 

With loves artillery, Ihot down at once, 

To palh your Gods in peaces, cannot give, 

With all thofe thunderbolts, fo deep a blow 
To the Religion there, and Pagan lore, 

As this ,* for Dorothea hates your gods. 

And if fhe once blall Antoninus foul, 

Making it foul like hers, Oh the example 

Ihe. Eats through Cmf areas heart like liquid 
poyfon. 
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Have I mvented tortures to tear Chriflians, 

To fee but which, could all that feel hels torments 
Have leave to Hand aloof here on earths flage, 

They would be mad till they again defcendcd, 
Holding the pains moft horrid of fuch fouls, 
May-games to thofe of mine. Has this my hand 
Set down a Chriflians execution 
In fuch dire poftures, that the very hangman 
Fell at my foot dead, hearing but their figures ? 

And fhall Macrinus and his fellow Mafquer 
Strangle me in a dance 1 

Har, No, on, I do hug thee, 

For drilling thy quick brains in this rich plot 
Of tortures gainfl thefe Chriflians : On, I hug thee. 

TheopJu Both hug and holy me j to this Dorothea^ 
Fly thou and I in thunder. 

Harp, Not for Kingdomes, 

Pil^d upon Kingdomes ; there^s a villain Page 
Waits on her, whom I would not for the world 
Hold traflSque with ; I do fo hate his fight, 

That fhould I look on him, I mufl fink down. 

Theo, I will not loofe thee then, her to confound, 
None but this head with glories fliall be crown’d. 

Har, Oh, mine own as I would wifh thee. Exeunt 

Enter Dorothea:, Macrinus^ Angelo, 

Dor, My trufly Angelo, with that curious eye 
Of thine, which ever waits upon my bufineffe, 

I prithee watch thofe my Hill-negligent fervants, 

That they perform my will, in whafs enjoin’d them 
To th’ good of others ; elfe will you find them flies, 
Not lying Hill, yet in them no good lies : 

Be carefull dear boy. 

Ang. Yes, my fweetefl Miflreffe. Exit 

Dor, Now fir, you may go on. 

Mac I then mufl fludy 
A new Axithmetick, to fum up the virtues 
Which Antoninus gracefully become, 
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There is in him fo much man, fo much goodneffe, 

So much of honour, and of all things elfe. 

Which makes our being excellent, that from his flora, 
He can enough lend others; yet much taken from 
him, 

The want fhall be as little, as when Seas 
Lend from their bounty, to fill up the poornelle 
Of needy Hivers. 

Dor, Sir, he is more indebted to you for praife, 
than you to him that owes it 

M, If Queens viewing his prefents, paid to the 
whiteneffe 

Of your chafl hand alone, fliould be ambitious 
But to be parted in their numerous fhares, 

This he counts nothing : could you fee main armies 
Make battels in the quarrell of his valour, 

That ^tis the bell, the truefl, this were nothing ; 

The greatnefle of his State, his fathers voice 
And arm, owing Cmfarea, he never boafls of; 

The Sun-beams which the Emperour throws upon 
him, 

Shine there but as in water, and guild him 
Not with one fpot of pride : no dearefl beauty, 

All thefe heap’d up together in one fcale, 

Cannot weigh down the love he bears to you, 

Being ^ut into the other. 

Dor, Could gold buy you 
To fpeak thus for your Mend, you fir are worthy 
Of more then I will number ; and this your language 
Hath power to win upon another woman, 

Top of whofe heart, the feathers of this world 
Axe gaily fluck : but aU which firfl you named, 

And now this lafl, his love to me are nothing, 

Mac, You make me a fad mefifenger, 

Enter Antoninus; 

But Mmfelf 

Being come in perfon, fhall I hope hear firom jmu, 
Mufick more pleafing. 

Ant, Has your ear, Macrinm^ 
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Heard none then ? 

Mac, None I like. 

Ant Blit can there be 
In fuch a noble Casket, wherein lies 
Beauty and chaflity in their full perfe(5lions, 

A rocky heart, killing with cruelty 
A life that’s proftrated beneath your feet ? 

Dor, I am guilty of a fhame I yet never knew, 
Thus to hold parley with you, pray fir pardon. 

Ant Good fweetnefle, you now have it, and 
fhall go : 

Be but fo mercifull, before your wounding me 
With fuch a mortall weapon, as farewel, 

To let me murmure to your virgin ear, 

What I was loath to lay on any tongue, 

But this mine own. 

Dor, If one immodeft accent 
Fly out, I hate you everlaflingly. 

Ant My true love dares not do it. 

Mac, Hermes infpire thee. 

They whifpering beiow^ enter above Sapritius,/^//^<^r to 
Antoninus, and Gover7iotir of Cefarea^ with him 
Artemia the Pri?icejfe^ Theophilus, Spungius, and 
Hercius. 

Spun, So now, do you fee ? our work is done ; 
the filh you angle for is nibling at the hook, and 
therefore untrafs the Cod-piece point of our reward, 
no matter if the breeches of confcience fall about our 
heels. 

The, The gold you earn is here, dam up your 
mouthes, and no words of it 
Her, No, nor no words from you of too much 
damming neither j I know women fell them- 
felves daily, and are hacknied out for filver, 
why may not we then betray a fcurvy Miflreffe for 
gold? 

Spun, She fav’d us from the Gallows, and only 
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to keep one Proverb irom breaking his neck, weel 
hang her. 

The. Tis well done, go, go,y’are my fine wliite boys. 
Spun. If your red boys, ’tis well known, more ill- 
favoured faces then ours are painted. 

Sap. Thofe fellows trouble us. 

The. Away, away. 

Hir. I to my fweet placket 
Spun. And I to my full pot Exemit 

Ant Come, let me tune you ; glaze not thus your 
eyes 

With feif-love of a vowed virginity, 

Make every man your glafs, you fee our fex 
Do never murther propagation, 

We all defire your fweet fbciety, 

And if you bar me from it, you do kill me, 

And of my bloud are guilty. 

Art 0 bafe villain. 

Sap. Bridle your rage fweet Princefie. 

Ant Could not my fortunes 
(Rear’d higher far then yours) be worthy of you, 

Me thinks my dear afifedtion makes you mine. 

Dor. Sir, for your fortunes were they mines of 
gold, 

He that I love is richer \ and for worth 
You are to him lower then any Have 
Is to a Monarch. 

Sap. So infolent, bafe Chriflian % 

Dor. Can I, with wearing out my knees before him. 
Get you but be his fervant, you fhall boafl 
Y’are equal to a King. 

Sap. Confufion on thee, 

For playing thus the lying forcereffe. 

Ant Your mocks are great ones ; none beneath 
the Sun 

Will I be fervant to : on my knees I beg it, 

Pity me wondrous maid. 

Sap. I curfe thy bafeneffe. 

Theo. Liften to more. 
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Dor, Oh kneel not fir to me. 

Aul This knee is Embleme of an humbled 
heart : 

That heart which tortur’d is with your difdain, 

Juflly for fcorning others ; even this heart. 

To which for pity fuch a Princeffe fues, 

As in her hand offers me all the world, 

Great Ccefars daughter. 

Art, Slave thou liefl. 

Ant Yet this 

Is adamant to her, that melts to you 
In drops of blood. 

Theoph. A very dog. 

Ant Perhaps 

’Tis my Religion makes you knit the brow ; 

Yet be you mine, and ever be your own : 

I nere will fcrew your confcience from that power 
On which you Chriflians lean. 

Sap, I can no longer, 

Fret out my life with weeping at thee, villain ; firra, 
Would when I got thee, the high thunder hand 
Had flruck thee in the womb. 

Mac, We are betraied. 

Art, Is that your Idol, traitor, which thou kneeFft 
to, 

Trampling upon my beauty % 

Theo, Sirra, bandog, 

Wilt thou in pieces tear our lupiter 

For her ? our Mars for her % our Sol for her % 

A whore % a hell-hound, in this globe of brains 1 
Where a whole world of tortures for fuch furies 
Have fought (as in a Chaos) which fhould exceed, 
Thefe nails fhall grubbing lie from fcull to fcull, 

To find one horrider, then all, for you, 

You three. 

Art Threaten not, but flrike ; quick vengeance 
flies 

Into thy bofome, caitiff : here all love dies. Exmnt 
Ant O I am thunder-flruck ! 
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We are both ore whelm’d. 

Mac. With one high raging billow. 

Dor. You a fouldier, 

And fink beneath the violence of a woman % 

Ant A woman ! a wrong’d Princeffe : from fuch a 
flar 

Blazing with fires of hate, what can be look’d for, 

But tragicall events % My life is now 
The fubjedl of her tyranny. 

Dor. That feare is bafe, 

Of death, when that death doth but life difplace 
Out of her houfe of earth ; you onely dread 
The flroke, and not what follows when you are dead, 
There’s the great fear indeed ; come, let your eyes 
Dwell where mine do, you’l fcom their tyrannies. 

Enter Mow Artemia, Sapritius, Theophilus, a guards 
Angelo comes and is clofe by Dorothea. 

Ar. My fathers nerves put vigour in mine arm, 
And I his flrength mufl ufe ; becaufe I once 
Shed beams of favour on thee, and, with the Lion, 
Play’d with thee gently, when thou flrok’fl my heart, 
rie not infult on a bafe humbled prey, 

By lingring out thy terrors ; but with one frown 
Kill thee. Hence with ’em to execution ; 

Seize him, but let even death it feif be weary 
In torturing her ; I’le change thofe fmiles to fhrieks, 
Give the fool what fhe’s proud of (Martirdome) 

In pieces rack that Bawd to. 

Sap. Albeit the reverence 
I owe our gods and you are, in my bofome, 

Torrents fo llrong, that pitty quite lies drown’d ^ 
From faving this young man ; yet when I fee 
What face death gives him, and that a thing within' 
me, 

Saith ’t is my fon, I’m forc’d to be a man, 

And grow fond of his life, which thus I beg. 


D 2 
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An And I deny. 

Ant Sir you diflionour me. 

To file for that which I difclaim to have ; 

I fiiall more glory in ray fufferings gain, 

Than you in giving judgement, fince I offer 
My blood up to your anger : nor do I kneel 
To keep a wretched life of mine from ruine : 

Preferve this Temple (builded fair as yours is) 

And Ccefar never went in a greater triumph, 

Then I lhall to the fcaffold. 

Art. Are you fo brave, Sir, 

Set forward to his triumph, and let thofe twO' 

Go curfmg along with him. 

Dor. No, but pittying, 

(For my part I) that you lofe ten times more 
By torturing me, than I that dare your tortures, 
Through all the army of my fms, I have even 
Labour'd to break, and cope with death to th' face ; 
The vifage of a hangman frights not me ; 

The fight of whips, racks, gibbets, axes, fires, 

Are fcaffoldings by which my foul climbs up 
To an Eternal habitation. 

Thw. Cmfars imperiall daughter, hear me fi^eak ; 
Let not this Chriflian Thhzg^ in this her pageantry, 

Of proud deriding both our gods and Ccefar^ 

Build to her felf a Kingdorae in her death, 

Going laughing from us. No, her bittereft torment 
Shall be, to fed her conflancy beaten down, 

The bravery of her refolution lie 
Battered by the argument, into fuch pieces, 

That Ihe again fhall (on her belly) creep 
To kifie the pavements of our Panim gods. 

Art How to be done % 

Theo. lie fend my daughters to her, 

And they fliall turn her rocky faith to wax, 

Elfe fpit at me, let me be made your flaue, 

And meet no Tomans^ but a villains grave. 

Art Thy prifoner let her be then : and Sqpritms, 
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Your fon, and that be yours, death fhall be fent 
To him that fuffers them by voice or letters 
To greet each other. Bide her eftate ; 

Chihlians to beggery brought grow defperate. 

D&r. Still on the bread of poverty let me feed. 

Exeunt 

Ang, O my admired millrefs ! quench not out 
The holy fires within you, though temptations 
Showre down upon you : clafp thine armour on, 

Fight well, and thou fhalt fee, after thefe wars, 

Thy head wear fun-beams, and thy feet touch ftars. 

Enter Hircius and Spungtus, 

Hir. How now Angeb, how ift ? how ift ? what 
thread fpins that whore, Fortune, upon her wheel 
now 'i 

Spun, Comefta, eomejia, poor knave. 

Hir, Com a porte vou, com a porte vouj my petite 
garfoone. 

Spun, Me partha wee comrade, my half inch of 
mans fleih, how run the dice of this cheating world, 
ha ? 

Ang, Too well on your fides ; you are hid in 
gold 

Ore head and ears. 

Hir, We thank our fates, the fign of the gingle- 
boys hangs at the doors of our pockets. 

Spun, Who wud think, that we comming forth 
of the arie, as it were, or fag end of the world, 
fhould yet fee the golden age, when fo little filver is 
ftirring. 

Hir, Nay, who -can fay any citizen is an aife, for 
lading his own back with money, till his foul cracks 
again, onely to leave his fon like a gilded coxcomb 
behind him I Will not any foole take me for a wife 
man now, feeing me draw out of the pit of my trea- 
fury, this little god with his belly fixll of gold f 

Spun, And this full of the fame meat out of my 
ambrey. 
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Ang, That gold wilt melt to poyfon. 

Spm. Poyfon ! wud it wud ; whole pintes for 
healths fliall down my throat 

Hir. Gold poyfon ! there’s never a flie-thraflier in 
Cmfaria^ that lives on the hail of mony, will call 
it fo. 

Ang. Like flaves you fold your fouls for golden 
drofs, 

Bewitching her to death, who llept between 
You and the gallows- 

Sfun, It was an eafie matter to fave us, the being 
fo well backt. 

Hir, The gallows and we fell out, fo die did but 
part us. 

Ang, The mifery of that miflrefs is mine owne, 

She begger’d, I left wretched. 

Hir. I can but let my nofc drop in forrow, with 
wet eyes for her. 

Spiin^ The petticoate of her edate is unlaced I 
confefle. 

Hir, Yes, and the fmock of her charity is now all 
to pieces, 

Ang. For love you bear to her, for fome good turns 
Done you by me, give me one piece of filuer. 

Htr. How ! a peece of filver 1 if thou wert an 
angel of gold, I would not put thee into white 
money, unleffe I weighed thee, and I weigh thee not 
a rulh. 

Spun, A peece of filver 1 I never had but two 
calves in my life, and thofe my mother left me ; I will 
rather part from the fat of them, than from a muftard- 
tokens worth of argent. 

Mir, And fo, fweet Nit, we crawl from thee. 

Spun, Adieu, demi-dandiprat, adieu. 

Ang, Stay, one word yet ; you now are full of 
gold. 

Mir, I would be forry my dog were fo full of the 
poxe. 

Spun, Or any fow of mine of the meazles either. 
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Ang. Go, go, y’are beggars both, you are not 
worth 

That leather on your feet* 

Mir, Away, away boy. 

Spun, Page, you do nothing but fet patches on the 
foies of your jells. 

Ang, I ’m glad I trfd your loue, which (fee) I 
want not, 

So long as this is full. 

Both, And fo long as this . . . fo long as this. 
Mir, Spun^us^ y’are a pick-pocket* 

Spun, Mircius^ thou hall nimb’d . . . fo long as, 
not fo much money is left, as will buy a loufe. 

Mir, Thou art a thiefe, and thou liell in that gut 
through which thy wine runs, if thou deniell it 
Spun, Thou Hell deeper then the bottom of mine 
enraged pocket, if thou affirontll it 
Ang, No blows, no bitter language ; all your gold 
gone? 

Spun, Can the Divel creep into ones breeches ? 
Mir, Yes if his horns once get into the cod- 
peece. 

Ang, Come, figh not ; I fo little am in love 
With that whofe loile kills you, that fee ’tis yours, 

All yours, divide the heap in equall lhare, 

So you will go along with me to prifon, 

And in our Millris forrows bear a part : 

Say, will you ? 

Both, Will we? 

Spun, If Ihe were going to hanging, no gallows 
Ihould part us. 

Mir, Let’s both be turn’d into a rope of onions if 
we do, 

Ang Follow me then, repair your bad deeds 
pall; 

Happy are men when their bell deeds are ML 
Spun, True Mailer Angela ; pray fir lead the way. 

exit Ang, 
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Eir, Let him lead that way, but follow thou me 
this way. 

Spun^ I live in a layle % 

Mir. Away and ihift for our felves, fhel do well 
enough there ; for prifoners are more hungry after 
mutton, then catch-poles after prifoners. 

Spwu Let her llarve then, if a whole Jayle will 
not fill her belly. Exeunt 


Finis AEus fecuTidu 


A6lus III. Scene 1. 

Enter Sapritius, Theophilus, Priejt^ Califle, 
Chrifieta. 

Sap, O Ick to the death I fear. 

The, ^ I meet your forrow, 

With my true feeling of it. 

Sap, She’s a witch, 

A forcereffe, Theophilus:, myfon 
Is charmd by her enticing eyes, and like 
An image made of wax, her beams of beauty 
Melt him to nothing ; all my hopes in him, 

And all his gotten honours, find their grave 
In his llrange dotage on her. Would when firft 
He faw and lov’d her, that the earth had open’d 
And fwallow’d both alive. 

The, There's hope left yet 
Sag Not any, though the Princeffe were appeas’d, 
All title in her love furrenderd up ; 

Yet this coy Chriflian is fo tranfported 

With her religion, that unlefie my fon 

(But let him perilh firfl) drinke the fame potion, 

And be of her belief, Ihe’l not vouchfafe 
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To be Ms lawMl wife. 

Prkjl. But once remov’d 
From her opinion, as I reft affur’d 
The reafon of thefe holy maids will win her, 

Youd find her tradlable to any thing 
For your content or his. 

Theo. If Ihe refufe it, 

The Stygian damps, breeding infecflious airs, 

The Mandrakes Ihrikes, the Bafilisks killing eye, 

The dreadfull lightning that does crufti the bones, 
And never finge the skin, fhall not appear 
Lefle fatall to her into than my zeal, made hot 
With love vnto my gods \ I have defer’d it, 

In hope to draw backe this Apoftata, 

Which will be greater honour then her death, 

Unto her fathers faith i and tso that end 
Hath brought my daughters hither. 

Ccdijk. And we doubt not 
To do what you defire. 

Sap, Let her be fent for. 

Profper in your good work, and were I not 
To attend the Princefie, I would fee and hear 
How you fucceed. 

The, I am commanded too, 
lie bear you company. 

Sap, Give them your Ring, 

To lead her as in triumph, if they win her, 

Before Mghnelle. Exit Sap. 

The, Spare no promifes, 

Perfwafions, or threats, I conjure you ; 

If you prevail, tis the moil glorious work 
You ever undertook. 

Enter Dorothea and Angelo. 

Prk, She comes. 

Tkeo, We leave you ; 

Be conllant and be careful!. Exeunt Tkeep, Pried, 
Cat, We are forty 



42 The Virgin Martir. 

To meet you under guard. 

Dor. But I more griev’d 
You are at liberty; fo well I loue you. 

That I could wifh, for fuch a caufe as mine, 

You were my fellow prifoners ; prithee Angelo^ 

Reach us fome chairs. Pleafe you fit ? 

Cal. We thank you : 

Our vifit is for love, love to your fafety. 

Chriji. Our conference muH be private, pray you 
therefore 

Command your boy to leave us. 

Dor. You may tmft him 
With any fecret that concerns my life ; 

Fallhood and he are flrangers ; had you, Ladies, 

Been blell with fuch a fervant, you had never 
Forfook that way (your^'ourney even half ended) 

That leads to joys eternal. In the place 
Of loofe lafeivious mirth, he would have ftirr’d you 
To holy mediations ; and fo far 
He is from flattery, that he would have told you, 

Your pride being at the height, how miferable 
And wretched things you were, that for an hour 
Of pleafure here have made a defperate fale 
Of all your right in happinefle hereafter. 

He mull not leave me, without him I fall ; 

In this life he is my fervant, in the other 
A wilhed companion. 

Ang. Tis not in the Divel, 

Nor all his wicked arts, to fliake fuch goodnelle. 

Dor. But you werefpeaking. Lady, 

Cal. As a friend 

And lover of your fafety, and I pray you 
So to receive it ; and if you remember 
How near in love our parents were, that we 
Even from the cradle, were brought up together. 

Our amity encreafmg with our years. 

We cannot fland fufpedled. 

Dor. To the purpofe. 

CaL We come then as good angels, Dorothea^ 
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To make you happy, and the means fo ealie, 

That, be not you an enemy to your felf, 

Already you enjoy it. 

Chrzjl* Look on us, 

E-uin^d as you are, once, and brought unto it 
By your perfwafion. 

Cal, But what follow’d. Lady ? 

Leaving thofe bleifings which our gods give freely, 
And ihowr’d upon us with a prodigal hand, 

As to the noblie born, youth, beauty, wealth. 

And the free ufe of thefe without controul, 

Check, curb or flop, (fuch is our Laws indulgence,) 
Ail happineffe forfook us, bonds and fetters 
For amorous twins, the rack, and hangmans whips 
In place of choife delights, our parents curfes 
In Head of blefiings, fcom, negledl, contempt 
Fell thick upon us. 

Chri, This confider’d wifely, 

We made a faire retreat ; and (reconcil’d 
To our forfaken gods) we live again 
In all profperity. 

CaL by our example, 

Bequeathing mifery to fuch as love it, 

Learn to be happy : the Chriflian yokes to heavy 
For fuch a dainty neck ; it was fram’d rather 
To be the fhrine of Venus^ or a pillar, 

More precious then Chryftal, to fupport 
Our Cupids Image \ our Beligion, Lady, 

Is but a varied pleafure, yours a toil 
Slaves would fhrink under. 

Dor. Have you not cloven feet ? are you not 
Divels % 

Dare any fay fo much, or dare I hear it 
Without a vertuous and religious anger ? 

Now to put on a Virgin raodefly, 

Or maiden filence, when his power is queflion’d 
That is omnipotent, were a greater crime 
Than in a bad caufe to be impudent 
Your gods, your temples, brothel houfes rather, 
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Or wicked adlions of the worfl of men, 

Purfu’d and practis’d, your religious rites 
O call them rather jugling myReries, 

The baits and nets of hell, your fouls the prey 
For which the Divel angles, your falfe pleafures 
A fteep defcent by which you headlong fall 
Into eternal torments. 

Cal Do not tempt 
Our powerful gods. 

Dor, Which of your powerful gods, 

Your gold, your filver, braffe, or woodden ones. 
That can nor do me hurt, nor protedl you % 
Moft pittied women, will you facrifice 
To fuch, or call them gods or goddeffes, 

Your Parents would difdain to be the fame, 

Or you your felves ? O blinded ignorance, 

Tell me Calijle^ by the truth I charge you, 

Or any thing you hold more dear, would you 
To have him deifi’d to poflerity, 

Defire your Father an Adulterer, 

A Ravilher, almoR a Parricide, 

A vile inceftuous wretch ? 

Calijie, That piety 
And duty anfwer for me. 

Dor, Or you Chri/ieta, 

To be hereafter regiilred a goddeffe, 

Give your chaR body up to the embraces 
Of Goatiih lufl, have it writ on your forehead, 
This is the common whore, the proftitute, 

The miilreffe in the arts of wantonnefs, 

Knows every trick and labyrinth of defires 
That are immodeft. 

Chrtjieta, You judge better of me, 

Or my affedlion is ill placed on you ; 

Shall I turn flrumpet f 
Dor, No I think you would not ; 

Yet Venus^ whom you worfhip, was a whore ; 
I^bra the Foimdreffe of the publick Stews ; 
And has for that her facrifice : your great god, 
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Your lupiter, a loofe adulterer, 

Incelluous with his filler : read but thofe 
That have canoniz'd them, you'l find them worfe 
Then, in chafl language, I can fpeak them to you. 
Are they immortal then, that did partake 
Of humane weaknefie, and had ample lhare 
In mens moll bafe affedlions ? fubjedl to 
Unchall loves, anger, bondage, wounds, as men are ? 
Here lupiter to ferve his lufl turn’d Bull, 

The Ihip indeed in which he Hole Europa. 

Neptune^ for gain, builds up the walls of Troy 
As a day-labourer 5 Apollo keeps 
Admetus Iheep for bread ; the Lemnian fmith 
Sweats at the Forge for hire ; Prometheus here, 

With his Hill growing Liver feeds the vulture ; 

Saturn bound fall in hell with adamant chains ; 

And thoufands more, on whom abufed errour 
Bellows a deitie t will you then dear fillers, 

For I would have you fuch, pay your Devotions 
To things of lelTe power then your felves % 

Calijle, We worlhip 
Their good deeds in their images. 

Dor, By whom falhion’d 1 
By finfiil men 1 He tell you a Ihort tale, 

Nor can you but confelTe it was a true one. 

A King of JEgypt being to ere<5l 
The Image of Ofiris^ whom they honour, 

Took firom the Matrons necks the richell Jewels, 
And purell gold, as the materials 
To finilh up his work ; which perfedled, 

With all folemnity he fet it up, 

To be ador’d, and ferv’d himfelf his idol, 

Defiring it to give him vidloiy 

Againll his enemies : but being overthrown, 

Enrag’d againft his god (thefe are fine gods, 

Subiedl to humane fury) he took down 
The fencelefs thing, and melting it again, 

He made a bafon, in which EunuchS|Walh’d 
His Concubines feet ; aud for this fordid ufe 
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Some moneths it ferv’d : his Miflreffe proving falfe. 
As mofl indeed do fo, and grace concluded 
Between him and the Priefls, of the fame bafon 
He made his god again : think, think of this, 

And then conSder, if all worldly honours, 

Or pleafures that do leave {harp flings behind them, 
Have power to win fuch as have reafonable fouls, 

To put their trufl in droffe. 

Cal. Oh that I had been born 
Without a Father, 

Chr. Piety to him 
Hath ruin’d us for ever. 

Dor. Think not fo ; 

You may repair all yet ; the attribute 
That fpeaks his Godhead mofl, is, mcrcifull, 

Revenge is proper to the Fiends you worfhip, 

Yet cannot flrike without his leave. You weep, 

Oh tis a heavenly flaower, celeftial balm 
To cure your wounded confcience, let it fall, 

Fall thick upon it, and when that is fpent, 

He help it with another of my tears : 

And may your true repentance prove the child 
Of my true forrow, never mother had 
A birth fo happy. 

Cal We are caught our felves, 

That came to take you ; and affur’d of conquefl, 

We are your captives. 

Dor. And in that you triumph, 

Your vidlory had been eternal Ioffe, 

And this your Ioffe immortal gain ; fix here, 

And you fhall feel your felves inwardly arm’d 
Gainfl tortures, death, and hell, but take heed, 
fillers, 

That or through weakneffe, threats, or mild perfwa- 
fions, 

Though of a father, you fall not into 
A fecond and a worfl Apoflacie. 

Cal. Never, oh never ; fleel’d by your example, 
We dare the worfl of tyranny. 
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Ckr. Kerens our warrant, 

You iliall along, and witnefle it 
Dor, Be confirmed then, 

And refl affur’d, the more you fuffer here, 

The more your glory, you to heaven more dear. Exeunt 

Enter Artemia, Sapritius, Theophilus, Harpax. 

Arte, Sapritius^ though your fon deferve no pity, 
We grieve his fickneffe, his contempt of us 
We call behind us, and look back upon 
His fervice done to C(Efar^ that weighs down 
Our jull difpleafure : if his malady 
Have growth from his rellraint, or that you think 
His libertie can cure him, let him have it, 

Say we forgive him freely. 

Sap, Your grace binds us 
Ever your humbled TalTals. 

Art, Ufe all means 
For his recovery ; though yet I love him, 

I will not force affedtion : if the Chrillian, 

Whofe beauty hath out-rivard me, be won 
To be of our belief, let him enjoy her, 

That all may know when the caufe wills, I can 
Command my own defires. 

The, Be happy then, 

My Lord Sa^priiius^ I am confident. 

Such eloquence and fweet perfwafion dwels 
Upon my daughters tongues, that they will work her 
To any thing they pleafe. 

Sap, I wifh they may, 

Yet ’tis no ealie task to undertake, 

To alter a perverfe and obdinate woman. A Jhmt with- 
Art, "TOat means this Ihout. /«, loud mufich 
Sap, 'Tis feconded with mufick, Enter Sempromm, 
Triumphant mufick, ha 1 

Semp, My Lord, your daughters, 

The piilaxs of our faith, having converted, 

For fo report gives out^ the Chridian Lady, 
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The Image of great lupiter borne before them, 

Sue for acceffe. 

J7ic. My foul divin’d as much, 

Blefl be the time when firil they faw this light, 

Their mother when fhe bore them to fupport 
My feeble age, fild not my longing heart 
With fo much joy, as they in this good work 
Have thrown upon me. 

Enter Prieji with the Image of lupiter, Incenfe and 
CenferSy followed by Caliile, and Chrilleta, leading 
Dorothea. 

Welcome, oh thrice welcome 

Daughters, both of my body, and my mind \ 

Let me embrace in you my blilTe, my comfort \ 

And Dorothea now more welcome too, 

Then if you never had fain off : I am ravifh’d 
With the exceffe of joy, fpeak happy daughters 
The blefl event. 

CaL We never gain’d fo much 
By any undertaking. 

The, 0 my dear girle, 

Our gods reward thee. 

Dor, Nor was ever time 
On my part better fpent 
Chri, We are all now 
Of one opinion. 

Theo, My heft Chrijlefa^ 

Madam, if ever you did grace to worth, 

Vouchfafe your Princely hands. 

Art Moll willingly : 

Do you refufe it? 

CaL Let us firfl deferve it. 

Th^ My own child Hill ; here fetour god, prepare 
The incenfe quickly : come fair Dorothea, 

I will my felf fupport you, now kneel ddwn, 

And pay your vows to lupiter. 

Dor, I fliall do it 
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Better by their example. 

The. They fhall guide you, 

They are familiar with the facrifice ; 

Forward my twins of comfort, and to teach her 
Make a joint offering, 

Chri. Thus. They both fpit at the Images 

Cal. And thus. throw it down^ andfpurn it 
Har. Profane 

And impious, ftand you now like a Statue ? 

Are you the Champion of the Gods? Where is 
Your holy zeal, your anger I 
The. I am blafled, 

And, as my feet were rooted here, I find 
I have no motion : I would I had no fight too ; 

Or if my eyes can ferve to any ufe, 

Give me (thou injured power) a fea of tears, 

To expiate this madnefle in my daughters ,* 

For being themfelves, they would have trembled at 
So blafphemous a deed in any other. 

For my fake, hold a while thy dreadful! thunder, 

And give me patience to demand a reafon 
For this accurfed adh 
Dor. Twas bravely done. 

The. Peace damn’d Enchantrefs, peace. I fhould 
look on you 

With eyes made red with fury, and my hand, 

That Aakes with rage, fhould much out-flrip my 
tongue, 

And feal my vengeance on your hearts \ but nature 
To you that have fain once, bids me again 
To be a father. Oh how durll you tempt 
The anger of great Iove% 

Dor. Alack poor love^ 

He is no Swaggerer, how fmug he Hands, 

Hee’l take a kick or any thing. 

Sap. Stop her mouth. 

Dor. It is the ancientfl godling ; do not fear him, 
He would not hurt the thief that Hole away 

E 
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Two of his golden locks, indeed he could not ; 

And ftill tis the fame quiet thing. 

T/i€, Blafphemer, 

Ingenious cruelty lliall punifh this, 

Thou art pall hope : but for you yet dear daughters, 
Again bewitcht, the dew of mild forgivenefle 
May gently fall, provided you deferve it 
With true contrition : be your felves again ; 

Sue to the olFended Diety. 

Chr, Not to be 
The Miftreffe of the earth. 

CaL I will not offer 

A grain of incenfe to it, much lefle kneel ; 

Nor look on it, but with contempt and fcorn, 

To have a thoufand years confer’d upon me, 

Of worldly bleffings : we profeffe our felves 
To be like Dorothea^ Chrillians, 

And owe her for that happineffe. 

The, My ears 

Receive in hearing this, all deadly charms, 

Powerfull to make man wretched. 

Art Are thefe they 
You brag’d could convert others ? 

Sap, That want llrength 
To Hand themfelves % 

Har, Your honour is ingag^d, 

The credit of our caufe depends upon it, 

Something you mufl do fuddenly. 

The, And I will. 

Har, They merit death, but falling by your hand, 
^Twill be recorded for a jull revenge, 

And holy fury in you. 

The, Do not blow, 

The Furnace of a wrath thrice hot already ^ 

Mtnz is in my brell, wildfire burns here, 

Which onely blond muff quench : incenfed powerj, 
Which from my infancy I have ador'd, 

Look down with favourable beams upon 
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The facrifice (though not allow’d thy Priefl) 

Which I will offer to thee ; and be pleas’d, 

(My fierie zeal inciting me to a6l it) 

To call that juffice, others may ftile murther. 

Come you accurfed, thus by the hair I drag you 
Before this holy altar, thus look on you, 

Leffe pittihill than tygers to their prey. 

And thus, with mine own hand, I take that life 
Which I gave to you. Mis them. 

Dor. O moil cruel Butcher. 

The. My anger ends not here ; hells dreadfull 
Porter 

Receive into thy ever open gates 
Their damned fouls, and let the furies whips 
On them alone be wafted : and when death 
Clofes thefe eies, ’twill be Elhium to me, 

To hear their fhreeks and bowlings ; make me, Pluto^ 
Thy inftrument to fumifti thee with fouls 
Of this accurfed fe<5l, nor let me fall, 

Till my fell vengeance hath confum’d them all. 

Exit with Harpax hugging him. 

Enter Artemia laughing. 

Art. ’Tis a brave zeal. 

Dor. O call him back again, 

Call back your hangman, here’s one prifoner left 
To be the fubjedl of his knife. 

Art, Not fo. 

We are not fo near reconcil’d unto thee ; 

Thou fhalt not perilh fuch an eafie way : 

Be Ihe your charge, Sapriims^ now, and fuffer 
None to come near her, till we have found out 
Some torments worthy of her. 

Ang. Courage Miftris, 

Thefe Martyrs but prepare your glorious fate, 

You fhal! exceed them and not imitate. Exeunt 

Enter SpungiuSy and Hirdus^ raggedy at femrail doors. 
Mir. Spunpus. 


E 2 
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SpUfL My fine rogue, how is it ? how goes this 
totterd world ? 

JEfir, Hafl any money 

Money ! no : the tavern-ivy clings about my 
money and kils it. Hafl thou any money 1 

Rir, No : my money is a mad Bull, and finding 
any gap opened, away it runs. 

Spun, I fee then, a Tavern and a Bawdy-houfe 
have faces much alike, the one has red grates next 
dore, the tother has peeping holes within dores ; the 
tavern hath evermore a bufli, the bawdy houfe, fome- 
times neitlier hedge nor bulh. From a tavern a man 
comes reeling, from a bawdy houfe not able to Hand. 
In the tavern, you are coufen’d with paltry wine, in a 
bawdy houfe by a painted whore : money may have 
wine, and a whore will have money ; but neither can 
you cry, Drawer you rogue ; or keep door rotten 
bawd, without a filver whiflle ; we are juflly plagued 
therefore for running from our Miflrefs. 

Mir, Thou did’H, I did not \ yet I had run too, 
but that one gave me turpentine pils, and that flaid 
my running. 

Spun, Well the thred of my life is drawn through 
the needle of necefTity, whofe eye looking upon my 
lowfie breeches, cries out it cannot mend ’em, which 
fo pricks the linings of my body, and thofe are, heart, 
lights, lungs, guts, and midriff, that I beg on my knees, 
to have Atropos (the tailer to the deflinies) to take her 
Ihears, and cut my thred in two, or to heat the Iron 
goofe of mortality, and fo prefs me to death. 

Mir, Sure thy father was fome botcher, and thy 
hungry tongue bit off thefe flireds of complaints, to 
patch up the elbows of thy nitty eloquence. 

Spun, And what was thy father ? 

Mir, A low minded Cobler ; a Cobler whofe zeal 
fet many a woman upright, the remembrance of whofe 
awl, I now having nothing, thruHs fuch fcurvy flitches 
into my foul, that the heel of my happinefs has gone 
awry. 
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Spun, Pitie that ere thou trod*ft thy ihooe awry. 

ERr, Long I cannot kfl ; for all fowteriy wax of 
comfort melting away, and mifery taking the length of 
my foot, it boots not me to fue for life, when all my 
hopes are feam-rent, and go wetfhod. 

Spim, This fhews thkrt a Coblers fon, by going 
through flitch : O Hircius^ wud thou and I were fo 
happy to be coblers. 

Hir, So would I ; for both of us being now weary 
of our lives, fhould then be fure of fhoomakers ends. 

Spun. I fee the beginning of my end, for I am 
almofl flarv’d. 

Hir. So am not I, but I am more then famifh’d. 

Spun. All the members of my bodie are in rebelhon 
one againft another. 

Hir. So are mine, and nothing but a Cook, 
being a conflable, can appeafe them, prefenting to 
my nofe, inflead of his painted flaff, a fpit full of 
rofl-meat 

Spun. But in this rebellion, what uprores do they 
make 1 my belly cries to my mouth, why do'fl not gape 
and feed me ? 

Hir. And my mouth fets out a throat to my hand, 
why dofl not thou lift up meat, and cram my chops 
with it f 

Spun. Then my hand hath a fling at mine eyes, 
becaufe they look not out, and fhark for vidluals. 

Hir. Wliich mine eyes feeing, full of tears, cry 
aloud, and curfe my feet, for not ambling up and 
down to feed Colon, fithence if good meat be in any 
place, ^tis known my feet can fmell. 

Spun. But then my feet, like lazie rogues, lie ftill, 
and had rather do nothing, then run to and fro to 
purchafe any thing. 

Hir. Why, among fo many millions of people, 
fhould thou and I onely be miferable totterdemalions, 
mg-a-muffins, and lowfy defperates f 

Spun. Thou art a meer I I am-m-m \ con- 
fider the whole world, and as we are. 
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Mir. Lowfie, beggarly, thou whorfon Aga Fmttda. 

Spm* Worfe ; all totterings, all out of frame, thou 
FooliaminL 

Mir. As how arfmck : come make the world 
fmart. 

Sp. Old Honor goes on crutches, beggery rides 
caroched, honell men make feafts, knaves fit at tables, 
cowards are lapt in velvet, fouldiers (as we) in rags, 
beauty turns whore, whore bawd, and both die of the 
pox : why then, when all the world ftumbles, fhould 
thou and I walk upright 1 

Enter Angelo. 

Mir. Stop, look who’s yonder. 

Spun. Fellow Ange/of how does my little man? 
well? 

A7ig. Yes, and would you did fo : where are your 
clothes ? 

Mir. Clothes 1 You fee every woman almoft go in 
her loofe gowne, and why Ihould not we have our 
cloathes loofe ? 

Spun. Wud they were loofe ? 

Ang. Why, where are they ? 

Spun. Where many a velvet cloak, I warrant, at 
this hour, keeps them company ; they are pawnd to a 
broker. 

Ang. Why pawnd, where’s all the gold I left with 
you? 

Mir. The gold ? we put that into a Scriveners 
hands, and he has coufen’d us. 

Spun. And therefore, I prithee Angelo^ if thou 
hall another purfe, let it be confifcate and brought to 
devaflation. 

Ang. Are you made all of lies ? I know which 
way 

Your gilt-wing’ d pieces flew ; I will no more. 

Be mockd by you : be forry for your riots, 

Tame your wild flefh by labour, eat the bread 
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Got with hard hands : let forrow be your whip 
To draw drops of repentance from your heart. 

When I read this amendment in your eyes, 

You lhall not want, till then, my pitie dies. Exit, 
Spu, III not a fhame, that this fcurvy EucriUs 
Ihould give us lefions ? 

Hir. I have dwelt, thou kno\\dl, a long time in the 
Suburbs of the confcience, and they are ever bawdy ; 
but now my heart lhall take a houfe within the walls of 
honelly. 


Enter Harpax aloof, 

Sp. O you drawers of wine, draw me no more to 
the bar of beggery ; the found of fcore a pottle of 
fack, is worfe than the noife of a fcolding 03 dler 
wench, or two cats incorporating. 

Ear, This muH not be, I do not like when con- 
fcience 

Thaws ; keep her frozen Hill : how now my mailers ? 
Dejedled, drooping, drown’d in tears, clothes torn, 
Lean and ill colour’d, fighing 1 Whaf s the whirl-wind 
Which raifeth all thefe mifchiefs f I have feen you 
Drawn better on’t. O I but a fpirit told me 
You both would come to this, when in you thruH 
Your lelves into the fervice of that Lady, 

Who Ihortly now mull die : where’s now her praying % 
What good got you by wearing out your feet, 

To run on fcurvy errands to the poor, 

And to bear money to a fort of rogues, 

And lowfie prifoners ? 

Hit, Pox on ’em, I never profper’d fince I did it 
Spun, Had I been a Pagan fill, I could not have 
fpit white for want of drink ; but come to any Vintner 
now, and bid him trufl me, becaufe I turned Chiiflian, 
and he cries puh. 

Har, Y’are rightly ferv’d; before that peevifh 
Lady 

Had to do with you, women, wine, and money 
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Flowed in abundance with you, did it not ? 

Eir. Oh ! thofe dayes, thofe dayes. 

Ear, Beat not your breafls, tear not your hair in 
madnefs, 

Thofe dayes fliall come again (be rul’d by me) 

And better, (mark me) better. 

Spu?t, I have feen you hr, as I take it, an atten- 
dant on the Lord Theophihis. 

Ear, Yes, yes, in thew his fervant: but hark 
hither, 

Take heed no body lihens. 

Spun, Not a Moufe ftirs. 

Ear, I am a Prince difguis’d. 

Eir, Difguis’di how? drunk? 

Ear, Yes my fine boy, lie drink too, and be 
drunk ; 

I am a Prince, and any man by me, 

(Let him but keep my rules) lhall foon grow rich, 
Exceeding rich, moil infinitely rich ; 

He that fhall ferve me, is not flarv’d from pleafures 
As other poor knaves are ; no, take their fill. 

Spun. But that fir, we are fo ragged — — * 

Ear, Youl fay, you’d ferve me. 

Eir, Before any mailer under the Zodiack. 

Ear, For clothes no matter, I have a mind to both. 
And one thing I like in you, now that you fee 
The bonefire of your Ladies Hate burnt out, 

You give it over, do you not? 

Eer. Let her be hang’d. 

Spun, And pox’d. 

Earp, Why now y’are mine. 

Come let my bofome touch you. 

^un. We have bugs fir. 

Ear, There’s mony, fetch your clothes home, 
ther’s for you. 

Eir, Avoid Vermine ; ^ve over our miflreffe t a 
man cannot profper worie, if he ferve the DevilL 
Ear, How? the divel! He tell you what now of 
the Divel j 
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He^s no fuch horrid creature^ cloven footed, 

Black, faucer-ey’d, his nollrils breathing fire. 

As thefe lying ChrifLians make him. 

BotL No 1 

Bar. He’s more loving to man, than man to man 
is. 

Hir, Is he fo I wud we two might come ac- 
quainted with him. 

Bar. You fliall : he’s a wondrous good fellow, 
loves a cup of wine, a whore, anything, if you have 
mony, its ten to one but lie bring him to fome 
Tavern to you, or other. 

Sp. He befpeak the bell room in ’th houfe for 
him. 

Bar, Some people he cannot endure. 

Bir. Weel give him no fuch caufe. 

Bar. He hates a Civil Lawyer, as a fouldier does 
peace. 

Spun. How a Commoner % 

Bar. Loves him from the teeth outward. 

Spwi. Pray my Lord and Prince, let me encounter 
you with one foolifh quellion : does the Divel eat any 
Mace in’s broth ? 

Bar. Exceeding much, when his burning feaver 
takes him, and then he has the knuckles of a Bailiff, 
boyled to his breakfafl. 

Bir. Then my Lord, he loves a Catchpole, does 
he not ? 

Bar. As a Bear-ward does a dog, A Catchpole I 
he has fwom, if ever he dies, to make a Serieant his 
heir, and a Yeoman his overfeer. 

Spun. How if he come to any great mans gate, 
will the Porter let him come in, fir f 

Bar. Oh he loves Porters of great mens gates, 
becaufe they are ever fo near the wicket 

Bir. Doe not they whom he makes much on, for 
all his fixoking their cheeky lead hellifii lives under 
him? 

Bar. No, no, no, no, he will be damned before 
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he hurts any man : do but you (when you are 
throughly acquainted with him) ask for any thing, fee 
if it does not come. 

Spun* Any thing I 

Mar. Call for a delicate rare whore, file’s brought 
you. 

Mir, Oh my elbow itches : will the Divel keep the 
door ? 

Mar. Be drunk as a beggar, he helps you home. 
Spun. O my fine divel! fome watchman I war- 
rant ; I wonder who’s his Conftable i 
Mar. Will you fwear, roar, fwagger % he claps you. 
Mir, How ? ath’ chops % 

Mar, No, ath’ fhoulder, and cries, O my brave 
boy. 

Will any of you kill a man ? 

Spun. Yes, yes, I, T. 

Mar. What is his word 1 hang, hang, tis nothing. 
Or llab a woman ? 

Eir. Yes, yes, I, T. 

Mar. Here’s the worft word he gives you, a pox 
on’t, go on. 

Hir, 0 inveigling rafcal ! I am ravilhd. 

Mar, Go, get your clothes, turn up your glafs of 
youth, 

And let the fands run merrily ; nor do I care 
From what a lavilh hand your money flies, 

So you give none away, feed beggars. 

Mir, Hang ’em. 

Mar, And to the ferubbing poor. 

Mir, lie fee ’em hang’d firfl. 

Mar, One fervice you mull do me. 

Both. Any thing. 

Mar. Your millrefs Dorothea^ ere ftie fuffers, 

Is to be put to tortures, have you hearts 
To tear her into Ihreekes, to fetch her foul 
Up in the pangs of death, yet not to die. 

Eir, Suppofe this Ihe, and that I had no hands, 
here’s my teeth. 
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Spun. Stippofe this the, and that I had no teeth, 
here’s my nails. 

Hir, But will not you be there fir % 
liar. No, not for hils of Diamonds ; the grand 
Mailer 

Who fchools her in the ChriHian difclpline, 

Abhors my company, fhould I be there, 

You’d think ail hell broke loofe, we fhould fo quarrel. 
Plie you this bufmeffe ; he her flefh who fpares, 

Is loll, and in my love never more fhares. 

Spun, Here’s a mailer you rogue. 

Hir, Sure he cannot chufe but have a horrible 
number of fervants. Exeunt. 

Finis Ailus tertii 


A<5lus IV. Scene L 

A bed thrujl out, Antoninus upon it fick, with Phyficians 
about him, Sapritius and Macrinus. 

Sap. You that are half Gods, lengthen that 

\J life 

Their dieties lend us, turn ore all the volumes 
Of your myflerious JEfculapiazi fcience, 

’T encreafe the number of this young mans dayq^, 

And for each minute of his time prolong’d, 

Your fee fhali be, a piece of Roman gold 
With Ccefars flamp, fuch as he lends his Captains 
When in the wars they earn well : do but fave him 
And as he is half my felf be you ail mine. 

Eodi. What art can do, we promife, Phyficks hand 
As apt is to dellroy as to preferve, 

If heaven make not the medicine : all this while 
Our skill hath combat held with Ms difeafe i 
But tis fo arm’d, and a deep melancholy, 
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To be fuch in part with death, we are in fear 
The grave mufl mock our labours. 

Mac. I have been 

His keeper in this ficknefle, with fuch eyes 
As I have feen my mother watch ore me, 

And from that obfervation, fure I find, 

It is a midwife muft deliver him. 

Sap, Is he with child 1 a midwife ! 

Mac, Yes, with child, 

And will I fear lofe life, if by a woman 
He is not brought to bed : lland by his pillow 
Some little while, and in his broken flumbers, 

Him flrall you hear cry out on Dorothea^ 

And when his arms flie open to catch her, 

Clofnig together, he falls fall afleep, 

Pleas’d with embracings of her airy form : 

Phyfitians but torment him, his difeafe 
Laughs at their gibrifli language \ let him hear 
The voice of Dorothea^ nay, but the name. 

He flarts up with high colour in his face. 

She or none cures him, and how that can be, 

(The Princeffe firift command barring that happinefs) 
To me impoffible feems. 

Sap, To me it lhall not. 

He be no fubjecSl to the greatefl Cmfar 

Was ever crownd with Lawrel, rather then ceafe 

To be a father. 

Mac, Silence, fir, he wakes. 

Anto, Thou kilfl me, Dorothea^ oh Dorothea. 

Mac. Shee’s here, I enjoy her* 

Anton, Where ? why do you mock me ? 

Age on my head hath ftuck no white hairs yet, 

Yet I’m an old man, a fond doting fool 
Upon a woman'; I to buy her beautie, 

(Truth I am bewitched) offer my life, 

And file for my acquaintance hazards hers, 

Yet for our equal fufferings, none holds out 
A hand of pitie. 

Do^, Let him have fome mufick* 
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Ant, Hell on your fidling. 

DoB. Take again your bed, lir, 

Sleep is a foveraign Phyfick. 

Ant Take an alTes head, fir, 

Confufion on your fooleries, your charms. 

Thou linking glifler-pipe : where’s the god of reft, 
Thy pills, and bafe Apothecary drugs, 

Threatned to bring unto me % Out you impoflors, 
Quackfalving, cheating Mountebanks, your skill, 

Is to make found men fick, and fick men kill. 

Mac, O be your felf, dear fiiend. 

Ant, My feif, Macrtnus ? 

How can I be my felf, when I am mangled 
Into a thoufand peeces ? here moves my head, 

But where’s my heart ? Where ever, that lies dead. 

Enter Sapritius, drawing in Dorothea hy the hairy 
Angelo attending, 

SaA* Follow me, thou damn’d forcerefs, call up 
thy fpirits, 

And (if they can) now let ’em from my hand 
Untwine thefe witching hairs. 

Ant, I am that fpirit : 

Or if I be not, (were you not my father) 

One made of iron fhould hew that hand in peeces, 
That fo defaces this fweet monument 
Of my loves beauty. 

Say>, Art thou fick ? 

Ant, To death. 

Sap, Wouldfl thou recover 1 
Ant Would I live in blifs % 

Sap, And do thine eyes fhoot daggers at that man 
That brings thee health % 

Ant It is not in the world. 

Sap, Is’t here % 

Anton, O treafure, by enchantment lockt 
In caves as deep as hell, am I as near 1 
Sap, Break that enchanted cave, enter, and rifle 
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The fpoils thy luft hunts after ,• I defcend 
To a bafe office and become thy Panclar 
In bringing thee this proud Thing; make her thy 
whore, 

Thy health lies here ; if ffie deny to give it, 

Force it ; imagine thou affault’d a towne 

Weak wall : too’t, ’tis thine own, beat but this down. 

Come, and (unfeen) be witneffe to this batterie, 

How the coy ftrumpet yeelds. 

Shall the boy {lay, fir ? 

Sap. No matter for the boy, 

Pages are us^d to thefe odd bawdy 
Shufflings, and indeed, are thofe 
Little young fnakes in a Furies head 
Will {ling worfe then the great ones ; 

Let the Pimp flay. Exeunt afide* 

Dor. 0 guard me Angels, 

What Tragedy mufl begin now % 

Ant When a Tyger 

Leaps into a timerous heard, with ravenous J aws, 
Being hunger ilarv’d, what tragedy then begins % 

Dor. Death, I am happy fo ; you hitherto 
Have flill had goodnefs fpar’d within your eyes, 

Let not that orb be broken. 

Ang. Fear not Miflrcffe, 

If he dare offer violence, we two 
Are flrong enough for fuch a fickly man. 

Dor, What is your horrid purpofe fir, your eye 
Bears danger in it 1 
Ant I mull. 

Dor. What % 

Sap. Speak it out 

Afd. Climb that fweet virgin tree. 

Sap. Plague a your trees. 

Ant And pluck that fruit which none (I think 
ever) tafled. 

Sap. A fouldier and Hand fumbling fo. 

Dor. 0 kill me, 

And heaven will take it as a facrifice, 


Kneels. 
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But if you play the Ravither, there is 
A hell to fwaliow you. 

Sap, Let her fwaliow thee. 

Ant Rife ; for the Roman Empire {Dorothea) 

I would not wound thine honour ; pleafures forc’d 
Are unripe apples, fowr, not worth the plucking : 

Yet let me tell you, ’tis my Fathers will, 

That I Ihould feize upon you as my prey, 

Which I abhor, as much as the biackeil fm 
The villany of man did ever a6l. 

Sapritius breaks in and Macrinus* 
Ang, Die happy for this language. 

Sap, Die a Have, 

A blockifh ideot 
Mou:, Dear fir, vex him not 
Sap, Yes, and vex thee too; both I think are 
geldings ; 

Cold, phlegmatick baflard, th’art no brat of mine ; 

One fpark of me, when I had heat like thine, 

By this had made a bone-lire : a tempting whore 
(For whom th’art mad) thrufl even into thine arms, 
And fland^fl thou puling ? Had a Tailor feen her 
At this advantage, he, with his croffe capers, 

Had ruffled her by this ; but thou flialt curfe 
Thy dalliance, and here, before her eyes, 

Shalt tear thy flefh in peeces, when a Have 
In hot lull bathes himfeif, and gluts thofe pleafures 
Thy nicenefle durll not touch. Call out a flave, 

You Captain of our guard, fetch a Have hither. 

Ant What will you do, dear fir ? 

Sap. Teach her a trade, which many a one would 
learn 

In leffe then half an hour, to play the whore. 

Efder a Stme. 

Macr. A Have is to me, what now f 
Sap, Thou hail hones and flefb 



64 The Virgin Martir. 

Enough to ply thy labour : from what countrie 
Wert thou tane prifoner, here to be our Have ? 

Slave. From Brittain. 

Sap. In the Weft Ocean % 

Slave. Yes. 

Sap. An Iftand % 

Slave. Yes. 

Sap. I am fitted ; of all nations 
Our Roman fwords ever conquer'd, none comes near 
The Brittain for true whoring : firrah fellow, 

What wouldft thou do to gain thy Liberty ? 

Sla. Do I Liberty ! Fight naked with a Lion, 
Venture to pluck a ftandard from the heart 
Of an arm'd Legion : Liberty 1 I’de thus 
Beftride a rampire, and defiance fpit 
I’th face of death, then, when the battering Ram 
Were fetching his carreer backward, to pafti 
Me with his horns in peeces : to ftiake my chains off, 
And that I could not do't but by thy death, 

Stoodft thou on this dry fhore, I on a rock 

Ten Pyramedes high, dotvm would I leap to kill thee, 

Or die my felf : What is for man to do, 

He venture on, to be no more a flave. 

Sap. Thou fhalt then be no flave j for I will fet 
thee 

Upon a peece of work is fit for man, 

Brave for a Brittain : drag that thing afide, 

And ravifli her. 

Slave. And ravifli her 1 is this your manly 
fervice 1 

A Divel fcoms to doo ’t ; tis for a beaft, 

A villain, not a man : I am as yet 

But half a flave ; but when that work is paft, 

A damned whole one, a black ugly flave, 

The flave of all bafe flaves ; do't thy felf, Roman, 

Tis dmdgery fit for thee. 

Sap. He's bewitch'd too : 

Bind him, and with a Baftmado give him 
Upon his naked belly, 200 . blows. 
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Sla. Thou art more flave then I. Exit carried in. 
Dor, That power fupernal, on whom waits my 
foul. 

Is Captain ore my challity. 

Ant Good fir, give ore, 

The more you wrong her, your feWs vex’d the more. 
Sap, Plagues light on her and thee : thus down I 
throw 

Thy harlot thus by the hair, nail her to earth. 

Call in ten flaves, let every one difcover 
What lull defires, and furfet here his fill : 

Call in ten Haves. 

Ang, They are come, fir, at your call 

Sap, Oh oh. Falls dorni. 

Enter Theophilus, 

Theo, Where is the Govemour I 
Ant There’s my wretched father. 

Tkeo, My Lord Saprifius; he’s not dead; my 
Lord: 

That Witch there. 

Ant ’Tis no Roman Gods can flrike 
Thefe fearfull terrors ; O thou happy maid, 

Forgive this wicked purpofe of my father. 

Dor, I do. 

TAe, Gone, gone, he’s peppered : ’tis thou 
Hail done this a6l infernall. 

Dor, Heaven pardon you, 

And if my wrongs from thence pull vengeance down 
(I can no miracles work) yet from my foul, 

Pray to thofe powers I ferve, he may recover, 

JTie, He flirs, help, raife him up ; my Lord. 

Sap. Where am I ? 

I7ie, One cheek is blafled. 

Sap, Blafled 1 Where’s the Zamia 
That tears my entrails ? I’m bewitch’d ; feize on her. 
Dor. I’m here, do what you pleafe. 

Dk, Spume her too ’th barre. 

Dor, Come boy being there, more near to heaven 
we are. 


F 
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Sap. Kick harder, go out witch. Exeunt 

Ant O bloody hangman I thine own gods give 
thee breath, 

Each of thy tortors is my feverall death. Exit 

Enter Harpax, Hircius a7id Spungius. 

Har. Do you like my fervice now, fay am not I 
A mailer worth attendance. 

Spun. Attendance 1 I had rather lick clean the 
foies of your dirtie boots, than wear the richcll fute of 
any infedled Lord, whofe rotten life hangs between 
the 2 . Poles. 

Hir. A Lords fute ! I would not give up the cloak 
of your fcrvice, to meet the fplay-foot eflate of any 
left-eyed knight above the Antipodes, becaufe they are 
unlucky to meet. 

Rar. This day He try your loves to mc^ 'tis 
onely 

But well to ufe the agility of your arms. 

Spun. Or legs, I am lully at them. 

Bin Or any other member that has no legs. 

Spun. Thoul’t run into fome hole. 

Rir. If I meet one thats more than my match, 
and that I cannot {land in their hands, I mufl and 
will creep on my knees. 

Ear. Hear me, my little teem of villains, hear me, 
I cannot teach you fencing with thefe cudgels, 

Yet you mull ufe them; lay them on but foundly, 
That’s all. 

Rir. Nay, if we come to mailing once, puh. 

Spun. But what Wall-nut-tree is it we rauft beat ? 

Har. Your miilreffe. 

Rir. How I my millrefs 1 I begin to have a 
Chrillians heart, made of fweet butter; I melt, I 
cannot flrike a woman, 

Spim. Nor I, unleffe flie fcratch ; bum my 
miilreffe ! 

Har. Y’are Coxcombs, filly animals. 
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Hir. Whats that I 

Bar. DroBes, AlTes, blinded Moles, that dare not 
thrufl 

Your arms out to catch fortune ; fay you fall oif. 

It mull be done : you are converted Rafcals, 

And that once fpread abroad, why every Have 
Will kick you, call you moHey Chriflians, 

And half fac’d Chriflians. 

Spim, The guts of my confcience begin to be of 
whit-leather. 

Hvr. I doubt me I fhall have no fweet butter in 
me. 

Bar, Deny this, and each Pagan whom you 
meet, 

Shall forked fingers thrufl into your eyes. 

Hir. If we be Cuckolds. 

Bar. Do this, and every god the Gentiles bow to, 
Shall add a fathom to your line of years. 

Spun. A hundred fathom, I defire no more. 

Bir. I defire but one inch longer. 

Bar. The Senators will, as you paffe along, 

Clap you upon your fhoulders with this hand, 

And with this hand give you gold : when you are 
dead, 

Happy that man fhall be can get a nail, 

The paring , nay the dirt under the nail 

Of any of you both, to fay, this dirt 
Belonged to Spungius or Birdus. 

Spun. They fhall not want dirt under my nails, I 
will keep them long of purpofe, for now ray fingers 
itch to be at her. 

Bir. The firfl thing I do, He take her ore the lips. 
u^un. And I the hips, we may flrike any where. 
Bar. Yes, any where. 

Bir. Then I know where He hit her. 

Bar. Profper and be mine own ; fland by I mufl 
not 

To fee this done, great bufineffe calls me hence ; 

He’s made can make her curfe his violence. Exit. 

F 2 
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Spu, Fear it not fir, her ribs fliall be balled. 

Mr. He come upon her with roiince, robble- 
hobble, and thwick thwack thirlery bouncing. 

jBnter Dorothea led Frifoner^ a guard attending^ a 
hangman with cords in feme tcgly fltape^ fets up a 
Pillar in the middle of the Jiage^ Sapritius and 
Theophilm fit^ Angelo hy her. 

Sap. According to our Roman cullomes, bind 
That Chriflian to a Pillar. 

The. Infernal furies, 

Could they into my hand thrull all their whips 
To tear thy flelh, thy foul, ’tis not a torture 
Fit to the vengeance I Ihould heap on thee, 

For wrongs done me : me 1 for flagitious fadls 
By thee done to our gods : yet (fo it Hand 
To great Cmfmrcds Governours high pleafure) 

Bow but thy knee to Jupiter, and offer 
Any flight facrifice, or do but fwcar 
By Cedars fortune, and be free. 

Sap. Thou fhalt. 

Dor. Not for all Coefars fortune, were it chain’d 
To more worlds, then are kingdomes in the world, 
And all thofe yrorlds drawn after him : I defie 
Your hangmen ; you now fhew me whither to flie. 

Sap. Are her tormentors ready ? 

Ang. Shrink not dear Miflreffe. 

Both. My Lord, we are ready for the bufmeffe. 
Dor. You two ! whom I like foflred children fed, 
And lengthened out your jflarved life with bread : 

You be my hangman I whom, when up the ladder 
Death hal’d you to be firangled, I fetch’d down, 
Cloth’d you, and warm’d you, you two my tor- 
mentors % 

Both. Yes, we. 

Dor. Divine powers pardon you. 

Sap. Strike. 

Jirike at her : Angelo kneeling holds her fajl. 
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Tlie. Beat out her brains. 

Dor, Receive me, you bright Angels, 

Sap, Fafter ilaves. 

Spun, Fafier : I am out of breath I am fure \ if I 
were to beat a buck, J can ilrike no harder. 

Hir, O mine armes, I cannot lift 'em to my 
head. 

Dor, Joy above joys ! are my tormentors weary 
In torturing me, and in my fufferings 
I fainting in no limb i tyrants {Irike home 
And feafl your fury full. 

The, Thefe dogs are curs, Come from Ms feat 
Which fnarl, yet bite not : fee my Lord, her face 
Hath more bewitching beauty then before : 

Proud whore, it fmiles ; cannot an eye flart out 
With thefe % 

Mir, No fir, nor the bridge of her nofe fall, ’tis 
full of iron work. 

Sap. Lets view the cudgels, are they not counter- 
feit. 

Ang. There fix thine eye flill ; thy glorious crown 
mull come 

Not from foil pleafure, but by Martyxdome. 

There fiix thine eye flill, when we next do meet, 

Not thorns, but rofes ihall bear up thy feet : 

There fix thine eye iliil. Exit* 

Enter Harpax fneakin^. 

Dor, Ever, ever, ever. 

The. We are mock'd, thefe bats have power to fdl 
down gyants, yet her skin is not fcarr'd. 

Sap, What rogues are thefe. 

Tfm, Cannot Siefe force a Ihreeke f Bmis them. 
Spun, 0 1 a woman has one of my rib% and now 
five more are broken. 

The, Cannot this make her roare. 

Beats fdher^ he roares. 

Sap, Who hir’d thefe fiavesf What are they ! 
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Spun, We ferve that noble Gentleman there, he 
entic’d us to this dry beating : oh for one half pot. 
£[m\ My fervants 1 two bafe rogues, and fomc- 
times fervants 

To her, and for that caufe forbear to hurt her. 

Sap. Unbind her, hang up thefe. 

The. Hang the two hounds on the next tree. 

Mir. Hang us I Mailer Harpax^ what a diuel lhall 
we be thus us'd % 

Mar. What bandogs but you two, wud worry a 
woman ? 

Your Millreffe ! I but clapt you, you flew on : 

Say I Ihould get your lives, each rafeal begger 
Would, when he met you, cry out hell hounds, 
traitors 

Spit at you, fling dirt at you, and no woman 
Ever endure your fight : 'tis your bell courfe 
Now (had you fecret kniues) to llab your fclves, 

But fince you have not, go and be hang'd. 

Hir, I thank you. 

Har. ’Tis your bell courfe. 

The. Why llay they trifling here % 

To gallows drag them by the heels ; away. 

Sp. By the heels ! No fir, we have legs to do us 
that fervice. 

Mir. I, I, if no woman can endure my fight, away 
with me. 

Har. Difpatch them. Exeunt. 

Spu. The Divel difpatch thee, 

Sap. Death this day rides in triumph ; TheopMius^ 
See this witch made away too. 

The. My foul thirds for it ; 

Come I my felf thy hangmans part could play. 

Dor. O hallen me to my Coronation day. Exit, 

Enter Antoninus, Macrinus, fervants. 

Ant. Is this the place, where virtue is to fulFer ? 
And heavenly beauty leaving this bafe earth, 
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To make a glad return from whence it came ? 

Is it Macrmus ? A fcaffold thruji forth, 

Mac, By this preparation 
You well may refl affur’d^ that Dorothea 
This hour is to die here. 

Ant, Then \Yith her dies 
The abflradl of all fweetneffe that’s in woman ; 

Set me down friend, that ere the iron hand 
Of death clofe up mine eyes, they may at once 
Take my lafl leave both of this light, and her ; 

For file being gone, the glorious fun himfelf 
To me’s Cymerian darkneffe, 

Mac, Strange affedlion ! 

Cupid once more hath chang’d his fliafts with death, 
And kills inflead of giving life. 

Ant Nay weep not, 

Though tears of friendfiiip be a foveraign balm, 

On me they are call awayj: it is decreed 
That I mufl die with her, our clue of life 
Was fpun together. 

Mac, Yet fir, ’tis my wonder, 

That you, who hearing oneiy what fhe fuffers, 

Pertake of all her tortures, yet will be, 

To adde to calamitie, an eye-witnefle 

Of her lafl tragick fcene, which mull pierce deeper, 

And make the wound more defperate. 

Ant O Macriuus, 

’Twould linger out my torments elfe, not kill me, 
Which is the end I aim at, being to die too : 

What inflmment more glorious can I wifii for, 

Then what is made fiiarp by my conflant love, 

And true affedlion ; it may be, the duty 
And loyal fervice, with winch I puifu’d her, 

And feald it with my death, will be remembred 
Among her blefied adlions, and what honour 
Can I defire beyond it ? 
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Enter a guard bringing hi Dorothea, a headfntan 
before ker^ followed by Thcophilus, Sapritiits, 
Harpax. 

See llie comes, 

How fweet her innocence appears, more like 
To heaven itfelf, then any facrifice 
That can be offer’d to it. By my hopes 
Of joyes hereafter, the fight makes me doubtfull 
In my beleef ; nor can I think our gods 
Are good, or to be ferv’d, that take delight 
In offerings of this kind, that to maintain 
Their power, deface the mafler-peece of nature, 
Which they therafelves come Hiort of : Ihe afeends, 
And every flep, raifes her neerer heaven. 

What god fo ere thou art, that muff enjoy her, 
Receive in her a boundleffe happineffe. 

Sap, You are to blame 
To let him come abroad. 

Mac. It was his will, 

And we were left to ferve him, not command him. 

Ant, Good fir be not offended, nor deny 
My laff of pleafures, in this happy objedl 
That I fhall ere be bleff with. 

The, Now proud contemner 
Of us and of our gods, tremble to think, 

It is not in the power thou ferv’fL to fave thee. 

Not all the riches of the fea, increas’d 
By violent fliipwracks, nor the unfearched mines, 
Mammons unknown exchequer, fhall redeem thee : 
And therefore having firft with horror weigh’d 
What ’tis to die, and to die young, to part with 
All pleafures and delights : lailly, to go 
Where all Antipathies to comfort dwell ; 

Furies behind, about thee, and before thee, 

And to add to afflidlion, the reiqernbrance 
Of the Elman joies thou mightff have taffed, 

Hadft thou not turn’d Apoffata to thofe gods 
That fo reward their fervants, let defpair 
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Prevent the hangmans fword, and on this fcaffold 
Make thy firil entrance into hell. 

Ant She fmiles, 

Vnmov’d by Afors, as if the were affur’d 
Death looking on her conflancy, would forget 
The life of his ineuitable hand. 

The, Derided too % Difpatch I fay. 

Dor, Thou fool 

That gloriefl in having power to rauilh 
A triliie from me I am weary of : 

What is this life to me, not worth a thought ; 

Or if to be efleem’d, kis that I loofe it 
To win a better : even thy malice ferves 
To me but as a ladder to mount up 
To fuch a height of happinefife where I fhall 
Look down with fcom on thee and on the world 
Where circl’d with true pleafures, plac’d aboue 
The reach of death or time, ’twill be my glory 
To think at what an eafie price I bought it 
There’s a perpetuall fpring, perpetuall youth, 

No joint benumming cold, nor fcorching heat, 
Famine nor age, have any being there. 

Forget for fhame your Tempe ; burie in 
Oblivion, your fain’d Hefperian Orchards : 

The Golden fruit kept by the watchful Dragon, 
Which did require Hercules to get it 
Compar’d with what grows in all plenty there, 
Deferves not to be nam’d. The power I ferve 
Laughs at your happy Arable, or the 
Elhian lhades, for he hath made his bowers 
Better indeed then you can fancy yours. 

Ant O take me thither with you. 

Dor, Trace my fieps 
And be affuf d you fhalL 
Sap. With mine own hands 
He rather flop that little breath is left the^ 

And rob thy killing feaver, 

Ihe. By no means, 

Let him go with her; do feduc’d young man, 
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And wait upon thy Saint in death, do, do. 

And when you come to that imagin’d place, 

That place of all delights, you obfcruc me, 

And meet Ihofe curfcd things 1 once called daughters, 
Whom I have fcnt as harbingers before you, 

If there be any tmth in your religion, 

In thankfullnefle to me, that (with care) haflen 
Your journey thither, pray fend me fome 
Small pittance of that curious fruit you boafl of, 

Ant Grant that I may go with her, and I will 
Sap. Wilt thou in thy lafl minute, dam thy felf ? 
The. The gates to hell are open. 

Do, Know thou tyrant 
Thou agent for the divel thy great maflcr, 

Though thou art moft unworthy to lafle of it, 

I can and will. 

Enter Angelo in the A/igck habit 

Har, 0 1 mountains fall upon me, 

Or hide me in the bottom of the deep, 

Where light may never find me. 

The. What’s the matter 1 

Sap. This is prodigious, and confirms her witch- 
craft. 

The. JTarpaXf my Harpax, fpeak. 

Har. I dare not ilay : 

Should I but hear her once more, I were loft. 

Some whirlwind fnatch me from this curfed place, 

To which compar’d, and with what now I fuffer, 

Hels torments are fweet fiumbers. Exit Marpax. 
Sap. Follow him. 

The. He is diflradted, and I mud not lofe him. 
Thy charms upon my fervant, curfed witch, 

Gives thee a ihort reprieve : let her not die 
Till my return. Exeunt Sap. and Theopk 

Ant She minds him not : what objeft 
Is her eye fix’d on % 

Mae. I fee nothing. 
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Ant Mark her. 

Dor^ Thou glorious niinifler of the power I ferve, 
(For thou art more then mortal) is’t for me. 

Poor fmner, thou art pleas’d awhile to leave 
Thy heavenly habitation '? and vouchfafefl 
(Though glorified) to take my fervants hahit ; 

For put off thy divimt}^ fo look’d 
My lovely Angela, 

Ang. Know 1 am the fame, 

And hill the fervant to your pietie. 

Your zealous prayers, and pious deeds firfl won me 
(But ’twas by his command to whom you fent them) 
To guide your Heps. I tri’d your charity, 

When in a beggars fhape you took me up, 

And cloth’d my naked limbs, and after fed 
(As you beieev’d) my famifh’d mouth. Learn all 
By your example, to look on the poor 
With gentle eyes ; for in fuch habits often 
Angels defire an alms. I never left you, 

Nor will I now ; for I am fent to carry 
Your pure and innocent foul to joyes etemall, 

Your mart}’Tdome once fuffer’d ; and before it, 

Ask any thing from me, and reft affur’d, 

You fhall obtain it 

Dor, I am largely paid 
For all my torments : fmce I find fuch grace, 

Grant that the love of this young man to me, 

In which he ianguifheth to death, may be 
Chang’d to the love of heaven. 

Ang, I will perform it 
And in that inflant when the fword fets free 
Your happy foul, his fhall have iibertie. 

Is there ought elfe % 

Dor, For proof that I forgive 
My perfecutor, who in fcorn defir’d 
To tafre of that mofl facred fruit I go to ; 

After my death, as fent from me, be pleas’d 
To give Mm of it. 

Ang, Willingly, dear miftrefr. 
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Mac, I am amazed. 

Ant I feel a holy fire. 

That ycelds a comfortable heat within me : 

I am quite altered from the thing 1 was ; 

See I can fland, and go alone, tlius kneel 
To heavenly Dorothea ^ touch her hand 
With a religious kiffe, 

Enter Sapritius and Theophilus* 

Sap. He is well now, 

But will not be drawn back. 

The. It matters not, 

We can difeharge this work without his help. 

But fee your fon. 

Sap. Villain, 

Ant Sir T befeech you, 

Being fo near our ends, divorce us not. 

The. He quickly make a feparaiion of ^em : 

Had thou ought elfe to fay ? 

Dor. Nothing, but blame 
Thy tardineffe in fending me to red ; 

My peace is made with heaven, to which my foul 
Begins to take her flight : llrike, 0 ftrike quickly ; 
And though you are unmoved to fee my death 
Hereafter, when my dory fhall be read, 

As they were prefent now, the hearers fliall 
Say this of Dorothea^ with wet eyes, 

She liv^d a Virgin, and a Virgin dies. 

Her head Jlruck off. 

Ant O take my foul along to wait on thine. 

Mac. Your fon finks too. Antoninus dnhs. 

Sap. Already dead ! 

The. Die all 

That are, or favour this accurfed fedl : 

I triumph in their ends ; and will raife up 
A hill of their dead carkafles, to orelook 
The Fyrenian hils, but lie root out 
Thefe fuperditious fools, and leave the world 
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No name of Chriflian. 

Loudmufickx Angelo, having jirjl Imd 
his hand upon thdr mouths. 
Sap, Ha, heavenly mufick. 

Mac, 'Tis in the air. 

The, IllufiOBS of the Divel, 

Wrought by fome witch of her Religion 
That fain would make her death a miracle : 

It frights not me. Becaufe he is your fon, 

Let him have buriall, but let her body 
Be call forth with contempt in fome high-way, 

And be to Vultures, a to dogs and prey. Exeunt 

The end of the fourth AB, 


A6tus V. Scena L 

Enter Theophilus in his fludy. Books about him. 

The, T S*t holy-day (O Cafar) that thy fervant 
X (Thy Provoft to fee execution done 
On thefe bafe Chriflians in Cafarea) 

Should now want work ? deep thefe Idolaters, 

That none are flirring ? As a cuiious Painter, Eifes, 
When he has made fome admirable piece, 

Stands off, and with a fearching eye examines 
Each colour, how ’tis fweetned, and then hugs 
Himfeif for his rare workmanfliip. — So here Jits, 
Will I my Drolleries, and bloudy Lantskips 
(Long pad wrapt up) unfold, to make me nmrry 
With fhadows, now I want the fubflances. Book, 
My Muder-book of Hell-hounds ; were the Chridians, 
(Whofe names dand here) alive and arm’d, not Rome 
Could move upon her hindges. What I have done 
Or fhall hereafter, is not out of hate 
To poor tormented wretches, no I am carried 
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With violence of zeal, and llreams of fervice 
I owe our Roman gods. Great Britain^ what 
A thoufand wives with brats fucking their brells, 

Had hot Irons pinch 'em off, and thrown to fwine 
And then their flefhy back-parts hewed with hatchets, 
Were minc’d and bak’d in pies to feed ftarv’d 
Chriflians. 

Ha, ha. 

Agen, agen, — Eafi-Anglas^ — oh, Eafl-Angles 
Bandogs (kept three dayes hungry) worried 
1000. Britifh Rafcals, Hyed up, fat 
Of purpofe llript naked, and difarm’d. 

I could outflare a year of funs and moons, 

To fit at thefe fweet bul-baitings, fo I could 
Thereby but one Chriflian win to fall 
In adoration to my lupiter. Twelve hundred 
Eyes bear’d with Augurs out : oh 1 eleven thoufand 
Torn by wild beafls ,* two hundred ram’d i’th earth 
To th’ armpits, and full platters round about ’em, 

But far enough for reaching ; eat dogs, ha, ha, ha. Rife^ 
Tufh, all thefe tortures are but philliping, Confort 
Flea-bitings ; I, before the deflinies Enter Angelo with 
My bottome did wind up, would flefh my felf a basket 
Once more upon fome one remarkable fild with fruit 
Above all thefe \ this Chriflian flut was well, and 
A pretty one : but let fuch horror follow flowers. 
The next I feed with torments, that when Rome 
Shall heare it, her foundation at the found 
May feel an earth-quake. How now % MuficL 

Ang. Are you amaz’d Sir — fo great a Roman 
fpirit 

And does it tremble ! 

The. How cam’ll thou in? to whom thy bufi- 
neffe ? 

Ang. To you : 

I had a miflreffe late fent hence by you 
Upon a bloudy errand, you entreated 
That when fhe came into that bieffed Garden 
Whither fhe knew fhe went, and where (now happy) 
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She feeds upon all joy, Ihe would fend to you 
Some of that garden fruit and flowers, which here 
To have her promife faVd, are brought by me. 

The. Cannot I fee this Garden % 

Ang. Yes if the Mailer 
Will give you entrance. Angelo mnijheth. 

J7ie. ’Tis a tempting fruit. 

And the moil bright cheek'd child I ever viewd ; 
Sweet fmelling goodly fruit ; what flowers are thefe ? 
In Diockfians Gardens, the mofl beautious, 

Compar’d with ihefe, are weeds ; is it not February % 
The iecond day fhe died ? Frofl, Ice, and Snow 
Hang on the beard of Winter ; where’s the fun 
That guilds this fummer \ pretty fweet boy, fay, in 
what Country 

Shall a man find this garden — , my delicate boy, gone ! 
Vanifhed I 

Within there, yulianus and Gda. — 

Enter two fervants. 

Both. My Lord. 

The. Are my gates fliut % 

1. And guarded. 

The. Saw you not — a boy % 

2 . Where ? 

The. Here he entred, a young Lad, looo bleflings 
danc’d upon his eyes, a fmooth fac’d glorious Thing, 
that brought this basket. 

I. No fir. Exeunt 

The. Away, but be in reach, if my voice calls you. 
No 1 vanifh’d, and not feen ! be thou a fpirit 
Sent from that witch to mock me, I am fare 
This is effentiall, and how ere it grows, 

Will tajfle it Beds. 

Har. Ha, ha, ha, ha, Murpax within. 

The. So good, ile have fome more fure. 
ffar. Ha, ha, ha, ha, great lickorifli fool. 
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The, What art thou t 
Har, A Fillierman. 

The, What doeft thou catch ? 

Har, Souls, fouls, a fifli call’d fouls. 

Enter a fervani. 

The, Gita, 

I. My Lord. 

Har, Ha, ha, ha, ha. within. 

The, What infolent Have is this dares laugh 
at me ? 

Or what ill the dog grins at fo ? 

I. I neither know (my Lord) at what, nor whom ; 
for there is none without, but my ^ow luUanus^ and 
he is making a Garland for Jupiter, 

The, Jupiter 1 all within me is not well, 

And yet not fick. 

Har, Ha, ha, ha, ha. lowder. 

The, What’s thy name Have ? 

Har, Go look. At one end, 

I. Tis Harpax voice. 

The, Harpax ? go, drag the caitiff to my foot, 
That I may flamp upon him. 

Har, Fool, thou liell. At tother end, 

I. Hee’s yonder now, my Lord. 

The, Watch thou that end, 

Whilfl I make good this. 

Har, Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. At the middle, 

Theoph, Hee’s at Barli-break, and the lafl couple 
are now in hell : exit feruant. 

Search for him. All this ground me thinks is bloudy, 
And pav’d with thoufands of thofe Chriflians eyes 
Whom I have tortur’d, and they flare upon me. 

What was this apparition % fure it had 
A fliape Angelical , mine eyes (though dueled 
And dan ted at fxrfl fight) tell me, it wore 
A pair of glorious wings ; yes they were wings. 

And hence he flew ; ’tis vanifhed. Jupiter 
For all my facrifices done to him 
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Never once gave me fmile ; how can ftone fmile, 

MuficL 

Or woodden image laugh ? ha * I remember 
Such mufick gave a welcome to my ear, 

When the fair youth came to me : 'tis in the air 
Or from fome better place ; a power divine, 

Through my dark ignorance on my foul does fhine, 
And makes me fee a confcience all flain’d ore, 

Nay drown’d, and damn’d for ever in Chriilian gore. 
Har. Ha, ha, ha. WiiMn. 

The. Agen i what dainty rellifh on my tongue 
This jOruit hath left I fome Angel hath me fed ; 

If fo toothful!, I will be banqueted. £a^s amiher. 

Enter in a fearfidfhape^firejl{0iingcmtof 

the Jiudy, 

Bar. Hold. 

The. Not for Ccefar. 

Bar. But for me thou fhalt 

The. Thou art no twin to him that lafl was here. 
You powers, whom my foul bids me reverence, 

Guard me : what art thou % 

Han I’m thy mailer, ' 

The. Mine. 

Han And thou my everlalling Have : that Harpax^ 

Who hand in hand hath led thee to thy hell, 

Am L 

The, Avant 

Har. I will not ; call thou down 

That basket with the things in ’t, and fetch up 
What thou hall fwailowed, and then take a drink 
Which I fhall give thee, and Fm gon. 

ITie. My fruit I 

Does this offend thee I fee. 

A&n Spit it to the earth, 

And tread upon it, or He peece-meal tear tihee. 

Ihe. Art thou with this a&ightedf fee, here’s 

more. flamers. 
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Bar. Fling them away, He take thee elfe and 
hang thee 

In a contorted chain of Ificles 
I’th frigid Zone : down with them. 

The, At the bottome. 

One thing I found not yet, fee a croffe of flowers. 
Bar, Oh, Fine tortur'd. 

The, Can this do't % hence, thou Fiend infernal, 
hence. 

Bar, Clafp lupiters Image, and away with that. 
The, At thee ile fling that Iuptter\ for me thinks 
I ferve a better Matter : he now checks me 
For murthering my two daughters, put on by thee ; 
By thy damn'd Rhetorick did I hunt the life 
Of Dorothea^ the holy Virgin Martyr, 

She is not angry with the axe nor me, 

But fends thefe prefents to me ; and ile travel 
Ore worlds to find her, and from her white hand 
To beg forgivenefs. 

Bar, No, ile bind thee here. 

The, I ferve a flrength above thine : this fmall 
weapon 

Me thinks is armour hard enough. 

Bar, Keep from me. flnks a little. 

The, Art pofling to thy center % down, hel-hound, 
down- 

Me hall thou lofl^ that arm which hurls thee hence, • 
Save me, and fet me up the llrong defence 
In the fair Chrillians quarrel. 

Enter Angelo, 

Ang, Fix thy foot there ; 

Nor be thou fliaken with a Cmfars voice, 

Though thoufand deaths were in it ; and I then 

Will bring thee to a River, that fliall wafli 

Thy bloudy hands clean, and more white then fnow \ 

And to that Garden where thefe bleft things grow, 

And to that martyr'd Virgin, who hath fent 

That heavenly token to thee ; fpread this brave wing 
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And ferve then Cmfar a far greater ELing. 

Tke, It is, it is fome Angel j vanifli'd again I 
Oh come back, ravifliing boy, bright meffenger ; 

Thou hail (by thefe mine eyes fixt on thy beauty) 
Illumined all my foul : Now look I back 
On my black tyrannies, which as they did 
Out-dare the bloudied, thou blefl fpirit that leads 
me. 

Teach me what I mull do, and to do well, 

That my lafl adl the beft may paralelL Exit 

Enter Dioclefian, Maximinus, Epire, Pontus, Macedon, 
meeting AxtemlsL y attendants. 

Art. Glory and Conquell Ml attend upon 
Triumphant Cmfar. 

Dioc. Let thy wiih (fair daughter) 

Be equally divided ; and hereafter 

Learn thou to know and reverence Maxminus, 

Whole power, with mine united, makes one Cmfar. 

Max. But tha^ I fear ’twould be held flattery, 

The bonds confiderid in which we Hand tied, 

As love, and Empire, I Ihould fay, till now 
I nere had feen a Lady I thought worthy 
To be my Miflrefle. 

Art. Sir, you fhew your felf 
Both Courtier and Souldier ; but take heed, 

Take heed my Lord, though my dull pointed beauty, 
Stain’d by a harfli refufall in my fervant, 

Cannot dart forth fuch beams as may inflame you, 
You may encounter fuch a powerfuil one, 

That with a pleafing heat will thaw your heart, 
Though bound in ribs of Ice ; love ilill is love, 

His Bow and Arrows are the lame ; gr^t Edmsy 
That to his fucceffors let the name of Cmfw^ 

Whom war could never tame, that with dry eyes 
Beheld the large Plains of Ehatfalm, cover’d 
With the dead Carkali<^ of Senators 
And Citizens of Rome, whep the world knew 

G 2 
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No other Lord but him, ftruck deep in years too, 
(And men gray hair'd forget the lufts of youth) 

After all this, meeting fair Cleopatra, 

A fuppliant to the Magick of her eye, 

Even in his pride of conquell, took him captive j 
Nor are you more fecure. 

Max, Were you deform’d, 

(But by the gods you are mofl excellent) 

Your gravity and difcretion would orecome me, 

And I fhould be more proud in being a prifoner 
To your fair virtues, then of all the honours, 

Wealth, title, Empire, that my fword hath purchas’d. 
Bloc, This meets my wilhes ; welcome it, Ar- 
temia. 

With out-liretch’d arms, and lludy to forget 
That Antoninus ever was ; thy fate 
Referv’d thee for this better choice, embrace it. 

Ep, This happy match brings new nerves to give 
flrength 

To our continued league. 

Maced, Hymen himfelf » 

Will bleffe this marriage, which we will folemnize 
In the prefence of thefe Kings. 

Pon, Who reft moft happy, 

To be eye-witnelfes of a match that brings 
Peace to the Empire. 

Bioc, We much thank your loves : 

But where’s Sapritius our Govemour, 

And our moft zealous Provoft, good Theophilus ? 

If ever Prince were bleft in a true fervant, 

Or could the gods be debtors to a man, 

Both they, and we, ftand far ingag’d to cherifti 
His piety and fervice. 

Art, Sir, the Govemom: 

Brooks fadly his fons lofte, although he turn’d 
Apoftata in death ; but bold Theophilm, 

Who, for the fame caufe, in my pretence feal’d 
His holy anger on his daughters hearts. 

Having with tortures firft tried to convert her, 
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Drag’d the bewitching Chriflian to the fcafFold, 

And faw her loofe her head. 

Dio. He is all worthy, 

And from his own mouth I would gladly hear 
The manner how the fuffer’d. 

Art Twill be deliver’d 

With fuch contempt and fcom (I know his nature) 
That rather ’twill beget your highneffe laughter, 

Then the leail pitie. 

Enter Theophilus, Sapritius, Macrinus. 

Dm. To that end I would hear it. 

Art He comes, with him the govemour. 

Dio, 0 Saprttim^ 

I am to chide you for your tendemeffe ; 

But yet remembring that you are a father, 

I will forget it : good Theophilus^ 

I will fpeak with you anone : nearer your ear. 

to Sapritius. 

The. By Antoninus foul, I do conjure you, 

And though not for religion, for his friendfhip, 
Without demanding what’s the caufe that moves me, 
Receive my fignet, by the power of this, 

Go to my prifons, and releafe all Chriflians 
That are in fetters there by my command. 

Mae. But what fliall follow I 
The. Haile then to the poi^ 

You there lhall find two tall Ihips ready rigg’d, 

In which embark the poor diflreffed fouls, 

And bear them from the reach of tyranny j 
Enquire not whither you are bound, the Diety 
That they adore will give you profperous winds, 

And make your voyage fuch, and largely pay for 
Your hazard, and your travel : leave me here ; 

There is a fcene that I mufl adl alone. 

Haile good Maerinus, and the great God guide you. 
Mae. lie undertak’t, there’s fomething prompts me 
to it, 
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’Tis to fave innocent blood, a Saint-like a<5t \ 

And to be mercifull, has never been 

By mortal men themfelves eheemed a fm. Exit Mac. 

Dioc. You know your charge. 

Sap. And will with care obferve it. 

Dioc. For I profeffe, he is not Ccefars friend, 

That Iheds a tear for any torture that 
A Chriftian fuffers : welcome, my bed fervant, 

My carefull zealous Provoft, thou haft toild 
To fatisfie my will, though in extreams, 

I love thee forft j thou art firm rock, no changeling : 
Prithee deliver, and for my fake do it, 

Without excefte of bittemefie, or fcoffes, 

Before my brother and thefe Kings, how took 
The Chriftian her death. 

The, And fuch a prefence 
Though every private head in this large room 
Were circl’d round with an imperiall crown, 

Her ftory will deferve, it is fo full 
Of excellency and wonder. 

Dioc, Ha 1 how’s this ? 

The, 0 mark it therefore, and with that attention, 
As you would hear an Embafiie from heaven 
By a wing’d Legate ; for the truth delivered, 

Both how and what this blelTed virgin fuffered : 

And Dorothea but hereafter nam’d, 

You will rife up with reverence ; and no more, 

As things unworthy of your thoughts, remember 
What the canoniz’d Spartan Ladies were, 

Which lying Greece fo boafts of ; your own Matrons, 
Your Roman Dames, whofe figures you yet keep 
As holy relicks, in her hiftory 
Will find a fecond Um : Gracchus, Cornelia, 

Paulina, that in death defied to follow 
Her husband Seneca, nor Prutus Portia, 

That fwallow’d burning coles to overtake him, 

Though all their feveral worths were given to one, 
With this is to be mention’d. 

Max, Is he mad ? 
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jDwc. Why they did die 7%eophilm^ and boldly. 
This did no more. 

Tlie. They out of defperation, 

Or for vain glory of an after name, 

Parted with life : this had not mutinous fons, 

As the rafli Gracchi were ; nor was this Saint 
A doting mother, as Cornelia was : 

This lofl no husband, in whofe overthrow 
Her wealth and honour funk, no fear of want 
Did make her being tedious ; but aiming 
At an immortall crown, and in his caufe 
Who oneiy can beflow it, who fent down 
Legions of minifiring Angels to bear up 
Her fpotlefs foul to heaven ; who entertained it 
With choice celellial mufick, equall to 
The motion of the fpheres, fhe uncompeFd 
Chang’d this life for a better. My Lord Sapritius 
You were prefent at her death, did you ere heare 
Such ravifhing founds ? 

Sap, Yet you faid then it was witchcraft, 

And diveilifh illufions. 

The, I then heard it 

With finfull ears, and belch’d out blafphemous words 
Againfl his Dietie, which then I knew not, 

Nor did believe in him, 

Dio, "Why doll thou now % Or dar’H thou in our 
hearing % 

The, Were my voice 
As loud as is his thunder, to be heard 
Through all the world, all Potentates on earth 
Ready to burfl with rage fhould they but hear it, 
1‘hough hell to aid their malice lent her furies, 

Yet I would fpeak, and fpeak again, and boldly; 

I am a Chriflian, and the powers you worfhip 
But dreams of fools and madmen. 

Max, lay hands on him. 

Dm, Thou twice a child (for doting age fo makes 
thee) 
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Thou could’fl not elfe, thy pilgrimage of life 
Being almofl palled through in the lall moment, 
Dedroy what ere thou haft done good or great ; 

Thy youth did promife much, and grown a man, 

Thou madeft it good, and with encreafe of years 
Thy adlions dill better’d : as the Sun 
Thou didd rife glorioully, keptd a condant courfe 
In all thy journey, and nowin the evening, 

When thou fhouldd pafs with honour to thy red, 

Wilt thou fall like a Meteor % 

Sap. Yet confefs 

That thou art mad, and that thy tongue and heart 
Had no agreement 
Max. Do, no way is left elfe. 

To fave thy life, Theophilus. 

Dio. But refufe it, 

Dedru(5lion as horrid and as fuddain 
Shall fall upon thee, as if hell dood open, 

And thou wert finking thither. 

The. Hear me yet. 

Hear for my fervice pad. 

Art What will he fay % 

The. As ever I deferv’d your, favour, hear 
me, 

And grant one boon, ’tis not for life I fue for ; 

Nor is it fit, that I, that nere knew pitie 
To any Chridian, iDeing one my felf. 

Should look for any : no, I rather beg 
The utmod of your cruelty j I dand 
Accomptable for thoufand Chridians deaths ^ 

And were it polfible that I could die 
A day for every one, then live again 
To be again tormented, ’twere to me 
An eafie pennance, and I fhould pade through 
A gentle cleanfmg fire ; but that denied me, 

It being beyond the drength of feeble nature, 

My fute is, you would have no pitie on me : 

In mine own houfe there are a thoufand engines 
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Of fludied craeltie, which I did prepare 
For miferable Chrillians, let me feel, 

As the Sicilian did his Brazen Bull, 

The horridn you can find, and I will fay 
In death that you are mercifull. 

Dioc, Defpair not, 

In this thou lhalt prevail \ go fetch ’em hither : 

Some go for the rach 

Death {hall put on a thoufand fliapes at once, 

And fo appear before thee, racks, and whips, 

Thy flefh with burning pinfors tom, Ihall feed 
The fire that heats them, and whaf s wanting to 
The torture of thy body, I’le fupply 
In punifhing thy mind : fetch all the Chriflians 
That are in hold and here, before his face, 

Cut ’em in pieces. 

The, Tis not in thy power. 

It was the firfl good deed I ever did ; 

They are remov’d out of thy reach ; how ere 
I was determin’d for my fins to die, 

I firfl took order for their liberty, 

And flill I dare thy worfL 
Dioc, Bind him I fay, 

Make every artery and finew crack, 

The flave that makes him give the loudefl fhrike, 

Shall have ten thoufand Drachms : wretch I’ie force 
thee 

To curfe the power thou worfhip’ft. 

The, Never, never, 

No breath of mine fhall ever be fpent on him, 

They torment him. 

But what lliall fpeak his Majefly or mercy : 

I am honour’d in my fufferings ; weak tormentors, 
More tortures, more : alas you are unskilfull, 

For heavens fake more, my breafl is yet untom : 

Here purchafe the retvard that was propounded. 

The Irons cool, here are arms yet, and thighs, 

Spare no part of me. 
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Max, He endures beyond 
The fuiferance of a man. 

Saj[}, No figli nor groan 
To witneffe he has feeling. 

Dioc, Harder villains. 

Enter Mar^ax. 

Har, UnlelTe that he blafpheme, he’s loft for 
ever : 

If torments ever could bring forth defpair, 

Let thefe compel! him to it : oh me 

My ancient enemies again. falls down. 

Enter Dorothea in a white Eobe, Crowns upon her 
Eobe, a Crown up07i her head, lead in by the Angela 
Antoninus, Califte, and Chrifteta,/^//^^^^//:??^^// in 
white, but lejfe glorious, the Angel with a Crown 
for him. 

The. Moft glorious Vifion, 

Did ere fo hard a bed yeeld man a dream 
So heavenly as this ? I am confirm’d, 

Confirm’d you bleffed fpirits, and make haft 
To take that Crown of immortality 
You offer to me ; death, till this bleft minute 
I never thought thee flow pac’d, nor could I 
Haften thee now, for any pain 1 fuffer, 

But that thou keepft me from a glorious wreath, 
Which, through this ftormy way, I would creep to, 
And humbly kneeling with humility wear it. 

Oh now I feel thee, bleffed fpirits I come, 

And witneffe for me all thefe wounds and fears, 

I die a fouldier in the Chriftian wars. dies. 

Sap, I have feen thoufands tortur’d, but ne’re 
yet 

A conftancy like this. 

Har, I am twice damn’d. 
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Ang, Haile to thy place appointed, curfed fiend, 
In fpite of hell this fouldier’s not thy prey, 

’Tis I ha^e won, thou that hail loil the day- 

Exit Angdo^ the divell fmh with lightning. 
Die. I think the center of the earth be crackt. 

Yet I Hand ilill unmov’d, and wil go on ; 

The perfecution that is here begun, 

Through all the world with violence ihall run. 

Flourifh. Exeunt. 


FINIS. 
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To the Right Hono- 

table Richard Deane Lord Maior of the 
mod Renowned Citty of London: And to the 
two w’orthy Sheriffes, Mr. Rowland Backhoufe^ 
and Mr. Wiliiam A6lon, 

Honorable Pr^tor : 

Noble Confuls. 

# On are (this Yeare) the Subiedl of my Verfe^ 
In You lye hid the Fires which heate my 
Brcdnes^ 

To you, my Songs Triumphant I rehearfe : 
From you, a thankes brings in a golden Gaines^ 

Since You are then the Glory of my Mttfe^ 

But You, whom can Jhee for her Patrons chufe ? 

Whnd I red, 

Denoted 

To your Lordlhip, 

And Worfhips 
In all feruice, 


Tho. Dekker. 





Brittannia’s Honor: 

Brightly Alining in feuerall Magni- 
ficent Shewes or Pageants, to Celebrate 
the Solemnity of the Eight Honorable Ri- 
chard Deane, at his Inauguration 
into the Majoralty of the Honorable 
Citty of London, on Wenfday 
the 29. of OLiober. 1628. 

M Hat Honor can bee greater to a Kingdome, 
than to haue a Citty for beauty, able to 
match with the Fairejl in the World ? A 
Citty, renowned Abroad, admired at Home* 
London, and her Royal! Daughter { Wejiminller) are 
the Reprefentatiue body of the general State ; for, here 
our Rings and Queenes keepe their Courts , heere are 
our Princes, the Feeres, Nobility, Gentry, Lords Spiri- 
tmdl and Temporall, with the Numerous Commu- 
natty. 

London in Forraine Countries is called the Queene 
of Cities, and the Queem-mother ouer her owne. She 
is her Kings Ckamber-royall, his Goldm-Rey: His 
Siore-kmfe : The Magazine of Merchandize ; the Mif- 
iris of Sdmm ; a Nurfe to all the SMeres in Engl^^* 
So femous Ahee is for her Buildmgs, that Troy has 
leap’d out of her own Cinders, to build Her Wals. 
So rmmrkabk for FriorUy and Power, that hers is the 
Mailer-whede of the whole Kingdome : As that 
moues, fo the maim Ihgine works. 
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London is Adfnirall ouer the Nauy royall of Cities : 
And as die fayles, the whole Fleete of them keepe 
their courfe. 

Fully to write downe all the Titles^ Stiles^ and 
Honors of this our Metropolis^ would weary a 1000. 
pennes : Apollo fhall haue a Nm Garland of Bayes^ 
to vndertake it. 

As thus in Stat-e, Ihee her felfe is Glorious ; fo haue 
all our Kings held it fit to make her chiefe Buler emi- 
nent, and anfwerable to her greatnefse. The Frceforian 
Dignity is therefore come from the ancient Romans, to 
inuefl with Robes of Honor, our Lord Maior of 
London : Their Confuls are our Sheriefes ; their Sena- 
tors our Aldermen, 

The extention of a Lord Maiors power, is euery 
yeare to bee feene both by Land and Water : Downe 
as low as Lee in Effexx Vp, as high as Stanes in 
Middlefex : In both which places, he keepes perfonall 
Courts, His Houfe is a Chancery : He the Chancel- 
lor to mittigate the fury of Law : Hee the Moderator 
betweene the griping Rich and the wrangling Poore, 

All the City- Orphans call him Father*, All the 
Widdowes call him their Champion, His Table lyes 
fpread to Courtiers, and Free to all Gentlemen of 
fafhion. 

More to Proclaime his Greatneffe, what Vice-roy is 
inflaird with louder popular acclamations 1 What 
DepuUe to his Soueraigne goes along with fuch 
Triumphes ? To behold th^em, Kings, Queenes, 
Princes, and Emhaffadors (from all parts of the 
World) haue with Admiration, reioyced. 

Thefe Triumphall pa f sages are full of Magnificence 
for State, Munificence for Coll, and Beneficence for 
doing good. For, befides all the twelue Companies, 
(euery one of which is a gayner by this imployment :) 
it would puzzle a good memory to reckon vp all 
thofe Trades-men (with other extraordinary ProfelTions 
which Hue not in the City) who get money by this 
Action, 
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Then by this meanes, are euety Yeare added to 
thofe that were before, three Faire, Spacious, and 
Fallacious Houfes, Beautified, Painted, and Adorned. 

The Lord Maior of London (like a Prince) hath 
likewife his Variety of Noble Recreations : As 
Hunting, Shooting, Wraflling, before him, and fuch 
like. 

Thus hauing (as it were in Lantfchip) a farre off 
fhewne you the Toppes onely of our Ciiy-Buildings ; 
and in a little Pi<fiure drawne the Face of her Autho- 
r/fy, giuing but a glimpfe of her Fmtor as hee paffes 
by ; let mee now open a Booke to you, of all thofe 
Ceremonies, which this great Festiuaii day hath pro- 
uided to Attend vppon him, and doe him Honor. 


The firji Shem^ is called a Sea-Confart 

The firfl Salutation being on the Water, is fumifhed 
with Perfons and Properties fitting the quality of that 
Element. An Artificial! Focke therefore is queintly 
contriued : On whofe highefl Afcent fits Amphitriie 
Queene of the Seas, habited to her State ; a Mantle 
frindg’d with filuer croffmg her Body : Her hayre long, 
and diflieuelled, on her head, a phantafficke dreffmg 
made out of a Fifiies writhen Ihell, interwouen with 
Pearle, the fhell is filuer, on the top of it Hands an 
Artificial! moouing Tortoyfe : On each fide of her, 
fwimme two Mermaides. Thefe two intic’d by the 
variety of feuerall inllruments (ecchoing to one 
another) haue followed the Sea-Soueraigne, and waite 
vppon her, as Maides of Honor. 

Round about the Rocke are Sea-Nimphes, and in 
places conuenient for them are bellowed our three 
famous Riuers, Humher^ Trendy and aptly 

attired according to the quality of fuch Marine Per- 
fons, who play vpoh Comets. 



100 


Brittannia's Honor. 


Ainphitryte is the Speaker. From whom are 
deliuered thefe lines. 

H Aile 'Worthy Praetor, {Haile Graue Senators) 

The Queene /g/" Wanes {leaning Gray Neptunes 
Bowrei) 

Waites here (Faire Lord) to ferue you. Fames Re- 
port^ 

{Sofarre as old Oceanus Christall Court) 

What Tryumpkes Ceremony forth would Call 
To Swell the loyes of This Grand Fefliuall, 

Intidde me with my Mermaydes and a Traine 
Of Sea-Nymphes hither. Here (this day) fhall 
Rei^e 

Pleafures in State Maiellicke : And to lend 
A brighter Splendor to them^ do Attend 
Three of my Nohleli Children, Humber, Trent, 

And Seuerne {Glorious made by Puni/hment) 

The Siluer footed Thames (gny eldefi fonne) 

To Grace your Tryumphes, by your Barge fhall rwtne. 

Your Fortunes (led by a white-handed Fate 
Vp to this High Fami) I Congratulate : 

Glad am I to behold you Thus Set Round 
With Glories^ Thus with Acclamations Crownd, 

So Circled, and Bembd in, on Euery fide 
With Ecchoing Muficke, Fifhes euen take pride 
To Swimme (dong, and liflen, Goe, and Take 
The Dignity fiayes for you, Whilji I make 
Smooth way Before you, on This Glafsy Floor e, 
VJhering your glad Arriuall to the Shore. 

To Honors Temple now you haue not farre, 

Hye, and Come backe moreQitdX than yet you Are. 

On, 

And fo the Comets playing one to Another, they 
goe forward. If her Maiefiie be pleafed on the 
Water, or Land, to Honor Thefe Tryumphes with her 
Pretence ; This following Speech in French is then 
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delivered to her, with a Booke of the Prefentations, 
All the Couer, being let thicke with Momre de Luces 
in Gold. 


Madame, 

V Oicy^ maintmant ks Quatre Elements qui ws 
Attendent pour wus faire H&nneur, Eeau ejl 
Couverie de Triomphes flottanSi pour Dancer en D Air : 
D E Air ejl Reniply de Milk Echos, Retefitif de la 
doulce Mufiqiu, que leur mix refonne, pour A direr ms 
oreilks fauorabks ^ ks Efcouter, Puis vous auez fur 
la Terre dix milk Means qui vous Applaudiffent pour 
loy 6^ AUegrefft quelks refentent de voir vojlre Makfle 
dans la Vilk. D Element du Feu, Bruit Tonne 
vojire Bien Venue. Vos Subjeils accourent ^ grand 
Foulk, rauis de voir ks Graces qui ont choifi kur 
Throfne fur voflre Front. Toutes les Delias d Amour 
fe louent fur vos paupieres, La Rofe dAngleterre, &^ks 
Fleurs de Its de France Sentrebaijent fur k Vermeil de 
vos loties. Soyez Saine comme le printemps, Glorteufe 
comme DEfie, Autant FruBeufe que la vigne. Que 
Seurte guards, Enuironne voJlre Chariot k lour : 
Et le Sommeil dore Drefe <5r orne voflre Chambre de 
Nuict. Viuez longuementi Viuez Heureuzex Viuez 
aimee, Cherie. Bonfe vous guarded Vertu vous 
Couronne; Et ks Anges votes guident 

Thus Englijhed. 


Royall Lady, 

B Ehold, the foure Elemenis waite vpon yon to do 
you Honor: Water hath prouided Hoaling 
Tiyumphes to Dance in the Aire : In the Aire axe a 
Thouland Ecchoes with Muhek in their Mouthes, to 
Intice you to heare them : On the ^ore fhali ten 
thoufand paire of hands glue you Plaudits in the 
Citty : The Element of Mre, Thunders aloud your 
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welcomes. Thronges of Subjedls here, are glad to 
fee the Graces Inthroand on your Forehead : All the 
Delicacies of Lotie^ ])laying on your Fyedids, The Eofes 
of England^ and the Lillies of France^ Kiffing one 
Another on your Cheches. Be you healthfull as the 
Spring ; Glorious as Simmer : Fruitful! as the Fine : 
Safety runne along your Chariot by Day; Golden 
Slumbers dreife vp your Chamber at Night. 

Line long, Goodnefse Guard you, 

Line happy, Vertues Crowne you, 

Line bdoude ; Angels Guide you. 


The fecond Prefen tation, Jdezs/ Troyes Tree of Honor. 

A Ferfon in a rich Romane Antique Habit, with an 
ornament of Steeples, Towers, and Turrets on her 
head, Sits in a queint Arbor, Interwouen with feuerall 
Branches of Flowers. 

In her Left hand, flue holds a golden Truncheon 
(leaning on the ground) to fliew that fliees a Leader 
Condudlrefse of a Mighty People : Her Right Hand 
(thrufling through the Arbor) takes hold of a Tree, 
out of which fpread Twelue Maine and Goodly 
Branches. 

This Lad^ (thus fitting) Beprefents London : The 
Tree (guarded, and fupported by her) The 12. Su-^ 
perior Companies. 

Vpon euery particular is bellowed ihtArmes 
of feme One of the Twelue, expreft in the True Cullors 
within a faire Ihield. The higheft Branch of all (as 
ouer-topping the Reft at This Time) bearing the 
Armes of the Skinners in a more large and glorious 
Efcuchion. 

Among the Leaties in the Top, is a Tablet, in which 
is written, in letters of gold, Viuite Concordes, Line in 
Loue : or Agree in one. 

Ouer the Perfon, Reprefenting London, is likewife 
inferibed in golden Capitals, This, 
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Me cunEus Lauro perducit ad ajka Triumphus. 

Each Triumph Crown'd with Bayes, 

Mee to the Starres does raize. 

In places conuenient, and in a Triangular forme, 
vnder the twelue branches of the Tree, are feated 
Mlnerua, (Inuentreffe and PatronefTe of Artes, Handy- 
crafts, and Trades) in Ornaments proper to her 
quality : And not farre from her, is Bdio?ia goddelTe 
of Warre, in a Martiall habit, on her head a Helme 
and Plume, in her hands a golden Speare and Shield, 
with Medufaes head. Heereby intimating, that both 
Artes and Arpies, are (in a high degree and fulnefie 
of honor,) nurc'd vp and maintain’d by and in the 
City : And, that either of them flourifh brauely vnder 
the fhaddow and protedlion of the twelue Branches, 
fhooting forth from that New Trofs Tree of Honor. 

Vpon a border of Flowers, inclofing this Tree, are 
fitly beflow^ed the Amies of as many of the inferior 
Companies in leffe Efcucheons, as for the quantity of 
roome, can there be hanfomely placed. 

Within the fame Border, (where leffe Trees alfo 
grow) are prefented Beace, Meligion, Cimll Gouern- 
ment, Jujiice, Learning, Indujlry, and ciofe to Indujiry, 
Honor ^ For as all thefe are golden Columnes, to 
beare vp the Glories of the City, fo is the City an 
indulgent and carefiill Mother, to bring vp them to 
their Glories. And as thefe twelue Nohk Branches 
couer thefe Perfons, (as it were with the wings of 
Angels,) fo the Perfons watch day and night to defend 
the twelue Branches. 

Thefe Perfons are adorned fitting their flate and 
condition, and hold fuch properties in their hands, as 
of right belong vnto them- 

1. Beace hath a Dorn on her fill, and a Palme- 
tree Branch in her hand. 

2. Religion is in a white glittering roabe, with a 
Coronet of Starres on her head, holding in one hand, 
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a Booke open, in the other, a golden ladder, (embleme 
of prayer, by whofe fleppes wee climbe to Heaiien.) 

3. Ciuill Goitertuncnt is in a roabe full of eyes, and 
a Dyall in her hand to expreffe her Vigilance : For 
dace inufl watch eucryhoure, and keepe all eyes open, 
yet all little enough. 

4. lujlice holds a Sword. 

g. Learning a Booke, and a lacohs Staife. 

6. Indujiry^ a golden Hammer, and a Sea-mans 
Compaffe, as taking paines to get wealth, both by Sea 
and Land. 

7. Honor fits in Scarlet. 

The Perfon, in whom is figured London, is the 
Speaker, who thus Jalutes his Lordjhip. 

T En thoufa7td welcomes Greete you on the Jhore, 

{My long expeiled Praetor,) 0 before 
You looke on Others, fixe your eyes on Mee, 

On M-t^^your fecond Mother, (London.) Shee 
Whom all Great Brittaines Citiies, stile their Queene, 
For fiill / afn, and haue her Darling beene. 

The Chrifiian World, in Me, reads Times bejl Jlortes, 
And Reading, blind at my dazling Glories, 

But now the Snow of age, couers my Mad : 

As ther^oreyou, by Mee haue vp bin bred, 

You (Sir) muji Nurfe me now : With a quiche eye 
View then my Tree ^ Honor, branching high 
For hundreds of paft yeares, with 12. large Stems, 
Twelue JVbble Companies, which like 12. Lems 
So fhine, they adde new Sun-beames to tM Day : 

Guard all thefe 12. maine-Boughes ; but you mufi lay 
A foft hand, on tM Topping-branch, there 
( Thriue tM Roote well) your Selfe grows al this yeare : 
TM leffer twigges which lowly runne cdong 
My tall Trees-Border, you must fhield from wrong, 
There the poore Bee, ifhe fweating Trades-man) dies 
From Flower to Flower, and home with Honej/ hye^. 
With me Mineriia, and Bellona come, 
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For Artes and Armes, must at your Foard tiaue roome^ 
Your Gates wilt fpred^ the Rich to enieriaim^ 

But whiljl the Mighty ones within remaine^ 

And feaji : Remember at the fame Gate Jiands 
The Poore, with crying Papers in their hands , 

To watch when luilice vp the Glafse Jkadl turne^ 

Let thoje fands runne^t Poore can neuer mourne. 

Place in your eyes two Beacons', to defcry 
Dangers farre off, which ftrike ere home they flie ; 

Kifse Peace ; kt Order euer Jieere the Belme, 
Lift-handed Rule, a State does ouer-whelme. 

You are your Soueraignes Gardner for one yeare, 

The Plot of Ground, fare trufted with, lies h^e, 

{A Citty,) and your care muff ail bee fpent. 

To prune and dreffe the Tree ^Gouemment 
Lop off Diforders, Factions, Mutiny, 

And Murraurations againft thofe fit high. 

May your yeares laji day, end as this heginnes, 

Sphcerd in the loues of Noble Citizens. 

Our third prefentation is calFd, The 
Glory of Furr es. 

T His is a Chariot Triumphant^ gamifhed with 
Trophies of Armors. It is drawne by two 
Luzernes, The Supporters of the Skinners Armes. On 
the two Luzernes ride two Antickes, who dance to a 
Drum beating before them, there aptly placed At 
the vpper end of this Chariot, in the mod eminent 
Seate, carrying the proportion of a Throne, are 
aduanced a Ruffian Prince and Prince ffe; richly 
habited in Furres, to the cudome of the Country. 

I. Vnder them, fits an old Lord, Furred rp to his 
dhin in a fhort cloake. 

3. By him, a Lady with Martin skinnes about her 
necke, and her bands in a Muffe. 

3. Then, a lui^e in Robes Furred. 

4. Thooi, an Vniuerfity Dolior, in his Robes 
finxed 
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5. Then, a Frow in a fhort furred Caffocke, girt 
to her, 

6. Then a Skipper in a furred Cap. 

In all thefe Perfons, is an implication of the necef- 
fary, ancient, and general vfe of Fiirres^ from the 
highefl to the lowefl. 

On the Top of this Throne, (at the foure corners) 
are eredled the Armes of the Citty^ in foure Pendants : 
On the point of the fore front, a large fquare Banner 
plaies with the wind, which Fame (who is in this 
Chariot,) holds in her hand, as Ihe flands vprighty 
Being the Speaker, 

F Arne’s turne is ?iow to Speake ; for who hut Fame 
Can with her thoufand tongues abroad Proclaimed 
Your this dayes Frogrejje (riUng like the Sunne,) 

Which through the year ely Zodiacke on mujirunne. 
Fame hath brought hither from great Mofco’s Court, 

( The feauen-moutHd Y fpreaMjig the report,) 

Two Ruffian Princes, who to feafi their eies, 

With the rich Wonders of thefe rarities, 

Ride in this glorious Chariot ; How amazde 
They looke, to fee flreeies thronfd, and windowes glaiid 
With beauties, from whofe eyes fuch beames are fent, 
Here moues a fecond Jiarry Firmament, 

Much, on them, startling admiration winnes. 

To fee thefe Braue, Graue, Noble Citizens, 

So Jireanid in multitudes, yet flowing in ^ate, 

For all their Orders are Proportionate. 

Ruffia, now enuies London, feeing (heri) fpent 
Her riche/i Furres in graceful ornament, 

More Braue, and more Abounding, than her owne : 

A golden Pen he earnes, that can make knowne 
The vfe of Furres, Great, fo Generali, 

All men, may thefe, their Winter Armors calf 
TPmuention <f war me Furres the Sunne did fret. 

For Ruffians lafd in thefe, flighted his heaie, 

Which feene, Ms fiery Steedes he droue from thence. 

And fo the Muff has dwelt in cold ere fmce. 
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What royalties^ adde Furres ta Emperors^ Kings^ 
Princes^ Dukes ^ Earles^ in the diJUnguiJkings^ 

Of ail thdr feuerall Robes % The Furres warm here^ 
Ahaue tE old Roman State make Ours appeare : 

The reuermd ludge, and all that climbe the trees 
Of f acred Artes^ afcend to thdr Degrees ^ 

And by the colours changed of Furres are knowne : 

What Dignity^ each Corporation 

Puts on by Furres, witnefe thefe infinite eyes^ 

Thanke then the bringers of tMfe Rarities. 

Itvifli (Graue Praetor) that as Hand in Hand, 
Plenty and Bounty bring you fafe to Land, 

So, Health may be chiefe Caruer at that Board, 

To which you hajlen. Bee as Good a Lord 
PtE eyes of Heauen, as this day you are Great 
In Fames applaufe: Hye to your Honor'd Seate. 


The fourth Prefentaimi is Called Brittannia’s 
Watch-Tower, 

T His is a Magnificent Stnidlure, Aduancing it 
felfe from the Piatforme, or Ground-worke 
vpward, with the Bewi:y of eight Antique Termes, By 
whofe (Irength is fupported a Foure fquare Building ; 
The Toppe of which is a Watch-Tower, or Lanthorne, 
with eight Columnes of fiiuer : And, on the Highed 
poynt of this Watch-Tower, is Aduanced a Banner, 
bearing the Cullors of the Eiigdome. 

At foure Comers of the vpper Square, Hand foure 
Pendants ; In which are the Armes of the foure Com- 
panies of which his Lordfhip is Free. 

At each end of this Piatforme, ilands a great 
CoryniMan Brazen Pillar, on a PedeJlaM of Marble, 
On the Capitals of thofe Pillars, dand two Angels, 
in Podures ready to fiye : holding Garlands of Vic- 
tory in one hand, ftucke with White md Red Rofes, 
and Branches of Palme in the other. 

The Capitals' and Bales of the Pillars are Gold, and 
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are Embi ernes of the two Houfes of Yorke and Lan- 
cajier\ once diuided, but now loyned into One 
Glorious Building, to Support this Royal Kingdom, 
k Confequently This Citty. 

At Night, in place of the Angels, are fet two Great 
Lights : and fo is the Watch-Tower at that Time, 
Find with lighted Tapers. 

Vpon the fame Square, in foure feuerall Places, 
are Aduanced foure llately Pyramides, being Figures, 
of the foure Kingdomes Embellifhed with Efcut- 
cheons. 

In the vpper feate of all (faihioned into a Throne) 
is placed Britannia, Maieilically attirde, fitting to her 
Greatneffe. 

Beneath Her, and round about her, are thefe Per- 
fons : viz. Magnanimity with a drawne Sword. 

A Shipwright with a Mallet, holding a Scutcheon, 
in which is drawne a Ship vnder fayle. Then, 

A perfon reprefenting Fi^ory, with a Palme Tree. 

Prouidence with a Trumpet, ready to Forefee Dan- 
gers, and awaken Men to meete them. 

All Thefe haue bene, and ftill are, Watch-Towers, 
and Lanthornes, in the Nights of Feare and Trouble, to 
Guard the Kingdome,and in the Kingdome,This Citty, 

In other Eminent places are feated fome of thofe 
Kinges of England (in Robes Ermynd) whofe loues 
and Royall fauors, in former times were Watch- 
Towers to Grace London, ftucke full with the Beames 
and Lights of Honors, Titles, Offices, Magiftracies 
and Royalties, which they Bellowed vpon Her. 

Edward Confeffor, called Londons Chiefe Ruler, a 
Port-reue. 

Richard L appointed two BaylifFes ouer London. 

King yohn gaue the Citty a Lord Maior and two 
Sheriffes. 

Henry 3. added Aldermen. 

Thefe were Tender ouer the Renowne of the Citty, 
and Rill heaped on her head, Royalties vpon 
Royalties. 
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And albeit moll of onr Kinges^ hane in moll of all 
of the twelue Companies, Entred their Names, as 
Free of the Societies, thereby to Ruyallize their 
Brotherhoods : And that many of our Kinges likepidfe, 
belides Princes and Great Perlonages, haue bin Free 
of TMs Company^ whofe Names I forbeare to fet 
downe, becaufe they haue in former yeeres beene 
fully exprell : yet no Company, did euer, or can here- 
after, receiue fuch Graces from Kinges, as This An- 
iient^ and Honord Corporation of Skinners., hath had, 
and Hill haue, In regard that Aii our Kinges and 
Princes, fit in their high Courts of Parliament in Robes 
Ermynd, (being the richeft Furre) the workemanlhip of 
which goes through the SMnfiers fingers, wearing hke- 
wife vnder their Crownes, RoyaM Caps of Honor 
Ermynd, 

Three of fuch Crownes, beeing the rich Armes of 
This Company^ thereby expreliing afwell their Honor, 
as Antiquity, 


Britannia deliuers thus mucL 

S Hall the Proud wife of Neptune, or fhrill Fame, 
Or Troynouant kerf elf e, Ring out your Name : 
And I he Dumhe, or f paring., to Sound Mgk^ 

The Glories of This Day t No, They /hail My 
Like Soaring Regies, to That Curled Maine 
Whofe Head my Rocky Bridle, In does Reym : 

The Great Britannia, Bred you in her Womhe, 
Heare then a Mothers Counfell ; You are Come 
Aboard a Goodly Ship, where all your ^ede. 

Fame, Honor Renowne {Jmbarqti d) nmft waMe 

The veyege of twdue Moones. High Admir^ 

Ym are to All That Fleete, whu^ Thus CaM 
To fayle in This vad Ocean. Nor muMym 
Wdike Meartlepfe m the Hatches, Thm^es a Nem 
State- Namgadion, to he ftuMed Now, 

With an High-rmr^d, Vndantei, Mxed Brow. 
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Be Jure to haue BraucOxAnd.XiCc^^antl Charx^d well] 
In this your Ship^ Trud None, lor Officers Sell 
Their Capiaincs Trujl; lei None but your ownc 
Eyes^ 

Rule Chart and Compajje, There your Safety lyes. 

Yotir Owne Hands Jieere the Ilelme, But strongly 
Steere, 

And fpite of Jiormes^ he fioute when you stand There. 

Emhlemeof Mercy t Your Keene fword does fleepe, 
But why a Sword, if not to Kill, and Keefe 
Vices (Me Slaues) in Awe ? Fulneffe of Wine 
Is a Eowle Dropfie, That and Lust Entwine : 

Pride a Swolne Timpany, Sloth, the Beggars Goutc, 

(In Tradefnwis Hands and Feete, It runnes about,) 

No Cure for this / Oathes tkicke as Small fhot flyc 
From Children, No Defence to But this by I 

You May, yoic Mufl, I Counfell not, but Reade 
A Leffon of my lone \ By which Loue led 
He on, and Bring you to your Honor d Chair e. 

Whilst Aues (Round about you) Dance i' Hi Aire. 

The last Prefentation is called the Sun’s Bower. 

The vpper part of this, is adorned with feuerall 
Flowers, which interwouen together, dreffe vp a 
comely Greene Arbor, in which the Sunne fits, with 
golden Beames about his Face ; an Attire glittering 
like gold 3 and a mantle bright as his garment, fringed 
with gold, his haire curled and yellow. About him 
axe plac’d Spring, Summer, Autumne, and Winter, in 
proper Habiliments. Beneath thefe, is a Wilderneffe, 
in which are many forts of fuch Beads, whofe rich 
Skinnes feme for Furres : As the Beare, Wolfe, 
Leopard, Luzerne, CalA-Mountaine, Foxes, Sables, 
Connies, Ferrets, Squirrels, ^c. Of thefe Beafts, fome 
are climbing, fome Handing, fome grinning, with liuely, 
naturall poHures. In a Scrole, hanging on a Bough, 
This is written in Capitall letters. 
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Ill 


Deus ecce Furmttbus objlat 

See, for all fome Bealls are fell, 

There*s one, that can their curflnefre quell 

Sol is the Speaker. 

H Eauetis bright Orkniall Gates I of d this Morniy 
And Hither wheeid my Chariot to adorne 
Thefe fplendors with my Beanies : nere did the Sun^ 

In his Calefiiall Circle fader runne 

Than Now, to fee thefe Sights : 0 how I toy 

To view a Kingdome, and a New-built Troy 

So flour ifhing, fo full, fo faire, fo deare 

To tH Gods ; they leaue loue^s Court to reudl here. 

All dre the World, I trauell in one Day, 

Yet oft am fordd to kaue my beaieti way. 

Frighted with Vproares, Battailes, MalTacres, 

Famines, and all that Hellifh brood of Warres : 

I meete no Peace but here, O blefed Land I 
That feest fires kindling round, and yet canfl Hand 
Vnburtit for all their flames i O Nation bleji 1 
When all thy Ndghbours Jhrike, nom wound thy breji. 
To Crowne thefe ioyes, with me are come along. 

The foure Lords of the yeare, who by a Jlrong 
Knit Charme, bring in this goodly Ruffian prize. 

As earnefl of a more rich Merchandize : 

Halfe of our Race, Time, and my Houres ham runne, 
Nor fhall they giue dre till the Goale be wonne. 

The Sunne at Night being couered with a vaile of 
Darknefe: The Perfon, reprefenting London, thus 
takes leaue. 

T he Sunne is mafitied in tkicke Clouds of Blache, 
And by his hidden Beames, threatens the mrach 
Of all thefe Glories : Euery pleafure dyes 
When Raum-winged Night, from her Cauefyes ; 
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None but thefc Arfificiall Starr es hccpc fire 
To Light yon ITome^ thefe Imrne with a de/ire 
To lengthen yonr braue Triimiphcs ; hut their hcate 
Mujl coole^ and dye at lengthy iho 7iire fo Great 
Peace therefore guide you on ; Mejl^ charme your ^es, 
And Honors watte to cheer e you when you Rife, 

Let it be no Oflentation in Me the Inuentor, to 
fpeak thus much in praife of the workes^ that for 
many yeares, none haue beene able to Match them 
for curiohty ; They are not Vafl, but Neate, and Com- 
prehend as much Arte for Archite6lure, as can be 
bellowed vpon fuch little Bodies. The commenda- 
tions of which muft liue vppon Mr. Gerard Chrifmas 
the Father, and Mr. John Chrifmas the Sonne. 


FINIS, 



Londons T'empe^ 

OR 

THE FEILD OF HA.PPINES. 


InwhichFeiidareplantedfeueraliTreesof magnificence, 
State and Bewty, to celebrate the Solemnity of the 
Right Honorable J^ames CampeM/, at his 
Inauguration into the honorable Office 
of Prsetorlhip or Maioralty of 
London^ on Thurfday the 
29. of October, 

1629. 


All the particular Inventions for the Pageants, Showes of 
Triumph, both by Water and Land, being here 
fully fet downe. At the foie Coft, and 
liberall Charges of the Right 
worlhipMl Society of 
Ironmongers, 


Writtm iy Thomas Dekkm 

Qmnda tmigis dignos ikmi fpediare trmmpkos* 





TOTIIK RK'.llT lH)NORMtLIC7../;1///.V CAMPlinELl., 
I.Ok'n AIAIOR OF TUF. MOST RFNOCWJW 

crrrv ok wn/hm 


HoNOKAUt.lC l*K,KTl>K, 

'I'hu 'I'riuinpluis which tlicfu few loaiics of jta])cr 
prefont to your vow (;il)H:it their glories are Intt Ihort 
liuetl us glittering oiiely /or a {lay), boldly flicw their 
faces unto the eye of the world, as feruants attending 
on your Lordihip onely to do yon honor. 

With nmch carc, coil, and curiofity, are they brought 
forth ; and with cxectHling greatnelle of love, a free 
handed bounty of their piirfe, a noble and generous 
alacrity of fjHrit, have your worthy fraternity, and 
much to be hotuu'cd brotherhood of Irontmwgers be- 
llowed thenr vpon you. 

It much winnes viion them to have tuch a cheife, 
and you cannot but be glad to have fuch a fociety : by 
a free eledllon are you Londons ITudor j the fuffrages 
of commoners call you to your feate. A fucceffion 
to the place takes you by the hand, your induftry hath 
met with bleffings, thofe bleflings given you ability, 
and that ability makes you fit for a magiflrate. 

Yet there is a rauficke in your owne bofome whofe 
firings being touchd, yeilds as harmonious a found to 
* I z 
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you as all theife, and that is to fee your felfe lieirc to 
that patrician dignity with which your father was 
inuefled. It was an honor to him to weare that 
robe of fcarlet ; it is a double glory to you, in fo fhort 
an age to haue his fword borne before you. 

You haue the voyce of fenators breathing out your 
welcome, a confluence of grave citizens, adding flate 
to your flate. The acclamations of people vfliering 
you along. Whilfl I (the leafl part of this triumphant 
day) fpend fuch fand as I haue, to help to fill up the 
hour glaffe, my feruice ronning. 


Attending on your Lordfliip, 


Thomas Dekker. 



LONDONS TEMPE. 


H ere it pofllWe for a man, in the compafle 
of a day, to behold (as the funne does )all 
the citties in the world, as if he went with 
walking beames about him; that man 
ler fee in any part of the yeare, any citty fo 
magnificently adorned with all forts of tryumphes, 
variety of muficke, of brauery, of bewty, of feaflings, 
of ciiiill (yet rich) ceremonies, with gallant Lords and 
Ladies, and thronges of people, as London is inriched 
with, on the firft day that her great Lord (or Lord 
Maior, for ^tis all one) takes that office upon him. 

in former ages, he was not encompaft with fuch 
glories; no fuch firmaments of ftarres were to be 
feene in Cheapfide ; Thames dranke no fuch coftly 
healthes to London as hee does now. But as Troy- 
nouant fpread in fame, fo our Englifh kings fliined 
vpon her with fauours. 

In thofe home-fpun times, they had no collars of 
SS, no mace, fword, or cap of maintenance ; thefe 
came by degrees, as addiiamenia honoris^ additions or 
enfignes of more honour, conferd by feuerall Princes 
on this Citty : for in the time of Edward Confefior, 
the chiefe Ruler of the Citty was called Reeue, 
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Grceue, or Portrceuc* The next to him in authority ; 
ProuDil. 

'I'hen in the firfl of Richard L two Bayliffcs carried 
the fway : this continued till the ninth of King John, 
who by letters patents gaue the Citizens power yearely 
to choofe themfelues a Lord Maior, and two Sheriffes. 

Then King Henry the 3. made the firfl aldermen in 
London (yet the name of Ealdorman was known e in 
the Saxons time, for Alwin in the reigne of Edgar was 
Alderman of all England, that is to fay Chiefe luflice d 
and thofe Aldermen of London had rule then (as iiow) 
.ouer the wardes of the cittie, but were euerie year 
changed, as the fhreiffes are in thefe dayes. 

Then Edward I. ordained that the Lord Maior 
fliould, in the kings abfence, fit in all places within 
London as chiefe luflice \ and that euery Aldennan 
that had bin Lord Maior, fhould be a luflice of peace 
for London and Middlefex all his life after. 

Then in the reigne of Henry the 7. Sr. John Shaw, 
goldfmith, being Lord Maior, caufed the aldermen to 
ride from the Guildhall to the water fide, when he 
went to take his oath at Weflminfler, (where before 
they rode by land thither) : and at his returne to ride 
againe to the Guild-hall there to dine \ all the 
kitchens, and other ofiices there, being built by him : 
fince which time the feafl has there bin kept, for 
before it was either at Grocers Hall, or the Merchant 
Taylors. 

Thus fmall rootes grow in time to cedars, fliallow 
flreames to riuers, and a hand of gouemment to be 
the flrongefl arme in a kingdome. Thus you fee 
London in her meane attyre, then in robes maieflicall i 
and fitting in that pompe, call your eye upon thofe 
alluring obiedls, which fhe her felfe beholds with 
admiration. 

The Firfl. 

T he firfl fesene is a water-worke, prefented by 
Oceanus, king of the fea, (from whofe name the 
vniuerfall niame fea is called the Ocean) he, to celebrate 
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tlie ccremonicf? and honors due to this great fcfliuall, 
and to diew the world hivS marine cliariot> fils trium- 
phantly in tlie vafl (hut queint) flicll of a filuer fcollup, 
reyning in the hea<ls of two wild fea-horfes propor- 
tioned to the life, their maynes falling about their 
neckes, fliining with curies of gold. 

On his head, which (as his beard) is knotted, long, 
carelcfiy fpred, and white, is placed a diadem, whofe 
bottome is a conceited coronet of gold ; the middle 
ouer that, is a coronet of filuer fcollops, and on the 
top a faire fpreading branch of corrall, interwouen 
thickly with pearle. In his right hand a golden 
trident, or three forked feepter. 

His habit is antique, the Iluffe, watchet and filuer ; 
a mantle croffing his body, with filuer wanes, bafes 
and bufleins cut likewifc at the top into filuer fcollups, 
and in this language he congratulates his Lordiliip. 


Omnns his Speck 

Thus mounted, hither comes the king of waucs, 

Whofe voyce charmes roughed billows into flaucs, 
Whofe foote treades downe their necks with as much 
eafe, 

As in my flielly coach I reync up thele. 

Lowd ecchoes cald me from my glittering throne, 
To fee the noble Thamejis^”^% fonne 
To this my queene and me {Tethys) whofe eare 
NeVe jeweld up fuch mufick as founds here : 

For our vnfadclomed world, roares out with none 
But horrid fea-fights, names ouerthrowne i 
Hands halfe drowned in blood, pyrates pell mell, 
Turkes flauifli tugging oares, the Pmkerks hell, 

The Dutchmans thunder, and the Spniards Hglitning, 
To whom the fulphures breath giues heate and 
heighlning, 

0 1 thefe are the dire tunes my cenfort fmgs. 

But here 1 old Thames out-ihines the beames of kings. 
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This Citty addes new glories to loids court, 

And to all you who to this hall refort, 

This La^ea Via (as a path) is giuen, 

Being paued with pearle, as that with flarres in 
heauen. 

I could (to fwell my trayne) beckon the Rhine, 

(But the wilde boare has tufked up his vine) ; 

I could fwift Volga call, whofe curld head lies 
On feauen rich pillowes (but, in merchandize 
The Ruffian him imployes) : I could to theis 
Call Ganges, Nilus, long-haird Euphrates; 

Tagus, whofe golden hands clafpe Lifhone walles, 

Him could I call too, — but what neede theis calles % 
Were they all here, they would weepe out their eyes, 
Madde that new Troys high towers on tiptoe rize 
To hit heauens roofe : madde to fee Thaines this day 
(For all his age) in wanton windinges play 
Before his new grave Praetor, and before 
Theis Senators, befl fathers of the poore. 

That grand Canale, where (Stately) once a yeare 
A fieete of bridall gondolets appeare, 

To many with a golden ring, (that’s hurld 
Into the fea) that minion of the world, 

Venice, to Neptune, — a poor lantfcip is 
To thefe foil braueries of Thamefis, 

Goe therefore vp to Cedars court, and clayme 
What honours there are left to Campebels name, 

As by difent \ whilfl we tow vp a tyde, 

Which fhall ronne fweating by your barges fide i 
That done, Time fhall Oceanui name inroll, 

For guarding you to LondorCs capitoll. 


The Second Prefmtation, 

T he inuention is a proud-fwelling fea, on whofe 
wanes is borne vp a Sea Lyon, as a proper and 
eminent body to marfhall in the following triumphes ; 
in regard it is one of the fupporters of the Fall Indian 
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Compo-ny, of which his lordfliip is free, and a great 
adueniurer. And thcfe marine creatures, are the more 
fitly^ ira])loycd, in regard alfo, that his Lordfliip is 
Maior of the Staple, (h)uernour of the French Com- 
])any, and free of the ICafl-land Company. 

On this I .yon^ (which is cut out of wood to the life) 
rides Tethys wife to Oceanus, and Queene of the 
Sea ; for why fliould the king of wanes be in fuch a 
glorious progreffe without his Queene, or flie without 
him ? They both therefore twin themfelues together 
to heighten thefe folemnities. 

Her haire is long, and difheuelled ; on her head an 
antique fea-tyre, encompail with a coronall of gold 
and pearlc, her garments rich and proper to her 
quality, with a tafifaty mantle fringed with fiber 
croflmg her body. Her right hand fupporting a large 
ftreamer in which are tlic Lord Maiors armes. 

On each fide of this Lyon, attend a Mermaid and 
Merman, holding two banners, with the armes of the 
two new Shrieues, feueral fiflies fwimming as it were 
about the border. And thcfe two halting chfpalclicd 
on the water, haflen to aduance tlierafelvcs on land. 

The Third. 

T he third fliow is an Kftriclgc, cut out of timber 
to the life, biting a horfe-flioe : on this bird 
rides an Indian boy, holding in one hand a long 
Tobacco-pipe, in the other a dart; his attire is 
proper to the country. 

At the four angles of the fquarc, where the eflridg 
Hands, arc plac’d a Turkc, and a Perfiaii, a pikeman 
and a mufketeere* 


The Fourth. 

T he fourth prefentation is called the Lemnian 
forge. In it are Vulcan, the Smith of Lemnos, 
with his feruants (the Cyclopes), whofe names ^ are 
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Pyracmon, Brontes and Sceropes, wprking at the 
anuile. Their habits are wallcoates and leather 
approns : their hair blacke and fliaggy, in knotted 
curies. 

A fire is feene in the forge, bellowes blowing, fome 
filing, fome at other workes ; thunder and lightning 
on occafion. As the fmiths are at worke, they fmg in 
praife of iron, the anuile and hammer : by the con- 
cordant firoakes and founds of which, Tuballcayne 
became the firil inuentor of muficke. 


The Song. 

Braue iron 1 braue hammer ! from your found, 

The art of Muficke has her ground ; 

On the anuile thou keep’ll time, 

Thy knick-a-knock is a fmiths beft chyme. 

Yet thwick-a-thwack, 

Thwick, thwack-a-thwack, thwack, 

Make our brawny fmewes crack, 

Then pit-a-pat, pat, pit-a-pat, pat. 

Till thicked barres be beaten flat. 

We fliooe the horfes of the funne, 

Hameffe the dragons of the moone. 

Forge Cupid’s quiuer, bow, and arrowes, 

And our dame’s coach that’s drawn with fparrowes. 
Till thwick-a-thwack, &c. 

loue’s roaring cannons, and his rammers 
We beat out with our Lemnian hammers ; 

Mars his gauntlet, helme, and fpeare, 

And Gorgon fliield, are all made here. 

Till thwick-a-thwack, &c. 

The grate which (flmt) the day out-barres, 

Thofe golden fluddes which naile the ftarres, 
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The globes cafe, and the axle-tree, 

Who can ha-nnuor ihefc but wee? 
dMl Iluvick a-tlnvack, Scv. 

A wanning-panne to heate cart]i\s heclde, 

Lying i' th' frozen zone halfe dead ; 

Hob-nailes to ferve the man th' moone, 

And fparrowbils to cloute Paids ilioone, 

Whofe work but ours ? 

Till thwick-a-thwack, &c. 

Venus’ kettles j pots, and pannes, 

We make, or elfe flic brawles and bannes ; 

Tonges, riiouels, andirons haue their places, 

Elfe flic fcratches all our faces. 

Till thwick-a-thwack, ike. 

Cupid fits in one place of this forge, on his head a 
curld yellow hairc, his eyes hid in lawnc, a bow and 
quiucr, his armour : wings at his backe ; liis body in 
light colours, a changeable filkc mantle crofling it ; 
golden and filuer arrowes are eucr anti anone rcachctl 
up to him, which he fliootes v[)ward into the aire, and 
is flill fupplied with more from the forge. 

On the top fits Icuie, in a rich antitiue habite, a long 
white reucrend hayre on his head, a beard long and 
curld : a mace of triple fire in his hand burnings who 
calling to Vuican, this language pafles betweene them. 
Joue. Ho, Vulcan. 

Vul Stop your hammers ; what ayles loue ? 

We are making arrowes for my flip-firing fonne. 

Here, reach him thofe two dozen i I muft now 
A golden handle make for my wifes fann : 

Worke, my fine Smugges. 

loue. Firll heare ; you fhall not play, 

The Fates would fcold fliould you keepe holiday. 

Fui. What then I 

loue. Command thy brawny-fiHed flaues to fweate 
At th’ anuilc, and to dull their hammers beate, 
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To ftufFe with thunder-bolts loue’s armoryes, 

For Vices (mountain-like) in black heapes rize. 

My fmewes cracke to fell them. Ideot pride 
Stalkes vpon flilts ; Ambition, by her fide, 

Climbing to catch flarres, breakes her necke i' th^ 
fall; 

The gallant roares ; roarers drinke oathes and gall ; 
The beggar curfes : Auarice eates gold, 

Yet ne’re is fil'd ; Learning’s a wrangling fcold ; 

Warre has a fatall hand ; Peace, whorifii eyes ; 

Shall not loue beat downe fuch impieties % 

Ift not high time % if’t not true juilice then, 

Vulcan, for thee and thy tough hammer-men 
To beate thy anuile, and blow fires to flames, 

To bume thefe broodes, who kill euen with their 
names \ 

Vul Yes, loue, ’tis more then time. 
lone. And what helpes this, but iron I 0 then, 
how high 

Shall this great Troy, text up the memory 
Of you her noble praetor, and all thofe 
Your worthy brotherhood, through whofe care goes 
That rare rich prize of iron to the whole land, 

Iron, farre more worth than Tagus’ golden fand. 

Iron ! bell of metals 1 pride of minerals 1 
Hart of the earth I hand of the world ! which fals 
Heavy when it flrikes home. By iron’s ilrong 
charmes 

Ryots lye bound. Warre flops her rough allarmes. 
Iron, earthquakes flrikes in foes: knits friends in 
loue ; 

Iron’s that maine hinge on which the world doth 
moue ; 

No kingdomes globe can tume, euen, fmooth, and 
round, 

But that his axletree in iron is found : 

For armies wanting iron are pufles of wind, 

And but for iron, who thrones of peace would mind ? 
Were thei*e no gold nor filuer in the land, 
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Yet nauigation (which on iron does Hand), 

Could fetch it in. Gold’s darling to the funne, 

But iron, his hardy boy, by whom is done 
More then the t’other dare : the merchants gates 
By iron barre out thecuifli affaffinates : 

Iron is the fliop-keeper’s both locke and kay ; 

What are your courts of guard when iron’s away 1 
How would the come pricke up her golden earcs, 

But that iron plough-fhares all the labour beares 
In earth’s flrange midwiffry % Braue iron ! what 
praife 

Deferues it ! more ’tis beate, more it obeyes ; 

The more it fuffers, more it fmoothes offence ; 

In drudgery it dimes with patience. 

This fellowlliip, was then, with judging eyes, 

Vnited to the tweluc great companies : 

It being farre more worthy than to fill 
A file inferiour. Yon’s, the funn’s guilt hill, 

On too’t, Loue guard es you on ; Cyclopes, a ring 
Make with your hammers, to whofe muficke fmg. 


The Fifi. 

T He fift prefentation is called Londons Tempe, 
or the Field of Happineffe ; thereby refledling 
upon the name of Campe-bell or Le Feu Champs a 
faire and glorious field. It is an arbor fupported by 
four great termes ; on the four angles, or corners over 
the termes, are placed four pendants with armes in 
them. 

It is round about furnifhed with trees and flowers ; 
the vpper part with feuerall fruites, intimating that 
as London is the befl flored garden in the king- 
dome for plants^ herbes, flowers, rootes, ^d fuch- 
like ; fo, on this day it is the mofl glorious citty in the 
Chriflian world. 

And therefore Tytan (one of the names of the fun) 
in all his fplendor, with Flora, Ceres, Pomona, Ver, 
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and Eflas, are feated in this Tempe j on the top of all 
ftands a lyon’s head, being the Lord Maiors crefl. 

Tytan being the fpeaker, does in this language court 
his lordfliip to attention. 

Tytan his Speech. 

W Elcome, great pr^tor : now heare Tytan 
fpeak, 

Whofe beames to crowne this day, through clouds 
thus break. 

My coach of beaten gold is fet afide, 

My horfes to ambrofiall mangers tied ; 

Why is this done 1 why leaue I mine own fphere ? 

But here to circle you for a whole yeare. 

Embrace then Ty tan’s counfell : now fo guide 
The chariot of your fway in a ivfl pace, 

That all (to come hereafter) may with pride 
Say, None like you did noblier quit the place ; 

Lower than now you are in fame, neuer fall ; 

Note me (the Sunne) who in my noone carcere 
Render a Ihadow, llrort, or none at all ; 

And fo, fmee Honor’s zodiac is your fphere, 

A fhrub to you mull be the tallell pine ; 

On poor and rich you equally muE fhine. 

This if you doe, my armes lhall euer fpread 
About thofe roomes you feaE in ; from her head 
Flora her garlands pluck (being queene of flowers), 

To drefs your parlors vp like fummer’s bowers. 

Ceres lay golden Iheaffes on your full boord ; 

With fruit, you from Pomona fhall be Eoard ; 

WhilE Ver and EEas (Spring and Summer), driue, 
From this your Tempe, Winter, till he diue, 

I’ th’ frozen zone, and Tytan’s radiant fhield 
Guard CampbeFs Beauchampe, London’s faireE field. 

The Sixth and Lajt Prefentation. 

T His is called Apollo’s pallace, becaufe feuen per- 
fons reprefenting the feuen liberal fciences are 
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richly inthroned in this citjr. Thofc fcucn arc in loofe 
roabes of feucral cullors, with mantles according, and 
holding in their liands efcutcheons, with emblems in 
them proper to eucry one ([uality. 

The body of this workc is fupported by twelue filucr 
columnes ; at the four angles of it, four pendants play 
with the wind ,* on the top is crc<5lcd a fquarc tower 
fupported by four golden columnes, in euery fquare is 
prefented the embof cl antique head of an emperour, 
figuring the four monarches of the world, and in them 
pointing at foure kingdomes, 

Apollo is the chiefe perfon, on his head a garland 
of bayes, in his hand a lute. Some hypercriticall cen- 
furer perhaps will afke, why hauing Tytan, I fliould 
bring in Apollo, fithence they both are names proper 
to the funne. But the youngefl nouice in poetry 
can anfwcr for me, that the funne when he fliines in 
heauen is called Tytan, but being on earth (as he is 
here) we call him Apollo. 'I'hus therefore Apollo 
tunes his voyce. 


ApoUocs Speech. 

A Polio neuer flucke in admiration till now, my 
Delphos is remouen hither, my oracles are 
fpoken here ; here the fages utter their wifdome, here 
the fybils their diuine verfes, 

I fee fenators this day in fcarlet riding to the capi- 
toll, and tomorrow the fame men riding vp and 
downe the field in armours, gowned citizens and war- 
like gownmen. The gunne here giues place, and the 
gowne takes the upper hand; the gowne and the 
gunne march in one file together* 

Happy king that has fuch people, happy land in 
fuch a king ! happy prastor fo graced with honours ! 
happy fenators fo obeyed by citizens, and happy citi- 
zens that can command fuch triumphes. 

Go on in your full glories, whilfi Apollo and thefe 
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millrefifes of the learned fciences waft you to that 
honorable fliore whither Time bids you haHen to 
arriue, 

A Speech af Nighty at taking leave of Ms Lordjhip 
at Ms gate^ by Oceams. 

A Fter the glorious troubles of this day, 

Night bids you welcome home; Night, who 
does lay 

All pompe, all triumphs by. Hate now defcends ; 

Here our officious trayne their feruice ends, 

And yet not all, for fee, the golden funne, 

Albeit he has his dayes worke fully done, 

Sits vp aboue his houre, and does his bell 
To keep the flarres from lighting you to reft. 

Him will I take along to lay his head 

In Tethys lap, Peace therefore guard your bedde ; 

In your yeares zodiacke may you fairely moue, 

Shined on by angels, bleft with goodnefs, loue. 


Thus much his owne worke cryes up the workman, 
(M. Gerard Chrifmas) for his inuention, that all the 
pieces were exadl, and fet forth liuely with much coll. 
And this yeare giues one remarkable note to after 
times, that all the barges followed one another (euery 
company in their degree,) in a llately and maiellicall 
order ; this being the inuention of a noble citizen, one 
of the captaines of the city. 


Fims. 
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Drammaiis Ferfoiiic. 


King of Spaine. 

Don 1 0 h n, Prince. 

Don Valasco, Father to the Queene. 
Gazetto, Loner of Tor mi ELLA. 
Malevento, Father to her. 

C 0 R D o L E N T E, her Husband. 
Aplhonso. \ 

I A G o. V Courtiers. 

Mabtines. j 

Lvpo. 

Docto R. 

3. Chvrchmen. 

Bilb o. 

Pacheco. 

Lazarillo. 

QvEE NE. 

Tormiella. 

DildomAn, a Bawd. 




TO 

THE NOBLE LOVER 

(and deferuedly beloued) of the Mufes, 
Lodovvick Carlell, 
Efquirc, Gentleman of the Bowes, and 
Groomc of the King, and Quecncs 
Priuy-Chambcn 


Haf I am thus hid to fmg a Dramaiick 
Note in your Eare^ is no wonder, in regard 
you are a Chorister in the Quire of the 
’ Mufes* Nor is it any Over^daring in mee, 
to fut a Flay-Booke into your hands, being a Courtier*, 
Roman Pods did fo to their Emperours, the Spanifli, 
{Now) to thdr Grandies, the Italians to their Illujlrifsf 
moes, md our owns Nation, to the GreaPones, 

I ham beene a Prieji A p o l l o * s Temfle, many 
yeares, my voyce is decaying with my Age, yet yours 
being cleare and abom mine, Jhall much honour mee, 
if you but iijkn to my old Tunes. Are they fet III 1 
Pardon them ; Well ! Then recdue them. 
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Glad will you make mee, if hy your Meanes, the Ring 
<?/'Spaine, jfeakes our Language in the Court <2^ Eng- 
land ; yet hatm you wrought as great a wonder, Mr the 
Nine f acred Sifters, hy you, are {There) become Courtiers, 
and talke with fweet Tongues, InsiruLted by your Delian 
Eloquence, You haue a King to your Mafter, a Queene 
to your Mijlrejfe, and the Mufes your Play fellow es. I 
to them a Servant', And yet, what Duty foeuer I owe 
them, fome fart will I borrow to waite vfon you, And 
to Reft 


Ever, 


So devoted. 




MATCH MEE 

IN LONDON. 


ACTUS, I. 


Enter Malevento. 

Malevmto. 

Ormietta Daughter — ^nor in. this roome— 
Psace. 

T. 2. 3. 4. 5. 6. 7* 8* 9. 10* II. 12. 

The dawne of Midnight, and the Drunk- 
ards noone, 

No honeft foules vp now, but Vintners, Midwiues ; 
The nodding Watch, and pitious Conftable, Ha I 
Bilbo 

My flreet doore open I Bilbo, Buskeena, Bilbo. 

Bawds, Panders, to a young Whore; 
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Enter Bilbo. 

Bilb. Theeues, Theeues, Theeues, where are they 
Mailer 1 

MaL Where are they Bilbo "I what Theefe feell 
thou % 

Bil That ilfauor’d Theefe in your Candle fir, none 
elfe not I. 

MaL Why didfl thou cry Theeues then ? 

Bil. Becaufe you cry d Whores; I knew a Theefe 
was alwayes within a Hones caft of a Whore. 

MaL What mak’H thou vp at Midnight ? 

Bilb. I make them which are made euery houre 
fth day (patches.) 

MaL Slaue what art doing ? 

Bil. That which few men can doe, mending Sir. 
MaL VY hat art mending ? 

Bil. That which few men care to mend, a bad 
foie. 

MaL Looke here, come hither, doft thou fee 
what’s this ? 

Bil. I lee tis our Wicket mailer, 

MaL Stop there and tell me, is Tormiella forth ? 
Bil. I heard Puskeena our Kitchin-maid fay, lire 
was going about a murther : 

MaL A murther ; of whom % 

BiL Of certaine Skippers; ihe was fleaing her 
felfe. 

MaL She dwels not in her Chamber, for my 
Gholl 

Call’d from his reft) from Boome to roome has 
Halk’d, 

Yet met no Tormiella. 

Was not her fweet heart here to night, Gazette % 

Bil. Gazette I no fir, here was no Gazette here. 
MaL Walke round the Orchard, holla for her 
there. 

Bil. So, ho ho, ho ho. 

Mai She’s certaine with Gazette, 


Exit 
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Should he turnc Villainc, trainc my poore child forth 
Though flic’s contradicd to him, and rob her youth 
Of that Gemmc none can prize (becaufe nere feene) 
The VirgiiivS riches (Challity) and then 
(When he has left her ugly to all eyes) 

His owne fliould loath her, vds death I would draw 
An old mans nemes all vp into this arme. 

And nayle him to the Bed 

Enter Bilbo, 

Bil So, ho, ho, ho, the Conyes vfe to feed moll 
i’th night Sir, yet I cannot fee my young miftris in our 
Warren. 

Mai Nol 

Bil No, nor you neither, tis fo darke. 

Mai Where fliould this foolifli girle be 1 tis pafl 
twelue, 

Who has inuitcd her forth to her quicke mine ! 

Bil My memoiy jogs me by the elbow, and tels 
me 

Mai What Bilbo out with all. 

Bil A Barber flood with her on Saturday night 
very late when he had fiiau’d all his Cuflomers, and as 
I thinke, came to trimme her. 

Mai A Barber I To trim her ! Sawfl thou the 
Muskcod ? 

Bil A chequer’d aprone Gentleman I allure you : 
he fmelt horrible flrong of Camphire, Bay leaues and 
Rofe water : and he flood fidling with Tormiella. 

Mai, Ha? 

Bil Fidling at leafi halfe an houre, on a Citteme 
with a mans broken head at it, fo that I thinke ’twas a 
Barber Surgion : and there’s one Cymmono a Shop- 
keeper, comes hither a batfowling euery Moone*fhine 
night loo. 

Mai What’s he ! Cynamono ! 

Bil I take him to be a Comfitmaker with rotten 
teeth, for he neuer comes till the Barber’s gone. 
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Mai A. Comfitmaker ! 

i?//. Yes Sir, for he gaiie TormMla a Candied 

roote once, and flie fwore ’twas the fweetefl thing 

Mai Dwels he here fth City ? 

Bil He has a houfe i*th City, but I know not 
where he Hues. 

Mai Sheele follow her kind ; turne Monller, get a 
light. 

Bil My fconce is ready Sir. 

Mai Call at Gazettoes Lodging, aske how he 
dares 

Make a Harlot of my child, — llaue fay no more : 
Begon, beat boldly. 

Bil He beat downe the doore ; and put him in 
mind of a Shroue-tuefday, the fatall day for doores to 
be broken open. Exit. 

Mai For this night I^m her Porter ; Oh haplelTe 
Creatures ! 

There is in woman a Diuell from her birth, 

Of bad ones we haue fholes, of good a dearth. Exit 

Enter Cordoletite and Tormiella. 

Cor. No more my Tormiella^ night hath borne 
Thy vowes to heauen, where they are fyl’d by this 
Eyther one day to crowne thy conflant Soule 
Or (if thou fpot it with foule periury,) 

For euer to condemne,thee. 

Tor. Come it fliall not : 

Here‘am I fphear’d for euer, thy feares (deare Loue) 
Strike coldly on thy jealous breaft I know 
From that my Fathers promife to Gazetto 
That he fhould haue me, contradl is there none, 

For my heart loatlf d it, is there left an oath 
Fit for a Maid to fweare by. 

Cord. Good fweet giue o’re, 

What need we binding oathes being faft before % 

I dare the crabbed’fl Fate, fliee cannot fpin 
A thred thus fine and rotten ; how now 1 fad I 
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Tor. Pray Heauen, I bee not mill at home, deare 
Cordoknte 

Thou flualt no farther, lie venter now my fclfe. 

Cor. How fweei 1 venture alone ! 

Torm. Yes, yes, good reft. 

Cor. By that are Louers parted, feldome bleft. 

Enter Bilbo. 

Bil. Who goes there, if you be a woman fland, lor 
all the men I met to night, lye in the Kennell. 

Tor. My Fathers man ! I am betray’d. 

Cor. Feare nothing. 

Tor. Bilbo ! 

Whether art thou running ? 

Bil, Out of my wits and yet no Churles Executor, 
’tis no money makes me mad, but want of money. 

Tor. Good tell me whether art going ? 

Bil. I am going to Hell (that’s to fay home) for 
my Mailer playes the Diuell, and I come from feeking 
out a houfe of eucrlafting Thunder, (that’s to fay a 
Woman) I haue beene bouncing at Signior Gazettes 
Chamber for you. 

Tor. Ha ! 

Bil You’l be haa’d when you come home. 

Tor. I am vndone for euen 
Cor, Thou art not, peace. 

Bil Signior Gmeito is horne-mad, and leapt^ out 
of his Bed, (as if fleas had bit him) fo that I thinke 
he comes running ftarke naked after me. 

Tor. Oh me, what helpe my dearell Soule % 

Cor, To defperate wounds 
Let’s apply defperate cure, dapft thou flye hence % 

Tor, Dare I try me. 

Cor. Then farewell Cordom j 
Horfes wee’l forthwith hire, and quicke to Siuell 
My birth-place, tliere thou lhalt defie all ftormes. 

Tor. Talke not, but doe. 

Bil She would haue you doe much but fay little. 
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Tor, Bilho^ thou feefl me not. 

BiL No, nOj away, mum I. 

Cor, To fliut thy lips fail, here are lockes of Gold. 
BiL I fpy a light comming, trudge this way. 

Tor, You dally with fire, hafle, hafle, Bilbo fare- 
well 

Cor, O flarre-crofl Loue 1 

To find way to whofe Heauen, man wades through 
Hell Exeunt^ manet Bilbo. 

Enter Gazetto, 


Gaz, Wo, ho, ho, ho, — whew. 

BiL Another Fire-drake 1 More Salamanders I 
Heere Sir. 

Gaz, Bilbo ! How now 1 Is the Dy-dapper aboue 
water yet ? 

BiL Signior Gazetto ! Mine Eyes are no bigger 
then litle pinnes heads with flaring, my heeles ake 
with trotting, my candle is come to an vntimely end 
through a Confumption. Yet my yong Miflris your 
fweet hart, like fweet breath amongfl Tobacco- 
drinkers, is not to be found. 

Gaz. On, take my Torch, apace ; the neer’ft way 
home. 

Fluttering abroad by Owle-Hght 1 

BiL Here fir, turne downe this Lane,* fhall I 
knocke your Torch Signior? 

Gaz, Prithee doe what thou wilt, the Diuell ! 
where is fhe ? 

BiL Had you knockt your Torch well before Tor- 
miella (ware the poft) and held it well vp when it was 
lighted, file had neuer giuen you the flip, and f faith 
Signior when is the day % 

Gaz, The wedding (meanfl thou) on Saint Lukes 
day next, 

^'Tis mine owne name thou know’fl : but now I feare 
She*s lofl, and the day too. 

BiL If fhe fhould driue you by foule weather into 
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Cuckolds Hauen before Saint Lukes day comes, 
Signior Luco how then % 

Gaz. If file dares let her, I haue her Fathers pro- 
mife, nay oath that I fliall haue her. 

Bil, Here is my Mailers Gate. 

Gaz» Stay ilie’s at home fure now : He flip afide, 
Knocke thou, and if flie anfwercs (as ’tis likely) 

Weel try if ftill th’ old fencing be in vfe, 

That faulty women neuer want excufe. 

Bil They are made for the purpofe to lye and 
cullor, 

He knocke. 

Mai Who’s there ? 

Bil ’Tis I, open the doore. 

' Mai What ! to a Common 1 

Bil What common 1 You doe me wrong fir, 
though 1 goe in breeches, I am not the roaring girle 
you take me for. 

M‘al Wert thou with Gazetto ? 

Bil Yes, 

Mai Was flic with GazettoX 

Bil No. 

Mai Was Gazetto alone % 

Bil No fir, I was with him. 

Mai Foole knew not he fhe was forth ? 

BU. Yes when I told him. 

Gaz. Signior Mal&vcnte open the doore pray. 

Mat. Oh Luke Gazetto^ 

Gaz. Not yet come home ! 

Mat. No, no. 

Gaz. Not yet I vds death 
When I fliall take the Villaine does this wrong, 

Had better ftolne away a. Starre frord Heauen 
No Spaniard fure dares doe it 

Bil Tis fome EngUJh man has ftolne her, I hold 
my life, for moflTheeues and brauell Cony-catchers 
are amongft them. 

Gaz. All Corioua fearch ere morning, if not found 
He ride to Siuill^ He mourit my lennet Sir 
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And take the way to MadrilL 
MaL Ne’re fpeake of Madrill, 

The iourney is for her too dangerous, 

If Cordoua hold her not, lets all to Siuill. 

Hafte, halle, by breake of day 
Signior Gazette let vs meet agen. 

Gaz. Agreed : 

MaL Well hunt her out E%iL 

BiL But you know not when, will you take your 
Torch. Exit. 

Gaz, ICeepe it, luilfull maiden 1 
Hot Spanijh vengeance foUowes thee, which flyes 
Like three forkt Lightning, whom it fmites, he dyes. 

Exit. 


Enter Prince John all vuready^ and Pacheco his Page. 

lok. Pacheco t 

Pack My Lord. 

lok Isl fo earely 1 What a Clocke Is’t ? 

Pack About the houre that Souldiers goe to bed, 
and Catchpoles rife : Will your Lordfhip be tmfs^d vp 
this morning ? 

lok How doH meane, goe to hanging 1 

Pack Hanging ! does your Lordfhip take me for 
a crack-rope. 

lok No, but for a notable Gallowes, too many 
Lordfhips are trufs’d vp euery day (boy) fome wud 
giue a 1000 . Crownes to haue ’em vnty’d, but come 
Sr tye vp my Lordfhip. 

Pack As fall as I can, Oh my Lord and a man 
could tye friends to him as fall as I doe thefe points, 
Iwere a braue world. 

lok So he does, for thefe are faft now, and loofe 
at night. 

Pack Then they are like the loue of a woman. 

lok Why boy 1 Do you know what the loue of a 
woman is 1 
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Pack, No faith my Lord, nor you neither, nor any 
man elfe I thinke. 

JoL Tare a noble Villaine. 

Pack, Would I were, then I thould be rich. 

loh. Well get you gon Exit, 

Here’s a braue fyle of noble Portugah 
Haue fworne to helpe me, its hard trailing Hran- 
gers, 

Nay more, to giue them footing in a Land 
Is eafie, hard to remoue them ; fay they and I 
Should fend my Brother King out of this world, 

And inthrone me (for that’s the Starre I reach at,) 

I mull haue Spaim mine, more then Portugall^ 

Say that the Dons and GrandVes were mine owne, 
And that I had the Keyes of the Court Gates 
Hang at my Girdle ; in my hand the Crowne, 

There’s yet no lifting it vp to my head 
Without the people ; I muft ride that Beafl, 

And bell fit fall : who walkes not to his Throne 
Vpon their heads and hands, goes but alone ; 

This Dogfifh muH I catch then, the Queenes 
Father! 

{Pedro Vahfcd) what if I got him 1 
Its but a lliallow old fellow, and to build 
On the great’ft, wifell Statefman, in a delTigne 
Of this high daring, is moll dangerous \ 

We fee the tops of tall trees, not their fieart i 
To find that found or rotten, there’s the Art 
How now lago ? 


Enter logo, 

/ago. Good morrow to your Lordlhip, 

The King lookes for you, 

You muH come prefently, 

lok Well Sir : muft come ! So ; florijh. 

As I muft come, fo he ere long muft goe* ExeunL 
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Enter King^ Vaiqfco, Martines, Alphonjo. 

Valafc, And broad awake ! 

King, As is that eye of Heauen. 

VaL It fpake 1 not, did it 
King, No j but with broad eyes, 

GlafTie and fierie flair^d vpon me thus, 

As blacke, as is a Soule new dipt in Hell ; 

The t’other was all white, a beard and haire 
Snowie like Portugcdl^ and me thought his looke : 

But had no armes. 

VaL No armes I 

King, No : jufl my height, 

Now, and e’re this it was Ihot vp fo high, 

Me thought I heard the head knocke at a Starre, 
Cleane through the Seeling. 

VaL Fancy, Fancy, 

King, I faw it. 

VaL A meere Deceptio vifus. 

King, A vice AlTe ; 

Y’are an incredulous Coxcombe, thefe faw it. 

Val, Well ; they did, they did. 

King, I call’d for helpe ; thefe enter’d, found mee 
dead with feare ! 

Omn, ’Tis right Sir. 

King, Did not the Spirits glide by thee ? 

Mar, Your Grace mull pardon me, I faw none. 
King, ’Shart doe I lye 1 doe you braue me ! you 
bafe Peafant 

Mart, No my Lord, but 1 mull guard my life 
againll an Emperor, 

King, One of my wiues men, is’t not ! Ha ! 

What a Pox fawnes the Curre for here ! away. 

Exit, Martines, 

Her Spye Sir ! Are you ! 

VaL Sooth him vp, y’are fooles, 

, If the Lyon fay the Affes eares are homes 
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The Affe if he be wife will fweare it, la Sir 
Thefe tell me they all faw it. 

Omn, Yes my luorcl 

Enter lago. 

King, And yet I lye ! a whorefon buzzard 

Now fir. 

lago. Prince John is comming. 

King, When fir! 
lago, Inllantly. 

King, Father He tell you a Tale, vpon a time 
The Lyon Foxe and filly Affe did jarre, 

Grew friends and what they got, agreed to ftiare : 

A prey was tane, the bold Affe did diuide it 
Into three equall parts, the Lyon fp/d it. 

And fcoming two fuch fliarers, moody grew, 

And pawing the Afie, fhooke him as I fiiake you. 

Falqfc, Not too hard good my Lord, alas I am 
craz’d. 

King, And in rage tore him peece meale, the Affe 
thus dead, 

The prey was by the Foxe diftributed 
Into three parts agen ; of which the Lyon 
Had two for his fhare, and the Foxe but one ; 

The Lyon (fmiling) of the Foxe would know 
Where he had this wit, he tihie dead Affe did fhow. 
Valafc, An excellent Tale. 

King, Thou art that Affe. 

Valafc I! 

King, Thou : you, and the Foxe my Brother cut 
my Kingdome, 

Into what fleakes you lift, I fliare no more, ' 

Then what you lift to giue. 

You two broaOh Warre or Peace; you plot, contriue, 
You flea off the Lyons sHnne, you fell him aliue, 

But hauing tome the Affe firft limbe from limbe 
His death lhall tell the Foxe He fo feme him. 
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Valafc, I doe all this 1 ^tis falfe : in Prince lohns 
face 

lie fpit if he dares fpeake it, you might ride me 
For a right Affe indeed if I fliould kick 
At you, vndermine you, or blow you vp 1 
In whom the hope of my pofterity 
(By marriage of my child your wife) doth grow 
None but an AlTe would doe it 
King. If I know, your little finger was but in’t, 
neither age ; 

Your place in Court, and Councell, refpedl of 
honour, 

Nor of my wife (your Daughter) fhall keepe this 
head 

Vpon thefe flioulders — 

Enter Prince lohn, 

Valafc. Take* it ; now here's Prince lolm. 

King. How now Brother 1 Sick I 
loh. Not very well. 

King. Our Court is feme Inchanted Tower you 
come not neare it. 

Are you not troubled with fome paine i'th head ? 

Your Night-cap fhewes you are % 

loh. Yes wonderoufly a kind of Megrim Sir, 

King. I thinke to bind 

Your Temples with the Crowne of Spaine would eafe 
you. 

loh. The Crowne of Slainel my Temples ! 

King. Nay, I but ieft, 

A Kingdome would make any Sicke man well, 

And John I would thou hadil one. 
loh. It fiiall goe hard elfe. 

Valafc. The King I thanke him fays that you and 
1 — 

King. What t 

Valafc. Cut you out fir in fieakes : He not be 
filent, 
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And that I am an Affe, and a Foxe you \ 

Haue I any dealings with you % 

Joh When 1 am to deale fir, 

A wifer man than you fliall hold the Cards* 

Valafc. Now Ihn call'd foole too. 

King. Sir if you remember 
Before he came, you buzz’d into mine eare, 

Tunes that did found but feuruily, 

VaL I buz ! What buz I 
King. That he fhould fell me to the PoritigalL 
VaL Wer’t thou as big as all the Kings i’th 
world, 

Tis falfe and I defie thee. 

King. Nay Sir, and more, — 

VaL Out with’t \ no whifpering. 

King. I fliall blufli to fpeake it, 

Harke you, a Foxe vpon’t, cannot you footh 
His fallen Lordfliip vp, you fee 1 doe 
Flatter him, confeffc any thing. 

VaL A good left 1 

I fhould confefle to him I know not what, 

And haue ray throat cut, but I know not why. 

loh. W’ud your Grace 
Would licence me a while to leaue the Court 
To attend my health. 

King. Doe, 

loh. I take my leaue — ^as for you Sir. Exit. 
King. My Lord doe you fee this Change i’th Moone, 
fliarpe homes 

Doe threaten windy weather, fhall I rule you ^ 

Send to him dead words, write to him your mind 
And if your hearts be vnfound purge both, all 
humors 

That are corrupt within you. 

VaL He neuer write, but to him in perfon. 

Enter old Lady. 

King. Pray Madam rife. 


L 2 
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la^. Doe you know this old furie 1 
Alph No : what is Ihe ? 

lag. She’s the Kings nuthooke (if report has not 
a bliiler on her tongue) that when any Filberd-tree is 
ripe ; puls downe the brauefl bowes to his hand : a 
Lady Pandrefle, and (as this yeaxes Almanacke fays) has 
a priuate hot-houfe for his Grace onely to fweat in : 
her name the Lady Dildoman : the poore Knight her 
Husband is troubled with the City Gowt, lyes i’th 
Counter. 

K. He hang him that llirres in’t, the proudeH 
Fawlcon that’s pearcht vp nearefl the Eagle, if he dare, 
make this his prey, how many yeares ! 

Lad. Fifteene and vpwards if it pleafe your 
Grace. 

Kin. Some two footed Diuell in our Court, 

Would thrufl you out of all, Inclos’d ! or Common ! 
Lad. ’Tis yet inclos’d if it like your Grace. 

King. Entayl’d 1 

Lad. Newly Entayl’d, as there ’tis to be feene in 
blacke and white. 

King. This cafe my felfe will handle ; fee no 
Lawyer 

He Hand for you, ha ! Servants of mine turn’d grin- 
ders I 

To opprelTe the weake ! What flaue is’t ! from my 
fight, 

Leafl my heau’d hand fwerue awry, and Innocence 
fmite. 

Alph. This Bawd belike has her houfe pull’d 
downe. Exeunt 

King. So : come hither, nearer, where fliines this 
ftarre ? 

Lad. I’th City, brightly, fpriglitly, brauely, oh ’tis 
a Creature — 

King. Young 1 

Lad. Delicate, piercing eye, inchanting voyce, lip 
red and moyfl, skin foft and white ; flic’s amorous, 
delicious, inciferous, tender, neate. 
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King. Thou madft me, newly married 1 

Lad. New married, that's all the hole you can find 
in her coatc, but fo newly, the poefie of her wedding 
Ring is fcarce warme with the heate of her finger ; 
therefore my Lord, fallen this wagtayle, as foone as 
you can lime your bufli, for women are Venice-glaffes, 
one knocke fpoyles em. 

King. Crackt things ! pox on 'em. 

Lad. And then they'l hold no more then a Law* 
yers Confcience. 

King. How fhall I get a fight of this rich Dia- 
mond. 

Lad. I would haue you firft difguis'd goe along 
with mee, and buy fome toy in her fliop, and then if 
you like Danae fall into her lap like love^ a net of 
Goldfmiths worke will plucke vp more women at one 
draught, then a Fiflierman does Salmons at fifteene. 

King. What’s her Husband % 

Lad. A flatcap, pilh ; if he florme, giue him a 
Court-Loafe Hop’s mouth with a Monopoly. 

King. T’haH fir’d me. 

La. You know where to quench you. 

King. He fteale from Court in fome difguife pre- 
fently. 

Lad. Stand on no ground good your Highneffe. 

King. Away, He follow thee, fpeake not of had, 
Thou tyeft but wings to a fwift gray Hounds heele, 
And add’ft to a running Charriot a fiift wheele. 

Thou now doft hinder me, away, away. 


Finis Adtus primL 
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ACTVS, II 


A Jkop opened^ Enter Bilbo md Lazarillo. 

Bil. Lazarillo art bound yet ? 

Laz. No, but my Indentures are made. 

Bil Maie as much hafle to feale, as younger 
Brothers doe at taking vp of Commodities ; for Laza- 
rillo^ there’s not any Deigo that treads vpon Spanijh 
leather, goes more vpright vpon the foies of his Con- 
fcience, then our Mafler does. 

Laz, Troth fo I thinke, now I like my little fmirk- 
ing Miflris as well. 

BiL Like her, did not I like her fimply, to runne 
away from her father (where I had both men Seruants 
and maid Seruants vnder me) to weare a flat cap here 
and cry what doe you lacke. 

Enter Gallants, 

Laz, What is’t you lacke Gentlemen, rich garters, 
fpangled rofes, filke llockins, embrodered gloues or 
girdles, 

Dil, Don fweet Don^ fee here rich Tnfcan hat- 
bands, Venetian ventoyes, or Barbarian flioo-ftrings — 
no poynt Exeunt Gallants, 

Laz, Their powder is dankifli and will not take 
fire. 

Bilh, Beach that paper of gloues whac marke is’t ? 

Laz, P, and Q, 


Enter Malervento, 

Bil P, and Q, chafe thefe, chafe, chafe, here’s a 
world to make Shopkeepers chafe. 
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Laz, What is’t you buy Sir, gloues, garters, 
girdles. 

£iL Lazar ilk f LazariUo^ my old mafler Andrada 
Makvento i do you hearc fir, the befl: hangers in Spaine 
for your worfliip. 

Mai Vmh ! I hauc knownc that voycc, what I 
Run away 1 Why how now Bilbo ! growne a Shop- 
keeper 1 

Bil logging on Sir, in the old path to be calFd 
vpon to beare all offices, I hope one day. 

MaL Tis well : good fortunes bleffe you. 

BiL Turn’d Citizen fir, a Counter you fee fiill 
before me, to put me in mind of my end, and what I 
miifi. goe to, if I trufl too many with my ware, it’s 
newes to fee your worfiiip in SiuUl 

MaL ’Tis true : but Bilho^ no newes yet of my 
Daughter % 

Bil None. 

MaL Not any 1 

BiL What will your worfhip giue me, if I melt 
away all that fow of lead that lyes heauy at your 
heart, by telling you where lliee is. 

MaL Prithee ftep forth, fpeake foftly, thou 
warm’ft my blood. lie giue thee the bell fuite Pren- 
tize e’re wore. 

BiL And I can tell you Prentizes are as gallant 
now, as fome that walke with my cozen Bilbo at 
their fides, you can fcarce know ’em for Prentizes of 
SiuilL 

Mai. Fly to the marke I prithee ? 

BiL Now I draw home, doe you fee this Ihop, this 
Ihop is my Mailers. 

MaL So, fo, what of all this ? 

Bil That mailer liea with my yong millris, and 
that mifiris is your Daughter. 

MaL Ha I 

BiL Mum : file’s gone forth, this morning to a 
Wedding, he’s aboue, but (as great men haue done) 
he’s comming downe. 
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Enter Cordolente. 

MaL Is this he ? 

BiL This is he. 

Cord. Looke to the Ihop, 

MaL Pray fir a word % 

Cor. Youfhall. 

Mol. You doe not know me ? 

Cord. Trull me not well. 

MaL Too well, thou hall vndone me, 

Thou art a Ciuill Theefe with lookes demure 
As is thy habit, but a Villaines heart. 

Cor. Sir — — 

MaL Heare me lir — to rob me of that fire 
That fed my life with heate (my ojiely Child) 

Tume her into — — 

Cor. What fir ! She’s my wife. 

MaL Thy Strumpet, Ihe’s a difobedient Child, 

To crolie my purpofes ; I promis’d her 
To a man whom I had chofen to be her Husband. 
Cord. She lou’d him not ; was Ihe contradled to 
him? 

Can he lay claime to her by Law ? 

Mai. lie fweare, 

She told me I Ihould rule her, that Ihe was 
Affy’d to no other man, and that to pleafe me 
She would onely take Gazeito. 

Cord. I will forbeare Sir 
To vexe you \ what Ihe fpake fo, was for feare, 

But I ha’ done, no Begger has your child 
I craue no Dowrie with her, but your Loue, 

For hers I know I haue it, 

MaL Muft I not fee her I 

Cord. You lhall but now Ihe’s forth fir. 

MaL She has crackt my heart-llrings quite in 
funder. 

Cord. Her loue and duty lhall I hope knit all 
more llrongly 

Sir I befeech your patience, when my bofome 
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Is layd all open to you, you lhall find 
An honeft heart there, and you will be glad 
You h'a met the Thecfc that rob^d you, and forgiue 
him, 

I am ingag^l to bufincffe craues feme fpeed, 

Pleafe you be witneffc to it 
MaL Well I fiiall, 

Parents with milke feed Children, they them with gall. 

Exeunt 

Bit As kind an old man LazarUlo^ as euer drunk 
mull’d Sack. 

Laz. So it feemes, for I faw him weepe like a Cut 
Vine. 

Bit Weepe; I warrant that was becaufe hee 
could not find in’s heart to haue my Mafler by 
th’eares. 


Enter Tormiella. 

Laz. My Mifiris* 

Bit Chafe chafe* 

Tor. Where’s your mailer. 

Bit Newly gone forth forfooth. 

Tor. Whether, with whom ? 

Bit With my old Mafter your Father. 

Tor. Ha I my Father 1 when came he ! who was 
with him % 

What faid he, how did my Hufband vfe him ? 

Bit: As Officers at Couit vfe Citizens that come 
without their Wiues, fcarce made him drinke, but they 
are gone very louingly together. 

Torm* That’s well, my heart has fo ak’t fmee I 
went forth, I am glad I was out of the peales of 
Thunder, askt hee not for mee, was Gazette with him, 
Luke was not hee with him hal 
BU. No onely the old man. 

Tor. That’s well, reach my workebasket, is the 
imbrodered Muffe perfum’d for the Lady f 
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Bilbo. Yes forfoolh, Ihe neuer put her hand into 
a fweeter thing. 

Are you fure Gazette was not with my 

Father ? 

BiL Vnlefle he wore the invifible cloake. 

Tor. Bleiffe me from that dileafe and I care not, 
one fit of him would foone fend me to my graue ; my 
hart fo throbs % 

Enter Gazetto and Officers. 

Laz. What is’t you lacke. 

BiL Fine Garters, Clones, Glaffes, Girdles what is't 
you buy. 

Gaz. I haue a warrant you fee from the King to 
fearch all Siuell for the woman that did this murther, 
the adl of which has made me mad, mifle no ihop, let 
me haue that, which I can buy in fome Country for 
feuen groates luflice ! 

Off. Your fearching houfe by houfe this is fo fpread 
abroad that ’tis as bad as a fcarcrow to fright away 
the bird you feeke to Catch, me thinks if you walke 
foberly alone, from Ihop to fiiop your bat fowling 
would catch more wagtailes. 

Gaz. Well Ihot Sagitarius^ He nock as thou bidll 
mee. 

Offi. What thinke you of yonder parrot i’th Cage. 

Gaz. A rope — ha — puffe — is the wind with mee. 

Tor. What flares the man at fo. 

Offi. His wits are reeld a little out of the road way 
nothing elfe. 

BiL Alas millris, this world is able to make any 
man mad. 

Gaz. Ha ha ha ha. 

Offi. What doe you laugh at, is this Ihee. 

Gaz. No, but I faw a done % by that had eaten 
Carrion it ihewd like a corrupted Churchman fare- 
well. 
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OfL Doe you difcharge vs then* Exeunt Officers. 
Gaz, As haile fliot at a dunghill where Crowes are. 
Thwart mine; thankes vengeance; thou at laft art 
come, 

(Tho with wolly feet) be quick now and ftrike home. 

Exit 


Enter King and Lady, 

Laz, What is’t you lacke. 

Bit What is^t you buy. 

Lady, That’s fliee. 

King, Peace ; Madam lets tiy here. 

Bit What is’t you lack fir I 

King. A gloue with an excellent perfume. 

Bit For your felfe fir 1 

King, I would fit my felfe fir, but I am now for a 
woman : a pritty little hand, the richefl you haue. 

Lad, About the bignefie of this gentlewomans will 
feme. 

Kmg, Yes faith Madam, at all adventures lie make 
this my meafure, fliall I miflrifie 1 

Tor, As you plcafe fir. 

Kin, It pleafes mee well. 

Bit Then fir go no farder, heer’s the fairefi in all 
SfainCy fellow it and take mine for a dogskin. 

LOf Pray forfooth draw it on, if it fit you it fits the 
party furely. 

Bit Nay Madam, the gloue is moft genuine for any 
young Ladies hand vnder the Coape, I afiure you. 

King. 1 but the Leather. 

Bit Nay, the Leather is alFable and apt to bee 
drawn to any generous difpofition. 

Kin, Pray (faire Lady) does it not come on too 
ftiffe? 

Tor.k No fir very gently. 

Bit Stiife ; as prolixious as you pleafe : nay fir 
the fent is Aromaticall and moll odorous, the muske 
vpon my word Sir iS' perfedl Catkayne^ a Tumbafine 
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odor vpon my credit, not a graine either of your Sal- 
mindy Caram or Cubit musk. 

King. Adulterated I doubt 

BiL No adultery in the world in’t, no fophiflicalion 
but pure as it comes from the cod. 

Tor, Open more, you fhall haue what choyce you 
pleafe. 

BiL You fhall haue all the ware open’d i’th fhop 
to pleafe your worfhip, but you fhall bee fitted. 

King, No no, it needs not ; that which is open’d 
already fhall ferve my tume. 

Lady. Will you goe farther fonne and fee better. 

King, And perhaps fpeed woife : no : your price ? 

BiL Foure double Piflolets. 

King, How ! 

BiL Good ware cannot be too deare : looke vpon 
the cofl, Relifh the fent, note the workemanflaip. 

King, Your man is too hard, He rather deale with 
you : three He giue you. 

Lad, Com pray take it, will three fetch ’em ? 

Tor, Indeed we cannot, it Hands my Husband in 
more. 

King, Well lay thefe by, a Cordouant for my 
felfe. 

BiL The befl in Siuell ; Lacke you no rich 
Tuskan Garters, Venetian ventoyes Madam, I haue 
maskes mofl methodicall, and facetious : afiay this 
gloue fir ? 

King. The Leather is too rough. 

BiL You fhall haue a fine fmooth skin pleafe your 
feeling better, but all our SLaniJhDons choofe that 
which is mofl rough, for it holds out, fweat you neuer 
fo hard. 

King, The price 1 

BiL The price I 

Foure Crownes, I haue excellent Hungarian fhag 
bands Madam for Ladies, cut out of the fame peece 
that the great Turkes Tolibant was made o£ 

Aing, The Great Turke be damp’d. 
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BIL Doe you want any French Codpeece points 
Sir? ^ 

King. Poxe on ^cm, theyl not laH, th'are burnt 
fth (lying. 

BlL If they be blacke they are rotten indeed, fir 
doe you want no rich fpangled Morifco flioo-llrings. 

King. I like this beard-bruth, but that the haire’s 
too ftiSe. 

BiL Flexable as you can with, the very briftles of 
the fame fwine that are fattened in Virginia. 

Lad. What comes all to, before vs ? 

BiL It comes to 4. 5. 6. in all, fixe double Pillo- 
lets, and a SLaniJh Ducket ouer. 

King. Too deare, let's goe. 

BiL Madam, worMpfull Don^ pray hr offer, if any 
fliop flicw you the like ware. 

Lad. Prithee peace fellow, how d'ee like her ? 

Klfig. Rarely, what lure canfl thou call to fetch 
her off? 

Lad. T-eaue that to me, giue me your purfe. 

BiL Doe you heare Madam ! 

King. The fatall Ball is call, and though it fires 
All Spaine^ burne let it, hot as my defires : 

Haue you difpatch'd ? 

La. Yes. 

BiL I affure your worihip, my mailer will be a 
loofer by you. 

King. It may be fo> but your Millris will not fay 
fo. 

Lad. Sonne I tell her of the rich imbrodered 
Iluffe at home for the tops of gloues, and to make mee 
muffes, if it pleafe the Gentlewoman to take her naan 
along, fliee lliall not onely fee them, but^ certaine 
flones, which I will haue fet onely in one paire, I 
tell you, you may fo deale with me, you 'lhall gaine 
more then you thinke of. 

BiL Millris llrike in with hen 

Tor. My Husband is from home, and I want skill 
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To trade in fuch Commodities, but my man 
Shall wait vpon your Ladilhip. 

Lad. Nay, nay, come you, 

Your man fhall goe along to note my Houfe, 

To fetch your Husband, you lhall dine with vs. 

King. Faith doe forfooth, youl not repent your 
match. 

Lad. Come, come you flialL 
Tor. He wait vpon you Madam, Sirrah your 
cloake. 

Bil. Make vp that ware, looke to th’ Ihop. 

Torm. If your Mailer come in, requell him to 
Hay till your fellow come for him. 

Lad. Come Miftris, on Sonne, nay, nay, indeed 
you lhall not, 

My Gloue, one of my gloues loH in your lliop. 

Torm. Runne backe firrah. 

King. Doe weell foftly afore. 

Tor. Make halle. ExmnU 

Laz. A Gloue 1 I faw none. 

Bil Nor I, it drop’d from her feme where elfe 
then. 

Lax. I am calFd vp to Dinner Bilho. 

Bil. Are you, then make fall the Ihop doore, and 
play out our fet at Maw, for the Millris of my Mafters 
alley is trundled before, and my bowles mull rub 
after, 

Laz. Fiye then and a great one. Exit 

Bit She’s out a'th Alley, i’th Cranck belike, run, 
run, rum. Ex. 


Enter Lady^ Tormiella^ and King. 

Lad. Low llooles, pray fit, my man lhall fetch the 
flulfes 

And after Dinner you lhall haiie thofe Hones : 

A cup of wine ^ what drinke you 1 Loue you ballard I 
lie giue you the beft in Spaine. 
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Tor. No wines at all 

Zad. Haue yon becnc married long 1 

Torn. Not long* 

Lad. I Ihinke your wedding Oiooes haue not beene 
oft vntykl 

Torm. Some tlmce times. 

Lad. Pretty Soule ; No more ! indeed 
You are the youngefl Vine I eVe faw planted, 

So full of hope for bearing 5 methinks ^tis pitty 
A Citizen Ihould haue fo faire a Tree 
Grow in his Garden. ^ 

Torm. I thinke him befl worthy, 

To plucke the fruit, that fets it. 

Lad. Oh you’d h’a flion 
At Court like a full Conftellation, 

Your Eyes are orbes of Starres. 

Tor. Mufe my man ftayes. 

La. Your man is come, and fent to fetch your 
Husband, 

Trull me you lliall not hence, till you haue hlFd 
This banqueting roome with fomc fweet thing or 
other : 

Your Husband’s wonderous kind to you. 

Tor. As the Sunne 

To the new married Spring, the Spring to th’ Earth. 
iMd. Some children looke moft fweetly at their 
birth, 

That after proue hard fauoPd; and fo doe Hus* 
bands ; 

Your honey Moones fooneft waine and drew fhaipe 
homes. 

Tor. Mine ftiall fliew none. 

JLad. I doe not wiOi it fhould, 

Yet be not too much kept vnder, for when you would 
You fliall not rife. 

Ton VmhI 

Lad. I was once as you are, 

Young (and perhaps as faire) it was my Fate 
Whilll Summer Med and that beauty rear’d 
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Her cullers in my cheekes, to ferue at Court : 

The King of Spaine that then was, ey^ me oft : 

Lik’t me, and lou*d me, woo’d me, at lall won me. 

Tor, ’Twas well you were no City. 

Zad, Wliyl 
Tor. It feemes, 

You yeelded e’re you needed. 

Lad, Nay, you mull thinke, 

He ply’d me with fierce batteries and afiaults : 

You are coy now, but (alas) how could you fight 
With a Kings frownes % your womanifh appetite 
Wer’t ne’re fo dead and cold would foone take fire 
At honors, (all women would be lifted higher) 

Would you not fioope to take it, and thrull your 
hand 

Deepe as a King’s in Treafure, to haue Lords 
Feare you, t’haue life or death fly from your words. 
The firfl night that I lay in’s Princely armes, 

I feem’d transform’d, me thought loues owne right 
hand. 

Had fnatcht mee vp and in his flarry fpheare. 

Plac’d me (with others of his Lemmans there) 

Yet was he but the fhaddow I the funne. 

In a proud zodiake, I my Courfe did runne. 

Mine eye beames the dyals flile ; and had power 
To rule his thoughts, as that Commands the hower. 
Oh you fhall find vpon a Princes pillow 
Such golden dreames. 

Tor, I find ’em. 

Lad, Cry you mercy. 

Tor, My husband comes not, I dare not flay. 

Lad, You mufl. 

King, You fhalL 
Lad. Before you lyes your way 
Beaten out by mee, if you can follow doe. 

Tor, What meanes this, are there bawds Ladies 
too ? 

King, Why fliake you, feare not, none here threats 
your life. 



Matxh me in London, i6i 

Ton Shall not a lambc tremble at the butchers 
knife* 

Let goe your hohl, kccpe off, what violent hands 
Socucr force incc, ne’re fliall touch woman more, 
lie kill ten Monarches ere lie bee ones wliore. 

King, Heare mec* 

Ton Avoyd thou diuell. 

Lad, Thou puritan foole. 

Tor, Oh thou bafe Otter hound, help, help. 

King, In vaine. 

Ton The bell in Spaine fliall know this. 

Lad. The bell now knowes it 
Tor. Good pitch let mee not touch thee, Spaine 
has a King ; 

If from his royall throne luflice bee driuen, 

I fliall find right, at the Kings hands of Heauen. 

Lad. This is the King. 

Tor. The King, alas poorc flaue. f 
A Rauen fluckc with Swannes feathers, fcarcrow drefl 
braue. 

King. Doe you not know me t 
Torm. Yes, for a whore-mafler. 

Lad. No matter for her fcoulding, a womans 
tongue Is like the myraculous Bell in Aragon, which 
rings out without the helpe of man. 

King. Heare me, thou flriu’fl with Thunder, yet 
this hand 

That can fhake Kingdomes downe, thrufls into thine, 
The Scepters, if proud fall, thou lefft them fall 
Thou beaf ft thy felfe in peeces on a rocke 
That fliall for euer mine thee and thine 
Thy Husband, and all oppofites that dare 
With vs to cope, it fhall not ferue your turne 
With your dim eyes to iudge our beames, the light 
Of Common fires, We can before thy fight 
Shine in full fplendor, though it fuites vs now 
To fuffer this bafe cloud to maske our brow 
Be wife, and When thou mayfl (for lifting vp 
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Thine arme) plucke Starres, refufe them not, I 
fweare 

By heauen I will not force thee ^gainfl thy blood, 
VVhen I fend, come : if not, withfland thy good ; 

Goe, get you home now, this is all, farewell. 

Tor. Oh me I what way to heauen can be through 
hell. Exit. 

King. Why diue you fo 1 
Lad. I hope your Maielly, 

Dare fweare I ha play’d the Pylot cunningly. 

Fetching the wind about to make this Pinnace 
Strike Sayle as you defir’d. 

King. Th’art a damn’d Bawd : 

A foaking, fodden, fplay-foot, ill-fac’d Bawd ; 

Not all the wits of Kingdomes can enadl 
To faue what by fuch Gulphes as thou art wrack’d, 
Thou horie wickedneffe, Diuels dam, do’ll thou 
thinke 

Thy poyfons rotten breath fliall blafl our fame. 

Or thofe furr’d gummes of thine gnaw a King’s 
name 1 

If thou wouldfl downe before thy time, to thy crew, 
Prate of this — ^yes ; doe, for gold, any flaue 
May gorge himfelfe on fweetes, Kings cannot haue 
By helpe of fuch a hag as thou, I would not 
Diflionour her for an Empire, from my fight. 

La. Well fir. 

King. Giue o’re your Trade. 

Lad. He change my Coppy. 

King. See you doe. 

Lad. I will turne ouer a new leafe. 

King. We fearch for Serpents, but being found de- 
llroy them, 

Men drinke not poyfons, though they oft imploy 
them. Exit 

Lad. Giue o’re 1 how Hue then ! no, He keepe that 
Hill 

If Courtiers will not, I’me fare Citizens will Exit 
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Enter Torniklla and Gazetto, 

Gaz. Speakc with you. 

Tothl Ma ! good fellow keepe thy way. 

Gaz, y’are a whore. 

Term. Thwart a bafe Knaue, not the llreets free 1 

Exit. 

Gaz. Though dead, from vengeance earth thee 
fliall not faue, 

Hymna like, He eate into thy Graue. Exit 

Enter Cordotente, and Male^mto. 

Cord. I dare now bellow on you a free, 

And hearty welcome to my poore houfe : 

MaL Thankes Sonne : 

Good Ayre, very good Ayre, and Sonne I thinke. 

You hand well too for trading. 

Cord. Very well hr. 

MaL I am glad on’t. 

Efiter Lazarillo. 

Cord. Sirrah whereas your Mihris ? 

MaL I, I, good youth call her, 

She playes the Tortoyes now, you fliall ’twixt her and 
me, 

See a rare Combat ; tell her here’s her Father, 

No, an old fwaggering Fencer, dares her at the 
weapon, 

Which women put downe men at, Scoulding 1 boy 
I will fo chide her Sonne. 

Cord. Pray doe Sir, goe call her ? 

Laz. She’s forth Sir with my fellow, a Lady tooke 
her along. 

MaL Taken vp already, it’s well, yet I commend 
her 

She flyes with birds that are of better wing 

^ M 2 
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Then tliofe flie fpreads her felfe. 

Cord, Right Sir. 
liai. Nay (he^s wife 

A fubtill Ape, but louing as the Moone, is to the 
Sea. 

Cord, I hope fhel prone more conflant : 

MaL Then is the needle to the Adamant, 

The God of gold powre downe on both your heads 
His comfortable Ihowers. 

Cord, Thankes to your wifhes. 

MaL May neuer gall be fill’d into your Cup, 

Nor wormewood ftrew your Pillow ; fo Hue, fo loue, 
That none may fay, a Rauen does kiffe a Doue, 

I am forry that I curft you, but the firing 
Sounds as ’tis play’d on, as ’tis fet we fing. 

Enter Bilbo, 

Cord, Where’s thy Miflreffe % 

MaL Oh-pray Sonne, vfe Bilbo Caueare well. 
Where’s thy Miflreffe 1 
BzL She’s departed Sir. 

Cord, Departed 1 whether prithee ! 

BiL It may to a Lord, for a Lady had her away, 
I came backe to fetch a Gloue which dropt from the 
Lady, but before I could ouertake them, they were all 
dropt from me ; ray Miflris is to me Sir, the needle in 
the bottle you wot where. 

MaL Of hay thou mean’ll, fiie’l not be loft I war- 
rant. 


Enter Tormiella^ and j^affes ouer the Stage, 

Cord, Here fhe comes now fir, 

Tormiella, call hen 

Bi'L What fhall I call her ? Exit, 

MaL Nothing by no meanes 
No let her flutter, now fhe’s fail i’th net, 

On difobedience, a gracefull fhame is fet. 
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Cord. A flraDge dead palfie, when a womans 
tongue 

Has not the power to flirre, dumb 1 call her I fay 1 
Enter Bilbo. 

BiL Strange newes Sir I 
Cord. What is^t % 

BiL Yonders a Coach full of good faces. 

Cord. That fo ilrange ? 

BU. Yes to alight at our Gate ; They are all cora- 
ming vp as boldly, as if they were Landlords and came 
for Rent, fee elfe. 

Enter Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. 

I. Gent. The woman of the Houfe fir pray ? 

Cor. She’s in her Chamber, firrah fliew the way. 

Exeunt nianet Gentlemen and walke. 
Mai. Doe you know thefe ! 

Co7^d. Troth not I fir, Tme amaz’d 
At this their flrange ariualL 
Mai. By their flarcht faces, 

Small fliancks, and blifted flioo-knobs, they fliould be 
Courtiers. 

Cord. Our Spanijh Mercers fay, th’are the brauell 
fellowes. 

Mai For braue men, th’are no leffe i’th Taylors 
bookes, 

Courtiers in Citizens Houfes, are Summer fires, 

May well be fpar’d, and being cleane out are befl 
They doe the houfe no good, but helpe confume 
They bume the wood vp, and o’re-heat the roome, 
Sweetening onely th’ayre a little, that’s all, 

Play the right Citizen then, whil’ft you gaine by 
them, 

Hug ’em, if they plucke your feathers, come not nigh 
them. 

Cord. lie clofe with them. 
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Mai Doe. 

Cord, Welcome Gentlemen. 

Onm, Thanks. 

Cord, Pray hr what Ladies may thefc be with my 
Wife? 

1. Gent Faith fir if they would call themfelves 
away vpon Knights, they may be Knights Ladies, but 
are onely Gentlewomen of an exceeding fweet carriage 
and falhion, and ’tis fo Sir, that your wines doings 
being bruited and fpread at3road to be rare for her 
handling the Spanidi needle, thefe beauties are come 
onely to haue your wife pricke out a thing, which 
mufl be done out of hand, that’s the whole bufmelle 
Sir. 

Cord, In good time Sir. 

Mai Of Court I pray Sir are you ? 

2 . Gent, Yes Sir, we follow the Court now and 
then, as others follow vs. 

Cord. He meanes thofe they owe money too. 

MaL Pray Sir wliat newes at Court % 

I. Gent, Faith Sir the old hale newes, black lackes 
are fill’d and handing Cups emptyed. 

MaL I fee then lacks are faweie in euery corner, 
I haue giuen it him vnder the lih of the eare. 

Cord, ’Twas foundly, you fee he’s hrucke dead. 
MaL Dauncing Baboone 1 

Enter Tormiella maslid^ and in other Garments^ the 
Gentlewomen with her, and Gentlemen leading her 
away. 

Torn, Farewell. 

Omn, To Coach, away. 

I. Gent, The Welch Embahador, has a Meffage to 
you fir. 

2 Gent, Hee will bee with you fhortly, when the 
Moones Hornes are i’th full. Exeunt, 

MaL What’s that they talke I 
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Cord. Nothing but this, they haue giuen it me 
foundly, I feele it vndcr the lifts of both eares, whereas 
my wife ! 


Enter Bilbo, 

Bit She’s falne ftcke fir. 

Cord. The Night-mare rides her. 

Mat. Ha ! ficke ! how ficke ! 

BiL Of the falling ftckneffe ; you and my Mafter 
haue vs’d her to runne away, that fhe has Ihew’d you 
another light paire of heeles, ftie’s gon Sir. 

Cord. Thou lyeft, 

Bil. It may be file lyes by this time, but I ftand 
to my words, I fay agen She’s gon fir ; caft your Cap 
at her, but file’s gon hurried into a Coach drawne with 
foure Horfes. 

Cord. Tliefe her oathes, vowes, proteftations, 
damnations, a Serpent kift the firft woman ; and euer 
fmce the whole fexe haue giuen fucke to Adders. 

Mat. Run into Ilf Street, and if thou feeft the 
priuileg’d Bawdy houfc fiie went into, 

Bil That runs on four wheeles, the Caroach fir. 

Cor. Cry to the whole City to flop her. 

Bit. I will fir, ’tis euery mans cafe i’th City, to 
haue his wife ftop’d. Exit. 

Med. Well ; what wilt thou fay, if this be a plot, 
Of merriment betwixt thy wife and them, 

For them to come thus, and difguife her thus, 

Thus whorry her away to fome by-Towne, 

But foure or fine miles diftance from the City, 

Then muft we hunt on Horfebacke, find our game 
See and not know her in this ftrange difguife, 

But the jeft fmelt out, fhowts, and plandities 
Muft ring about the Table where fhe fits, 

Then you kiffing her, I muft applaud their wits. 

Cor. Well, I will once be gull’d in this your 
Comedy, 

A while lie play the Wittall, I will winck Sir. 
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One Bird you fee is flowne out of the nefl, 

Mai What Bird ! 

Cord A wagtaile, after, flye all the refl. 

Mai Come then. Exeunt 


Finis Atius fecundi. 


ACTVS, III. 


Enter lohuy a Dodior, and Pacheco. 

loh. Pacheco. 

Pack. My Lord. 

loh. It fliall be fo, to the King prefently 
See my Caroach be ready, furnifli me 
To goe to Court fir. 

Pack. Well Sir. , Exit. 

Do. Why my Lord ? 

loh. What fayll thou % 

Do. You will oiierthrow the flate 
Of that deare health which fo much coil and time 
Haue beene a building vp, your pores lying open 
Colds, Agues, and all enemies to pure bloods 
Wil enter and deflroy life. 

Enter Pacheco, with Cloake and Rapier. 

loh. I will to Court. 

Do. Pray my Lord flirre not forth. 

loh. Lay downe, begon. Exit Pacheco. 

Do. The Ayre will pierce you 

John. I ha tooke cold already. 

Do. When fir? 
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lok When you coimcelFd me to ride my horfe. 
Do, Nay that was well, how llept you the next 
night 1 

lok. Not a winck. 

Do&, All the better. 

Io?L But i’th next morning, 

I could not in a Ruffian ftoue fweat more 
Then I did in my Bed. 

Doii. Marry I’me glad offit 
loh. And had no clothes vpon me. 

Do&. Still the better. 

loh. My bones Sir payM for all this, and yet you 
cry, ftill the better : when you ha’ purg’d your pockets 
full of gold out of a Patient, and then nayl’d him in’s 
Coffin, you cry then ftill the better too, a man were 
better to lye vncler the hands of a Hangman, than one 
of your rubarbatiuc faces ; firrlia Doc^tor, I doe not 
thinke but I haue bcenc well, all this time I haue 
beene Sicke ? 

DoBor. Oh my good Lord. 
loh. Oh good Mafter Dodlor, come no more of 
this, I haue another Diaphragma for you to tickle, 
you miniller poyfon imfome Medicines, doe you notl 
Do^, Yes my good Lord, in Purgatiue and Ex- 
pulfme. 

loh. So, fo, breake not my head with your hard 
words, you can for a need poyfon a Great man % 

Doil. Your Lordffiip’s merry. 
loh. Right Sir, but I mull haue it done in fad- 
nelTe, ’tis your Trade Matter Do6lor to fend men 
packing : harke you, ’tis no leffe Bug-beare then Don 
Valafco ! 

Do. The Admirall of Cajlik 1 
loh. Him you muft fmcke. 

Do. ’Tis my certaine death to doe it. 
toh. And thy certaine death to deny it, if you will 
not ffiew him a call of your Office, He be fo bold, as 
bellow this vpon you of mine, I am fliarpe fet, will 
you doe it ? 
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Do, I will by thefe two hands. 
lah. When? 

Do, When you pleafe. 
loh. This day % 

Do, This hower. 
loh. And make him fail. 

Do, Fail. 

loh. For fpeaking. 

Do, For fpeaking. 
loh Why then good Dodlor rife 
To honour by it, be fecret and be wife. 

Enter Pacheco. 

Pa. The Admirall is come my Lord. 
loh Away with thefe, fliow him the way in, 
Dodlor. 

Do. Oh my Lord ! 

Enter Valafco. 
loh If you faile. 

VaL All health to your good Lordlliip, I wiih 
that, 

Which mofl I thinke you want 
loh Thankes my good Lord, 

Dodlor difpatch, take heed your Compofitions, 

Hit as I told you. 

Do. Oh my Lord, I am beaten to thefe things. 

Exit 

loh Goe then, this vifitation of your Lordfhip, 

I take mofl kindly. 

VaL Two maine wheeles my Lord, 

Haue hither brought mee, on the Kings Command, 
Toother my lone, with a defire to know 
Why I mong’fl all the trees that fpread ifh Court 
Should ilill be fmote with lightening from your eye ; 
Yours onely dangerous Arrowes fhootes at mee : 

You haue the Courtiers dialedl right, your tongue 
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Walkcs ten miles from your heart, when lafl you 
faw me, 

Doe you remember how you threaten'd ; as for you 
Sir — - 

loh, Thefe notes are flrangc. 

VaL Oh my good Lord, be my good Lord, I 
read 

Harfh Ledlures in your face, but meet no Comment 
That can diffolue the riddle, vnleffe it be 
Out of that noble fafliion that great men 
Mufl trip fome heeles vp, tho they ftand as low 
As Vintners when they coniure, onely to fliew 
Their skill in wraflling, 'tis not well to llrike 
A man whofe hands are bound, like fliould chufe 
' like. 

loh, I flrike you not, nor flriue to giue you falls, 
Tis your owne guilt afllidls you, if to the King 
The fong I fet of you, did to your eare 
Vnmufically found, 'twas not in hate 
To you, but in defire to giue the date 
True knowledge of my innocence, be fare a bird, 
Chanted that tune to mce, that onely you 
Incens’d the King that I lliould fell him. 

Val Vmh 1 

loh. Doe you thinke I lye % 

Val I doe beleeue your Lordlhip. 
lo/i, 'Twas a man mod neare you. 

Vain A bofome villaine ! 

loA For you rauft think that all that bow, {land 
bare 

And giue Court Cakebread to you, loue you not. 

Val True loue my Lord at Court, is hardly got 
loh. If I can friend you, vfe me. 

Val Humble thankes. 

lok Oh my good Lord, times filuer foretop {lands 
On end before you, but you put it by. 

Catch it, 'tis yours, fcap’d neuer yours, youir fhoulders 
Beare the Weale-publique vp, but they thould beare, 
Like Pillars to be flrong themfelues : would I 
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Want Ml at Sea, or golden lliowers at Court 
I’de goe awry fometimes, wer’t but for fport. 

Val Say you fo ! 

lo. Sell lullice and Ihe’l by you Lordfhipsj 
death her 

(As Citizens doe their wiues) beyond their worth 
Shell make you fell your Lordfhips and your plate. 
No wife man will for nothing feme a flate, 

Remember this, your Daughter is the Queene 
Braue phrafe to fay my Sonne in Law the King, 
WhiFft fweet fhowers fall, and Smine-fhine, mak^e your 
Spring. 

VaL You looke not out I fee, nor heare the 
ftormes 

Which late haue Ihooke the Court. 
loll. Not I ! what flormes ! 

Val You in your Cabbin know nothing there^s a 
Pinnace 

(Was mann’d out firfl by th’ City,) is come to th^ 
Court, 

New rigg’d, a very painted Gaily foifl, 

And yet our Spafiijh Caruils, the Armada 
Of our great veffels dare not flirre for her. 
loll. What Pinnace meane you ] 

Val From his lawfull pillow, 

The Edng has tane a Citizens wife. 
loh. For what ? 

Val What fliould men doe with Citizens wiues at 
Court? 

All will be naught, poore Queene lis Ihe fmarts for’t. 
loh. Now lis your time to Hrike. 

Val He does her wrong, 

And I fliall tell him foundly. 
loh. Tell him ! 

VaL He pay it home. 

loh. Were you fome Father in Law now. 

Val, What lyes heere, 

Lyes here, and none fhall know it 
loh. How eafie were it, 
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For you to fet this warping Kingdome Hraight % 

VaL The peoples hearts are full, 
lok. And weed the State. 

Val Too full of weeds already. 
loh. And to take all, 

Into your owne hands. 

VaL I could foone doo’t 
loL Then doo’t 
VaL Doe what 1 mifprize me not, pray good my 
Lord, 

Nor let thefe foolifh words we thoot i’th Ayre, 

Fall on our heads and wound vs : to take all 
Into mine owne hands, this I meane. 
lok. Come on. 

Vai. Boldly and honellly to chide the Kine:. 
loL Vmh. 

l^aL Take his minx vp fliort 
lok Take her vp ! 

VaL Roundly, to rate, her Wittall husband : to 
flirre vp 

lok The people, fince mens wiues are common 
Cafes. 

Val You hcare not me fay fo. 

lok To force this Tyrant to mend or end. 

Val Good day to your Lordfliip. 

lok Shoot off the Peece you haue charg’d. 

Val No, it recoyles. 

lok You and I fhall fall to cutting throates. 

Val Why! 

lok If euer you fpeake of this. 

Val If we cut one another throates, I fhall neuer 
Speake of this : fare your Lordfhip well. 

Aiphonfo de Gramada. 

Enter Aiphonfo. 

Alpk Good health to both your Lordfhips. 

Jok Thankes good Aiphonfo^ uay pray flay. 

Val Where hafl thou beene Aiphonfo 1 
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AlpJu In the Marqueffe of Villa Nona del Rios^ 
Garden 

Where I gathered thefe Grapes. 

VaL And th^are the faireft Grapes I eiier toucht. 
loh. Troth fo they are ; plump Bacchus cheekes 
were neuer 

So round and red, the very God of Wine. 

Swels in this bunch, Lyceus fet this Vine. 

Val, I haue not feene a lonelier. 

Alph, ’Tis your Lordihips, if you vouchfafe to 
take it. 

VaL Oh I fhall rob you, of too much fweetneffe. 
Alph. No my Lord. 

VaL I thanke you. 

Alph, Make bold to fee your honour. 
lok. Good Alphonfo. 

Alph. And (loath to be too troublefome) take my 
leaue : 

loh. My duty to the King. 

VaL Farewell good Alphonfo. Exit 

loh. How doe you like your Grapes % 

VaL Moll delicate, talle ’em : 

Is it not flrange, that on a branch fo faire, 

Should grow fo foule a fruit, as Drunkards are ? 

loh. Thefe are the bullets that make Cities reele, 
More then the Cannon can. 

VaL This luice infus’d 
In man, makes him a beail, good things abus’d, 
Conuert to poyfon thus ; how now ! 
loh, I’me dizzie 

Oh ! does not all the houfe run round on wheeles ! 
Doe not the Polls goe round ! my Lord tiiis fellow^ 
Loues you I hope 1 

VaL lie pawne my life he does. 
lo. Would all we both are worth, were laid to 
pawne 

To a Breaker that’s vndamn’d for halfe a dram 
For halfe a fcruple, — oh we are poyfon’d. 

VaL Ha 1 
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Joh, What doe you feele ? 

Val A gkldyncffe too me thinkes. 
lok Without there, call the Dodlor (flauc) 

Enter Pacheco. 

Pack. He's here Sir. 

Efiter Doctor, 

loh. Oh Dodor now or neuer ^giue him his 

lafl, 

We are poyfon'd both. Exit Potior, 

Val I thinke our banes are ask’d. 
loh. Hee’l bring that fliall forbid it, call him (vil- 
laine.) 

Pa, Well Sir I will call him villa ine. Exit, 

Val All thriues not well within me : On my 
foule 

T’is but Conceipt, I’me hurt with feare, Eon lohn^ 

Is my Clofe mortall enemy, and perhaps 
Vnder the Cullor I am poyfon’d, fends 
To pay me foundly I to preuent the worft, 

Preferuatiue or poyfon, he drinkes firfl. 

Enter Potior. 

Toh, Giue it him. 

Va. No begin. 

Jok, What is’t I 
Po, Cordiall. 

loh. The Dodlor fliall begin, quickly, fo heere, 
Halfe this to both our deathes if t come too late. 

Val I pledge them both, death is a common 
fate. 

loh. Shift hands, is’t mortall ! 

Po, It ftrikes fure. 
loh. Let it runne. 
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Va. ’Tis downe. 

loh. I’me gladj thy life’s not a fpan long. 

How is’t 1 
Va. Worfe, 

Ml. Better, I doe feare this phyfick 
Like pardons for men hang’d is brought too late. 

Do. Hee’s gone. 
loh. Who’s without ! 

Do. Some of his men attending with his Caroach. 
lok. Take helpe ; bpllow the body in’t, convey it, 
To his owne houfe and there fir, fee you fweare, 

You faw him in your prefence fall dead heere. 

Do. This I can fafely fweare. 
loh. Helpe then, away, 

Thou art next, for none mull Hue that can betray. 

Exeunt. 

Flourijh. Enter Mug, Queene, TormicUa^ Ladies^ lagOf 
MartiueSy Fuentes^ and Alphonfo. 

King. So fweetneffe, He now walke no longer with 
you. 

Qu. Are you weary of my Company ! 

Kmg. Neuer ihall : 

Prithee keepe thy Chamber a while, the Ayre bites. 

Qu. ’Tis becaufe the Sunne ihines not fo hot as ’t 
had wont. 

King. There’s fome Cloud betweene then. 

Qu. Yes, and a horrible foule one. 

King. I fee none but faire ones. 

Qu. No 1 Looke yonder, it comes from the City. 
King. Let it come, by thefe Bofes I am angry that 
you let me not go. 

Qu. Nay look you, your Grace takes all from me 
too ; pray Sir giue me my rofes, your Highneffe is 
too couetous. 

King. I muft of neceffitie haue one. 

Qu. You Ihall, fo you take it of my choofmg. 
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King* I will, fo you choofe that which I like. 

Qi{* Which will you haue, the bud, or that which 
is blown ? 

King, The bud fare, I loue no blownc ware. 

Qjl Take your bud then. 

Offers io go^ and ihrowes it downe* 

King, Doe you hcare ? are you angry ? 

Qil No, you are jealous, you are fo loath to haue 
me out of your fight, you need not, for I keepe the 
fafhioD of the Kings of CMna, who neuer walke 
abroad, but befides their Attendants, haue hue or fixe 
as richly attired as themfelues, to cut off treafon. 

Kin, So. 

<2. Here be others in the Troupe will bee taken 
for Queenes fooner then I. 

Kin, You are vext, I haue prefer’d a creature to 
you. 

Qu, Who dares checke the Sunne, if he make a 
{linking weed grow clofe to a bed of Violets ? vext 1 
not I, and yet me thinkes you might giue me leaue to 
chufe mine owne women, as well as you doe your 
men, I commend no man to you, for lifting joyne- 
flooles to be one of your guard. 

King, Your Muffe. 

Qu, Take it good wife. 

King, You will make me angry: good wife! fo, 
take it 

Qu, Now I hope youl take it, you need not 
fcorne a Queenes leauings, for a Queene has had 
yours. 

King. What! 

Qu. You fee ; does your Maieflie frowne becaufe 
I take it from her 

Come hither, put your hand here ? fo, well met, 

All friends now, yet the ty'd neuer fo fall, 

Being a bow knot, it flips it felfe at lafL 

Eoceuni Queene^ Tormkl. Ladies and Mart, 

K. Is’t fol weft thou a Diamond worth the 
world, 
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And ne’re fo hard, yet thine owne Dufl fliall cut thee : 
Goe call that Lady backe. 

AI^Jl Which ? 

King. Tormiella^ 

No doe not ! ’Tis a Cocke the Lyon can fright, 

The Hen do’fl now, the Cafe is iter'd quite. 

Enter Dofhr. 

Do* Your gracious pardon to call backe a life 
Thaf s halfe loft with defpaire. 

King. What haft thou done ? 

Do. Poyfon’d a man. 

King. Whom haft thou poyfon’d ? 

Do. The Queenes Father in Law. 

King. Would it had beene the Daughter, thou 
flialt feele : 

A double death, one heere, and one in Hell. 

Do. muft haue company with me then : Don 
John 

Your Highnefle Brother, fet againft my throat 

Kin. Back. 

Do^. His arm’d fwordj I had dy’d, had I not 
done’t 

King. Our Guard : goe fetch Don lokn our bro- 
ther to Court 

Do. A word in your Highneffe eare ; 

King Search him^ 

Omn. He has nothing. 

Do. I in ftead of poyfon, 

Gaue him a fleepy Potion, he's preferu'd 
Don John thinkes not : the noble Admirall 
Feares plots againft his life, forbeares the Court 
But fends me to your Grace, to bid you fet 
Your footing ftiffe and ftrongly, for Don John 
Trips at your life and Kingdome, to his throat 
ValafcQ this will iuftifie. 

King. He fhall 

Goe you and fetch him fecretly to Court 
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Alphonfo take the Dodor and returne. Exeunt 

Death ! when ! lago with your fmoothefl face 
Go greet Don John from vs, 

Say we haue worke of State, both prefently 
And clofely bid him come. 
lago, I fliall. Exit 

Enter Gazette. 

King. How now what’s he, giue vs leaiie, come 
hither : 

We haue perus’d your paper Sir, and thinke 
Your promifes Spring-tides, but we feare you’ll ebbe 
In your performance. 

Gaz. My deeds and fpeeches Sir, 

Are lines drawne from one Center, what I promife 
To doe, He doe, orloofe this. 

King. You giue me phyficke after I^m dead, the 
Fortugals and we 

Haue hung our drummes vp, and you offer heere 
Models of Fortification, as if a man 
Should when Warre’s done, fet vp an Armorers 
lliop. 

Gaz. I bid you fet up none Sir, you may chufe. 
King This fellow lie fitly call i’th Villaines 
mold, 

I find him crafty, enuious, poore, and bold : 

Into a Saw lie tume thee, to cut downe 
All Trees which fland in my way ; what’s thy name ? 
Gaz. You may reade in my paper. 

King. Lupo Vindicadds ; Vmh I nay we fliall ira- 
ploy you 

Merrit went neuer from vs with a forehead, 

Wrinckled or fullen, what place would you feme in ? 

Gaz. Any, but one of your tume broaches; I 
would not be one of your blacke Guard, there’s too 
much fire in me already. 

King You fay, you haue the Languages. 

Gaz. Yes, 
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Kmg. What thinke you of an Intelligencer, well 
fend you — 

Gaz, To th^ Galiowes, I lone not to be bang'd in 
State. 

King, You hauing trauel’d as you faid fo farre, 
And knowing fo much, I mufe thou art fo poore. 

Gaz. Had the confufion of all tongues began 
In building me, could I fmg fweet in all, 

I might goe beg and hang, I ha' feene Turkes 
And lewes^ and Christians^ but of all, the Christians 
Haue driefl hands, theyl fee a Brother Harue, 

But giue Duckes to a water-SpanielL 
King, Well obleru’d 

Come fir, faith let’s crow together, in what flamp 
Dofl thou coyne all thy Languages. 

Gaz, I doe fpeake Engltjh 
When I’de moue pittie, when diffemble, Irijh,, 

Dutch when I reeie, and tho I feed on fcalions, 

If I fliould brag Gentility, I’de gabble Wclch^ 

If I betray, I’me French^ if full of braues, 

They fwell in loftie Spanifh^ in neat' Italmi 
I court my Wench, my meffe is all feru'd vp. 

King, Of what Religion art thou ? 

Gaz, Of yours. 

King, When you were in France 
Gaz. Frefich, 

King, Without there. 

Enter Alphonfo, 

Alph, Sir % 

King. Giue this Gentleman fine hundred Piflolets 
Be neere vs. 

Gaz, In thy bofome, for thy Piflolets 
He giue thee Piflols, in a peece might ha beene 
mine, 

Thou fhoot’fl or mean’ll to Ihoot, but He charge 
thine, 

Thy heart off goes it in thunder. 
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King. Through the Galleric, 

Vnfeene conuay him hither, give vs leaue fir. 

Gaz. Leaue haue you 1 Exeimt 

Enter Doilor^ Valafco^ and Alphonfo. 

VaL I’m glad to fee your Maiefty. 

King. You haue reafon. 

Val. I was going to cry all hid. 

King. Come hither 
Dead man youl iuflifie this treafon % 

Val. To his teeth, 

Throate, mouth to mouth, bodie to bodie. 

King. So. 

Enter lago. 

lag. Don John of Cajiik come. 

King. A Chaire, Hand you 
Full here and llirre not, front him, bring him in 
How, now, did a Hare croffe your way 1 

Enter Don John, 
loh. The Diuell 

Dodlor He giue you a purge for this, He make 
Your Highneffe laugh. 

King. You muft tickle me foundly then. 
loh. In this retreat ot mine from Court, my 
bodie 

(Which was before a cleane Hreame) growing foule 
By my minds trouble, through your high difpleafure 
Which went to th* bottome of my heart ; I call’d 
That found Card to me, gaue him fees and bid him 
(By all the fairell props that Art could reare) 

To keepe my health firom falling, which I felt 
Tottering and fhaken, but my Vrinalifl 
(As if he fate in Barber-Surgions Hall 
Keading Anatomy Ledlures) left no Artery 
Vnllretcht vpon the Tenters, 
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King, So he vext you to the guts. 
loh. My bowels were his coniuring roomes, to 
quit him 

I tempted him to poyfon a great man, 

I knowing this my honourable friend 

Val, Keepe backe, heel poyfon my gloue elfe. 
lok, Comming to vifit me, 

This was the man mull die. 

King, Why did you this % 

loh, Onely to hatch a jefl on my pilkd Doddy, 

I knew he duril not doo’t 
King, But fay he had ? 

Val, Then he had beene hanged. 
loh. That had made me more glad. 

DoSi, I am bound to your Lordfliip. 
loh. Being a Dodlor you may loofe your felfe. 
King, Mens lines then are your Balls, difarme 
him. ^ 

loh. How ! not all thy Kingdome can. Drawes, 
Kmg, Hew him in peeces, 

Our Guard, s’death kill him. 
loh. Are you in earnell % 

King, Looke. 

loh. See then, I put my felfe into your Den : 

What does the Lyon now with me ? 

King, Th’art a traytor. 
loh, I am none. 

King, No! 

Val, Yes, an arrant traytor. 

loh. You fir ; fpit all thy poyfon forth. 

Val, No, I dranke none fir. 

King, Come to your proofes, and fee you put ’em 
home. 

VaL You and I one day, being in conference, 

Y ou nam’d this noble King (my Soveraigne) 

A tyrant, bid me ilrike, ’twas now my time, 

Spake of a Peece charg’d, and of fhooting off 
Of ilirring vp the Kafcals to rebell, 

And to be fliort, to kill thee. 
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loh. I fpeake this I 
VaL Yes Traytor, thou. 
lolu Where ! 

Val In your Chamber. 
loh. Chamber! 

Was it not when you told me, that the King 
Had got a flrumpet. 

Kifig. Ha. 

Val How I 
lok. A Citizens wife ; 

'Twas when you fwore to pay him foundly. 

Val. See, fee! 

' loh. The peoples hearts were full. 

Val. Poxe, a’my heart then. 
loh. Or was^t not when you threaten’d to take all, 
Into your owne hands : 

Val There’s my gloue, thou lyell. 
j^m. Good ftuffe, I fhall find traitors of you both, 
If you are, be fo ; with ray finger, thus 
I fanne away the duft fljdng in mine eyes 
Rais’d by a little wind ; I laugh at thefe now, 

’Tis fmoake, and yet becaufe you ihall not thinke 
Well dance in Earth quakes, or throw fquibs at 
Thunder, 

I charge both keepe your Chambers for a day 

Or fo. 

Vzl Your will 
loh. Chambers ! 

King. We bid it 

loh. You may. Exit. 

Enter Queene^ and Ladies. 

Omn. The Queene. 

Qu. I thanke your hdghnefie for the bird you gaue 
me. 

King. What bird? 

Qu. Your Tafiell gentle, fiiee’s lur’d oif and gone. 
King. How gon ! what’s gone I 
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Qtu Your woman’s fled 

Whom you prefer’d to me, Ihe’s flolne from Court. 

King, You iefl. 

Qii> Bee it fo. Goes away. 

King, I haiie hotter newes for you, 

Your Fathers head lies here, art thou Hill fliooting 
Thy flings into my fides ! Now doe you looke 
I fhould turne wild, and fend through all the winds 
Horfemen in quell of her, becaufe you weare 
A kind of yellow Hocking ; let her flie 
If loue forfooth would fixe a Harre in Heauen, 

Juno runnes mad, thou better mightH haue fpurn’d 
The gates of hell ope ; then to looke into 
Our bofome. 

Qii, Where your Trull lyes. 

King, Y’are a Toad. 

Qu, Womans reuenge awake thee, thou haH Hirr’d 
A blood as hot and high as is thine owne 
Raife no more Hormes ; your treafure is not gon, 

I fear’d the Sea was dangerous, and did found it 
Mifchiefe but halfe vp, is with eafe confounded. ExiU 

King, In thine owne ruine, me canH thou hit 
But with one finger which can doe no harme 
But when a King Hrikes, ’tis with his whole arme. 

Exit 


Enter Queene and Tormiella, 

Qu, Make faH the Clofet — fo — giue me the key 
I meane to kill thee. 

Tor, Kill me, for what caufe ? 

Qu. Guefle. 

Tor. I know none, vnleffe the Lambe fhould aske 
The Butcher why he comes to cut his throat. 

Qu. I could through loope holes hit thee, or hire 
flaues 

And fend death to thee, twenty fecret wayes. 

Tor, Why would you doe all this ? 

Qu. Or (as the Hart 
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Drawcs Serpents from their Den) with fuhtill breath 
I could allure thee to fit downe, and banquet 
With me as with the King thou hafl. 

Tor, Oh neuer — 

Qii, Yet poyfon you moll fweetly. 

Tor, Now you doe it 

Qu, And I could make thee a Queenes bedfellow 
As thou haft beene a Kings. 

Tor. Neuer by 

Qu, Sweare, 

Yet Hide you in a pillow, but I fcome 
To ftrike thee blindfold, onely thou lhalt know 
An Eagles neft, difdaines to hatch a Crow : 

Why are all mouth es in Spaim fill’d to the brim, 
Flowing o’re with Court newes, onely of you and him 
The King I meane, where lies the Court % 

Tor, Sure here. 

Qu, It remou’d lall, to th’ fhop of a Millaner 
The gefts are fo fet downe, becaufe you ride 
Like vs, and fleale our fallrions and our tyers, 

You’l haue our Courtiers to turne fliopkeepers, 

And fall to trading with you, ha ! 

Tor, Alas the Court to me is an inchanted tower 
Wherein Tme lockt by force, and bound by fpels 
To Heauen to fome, to me ten thoufand Hels 
I drinke but poyfon in gold, flicke on the top 
Of a high Pinnacle, like an idle vaine 
(As the wind turnes) by euery breath being toll 
And once blowne downe j; not mifs’d, but for euer 
loH, 

Qu, Out Crocadile,^ — Spume her. 

Tor, You will not murther me I 

Qu, He cure you of the Kings euilL— 

Draw 2, kniues. 

Tor, To one woman 

Another fhould be pittifull, heare me fpeake ? 

Qu, How dares fo bafe a flower follow my Sunne 
Afs rifmg to his fetting, 

Torm, I follow none. 
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Qu. How dar’il thou Serpent wind about a tree 
That's mine. 

Torm, I doe not. 

Qu, Or to lhake the leaues. 

Tor, By Heauen, not any. 

Qu, Or once to tafle the fruit 
Tho throwne into thy lap, if from a Harlot 
Prayers euer came ; pray, for thou dy’fl. 

Torm, Then kill me. 

Qu, How did my Husband win thee 1 
Torm, By meere force ; a Bawd betray’d me to 
him. 

Qu, Worfe and worfe. 

Torm, If euer I haue wrong’d your royall bed 
In a6l, in thought, nayle me for euer fafl, 

To fcape this Tyger of the Kings fierce lull 
I will doe any thing, I will fpeake treafon 
Or Drinke a Cup of poyfon, which may blafl 
My inticing face, and make it leprous foule : 

Kuine you all this, fo you keepe vp my Soule ; 

That’s all the wealth I care for. 

Qu, I haue now no hart left to kill thee, rife, thou 
and I 

Will like two quarrelling Gallants fafler tye 
A knot of Loue, we both i’th Field being wounded 
Since we mull needs be lharers, vfe me kindly 
And play not the right Citizen, to vndoe 
Your partner, who i’th llocke has more than you. 

A noyfe within. Enter the King, 

King, Mull you be clofetted % 

Qu. Yes. 

King, What are you doing? 

Qu. Not getting Children. 

King. Naked kniues \ for what, 

Speake, s’death fpeake you. 

Tor, They both fell firom her fide. 

King, You lie, away. 
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Qu. Mufl you be clofetted ] 

King. Yes. 

Qii. When hart breaFfl thou, thou doH too much 
fwell, 

This Afpifli biting, is incurable. Exit 

King. Be true to me I charge you ; did the Queene 
Offer no violence to you. 

Tor. None at all 

King. Why were thefe drawne. 

Tor. I know not. 

King. Know not ; what^s heere, 

Why is this rofe denf d with a pearled teare. 

When the funne fhines fo warme, you know not that 
too, 

The lambe has am’d the Lyon^ the vulture tyers 
Vpon the Eagles hart, thefe fubtill wyers 
Chaine loue^ thefe balls, from whofe flames Cupid 
drew, 

His wild fire burnes heere, this you know not too. 

I loue you, that you know not neither, y’are coy, 

And proud, and faire, you know this. 
lor. I befeech you 

Let me fhake off the golden fetters you tye 
About my body, you inioy a body 
Without a foule, for I am now not heere. 

King. Where then. 

Tor. At home in my poore husbands armes, 

This is your Court, that mine. 

King. Your husbands armes, 

Thou art his whore, he plai’d the theefe and rob’d 
Another of thee, and to fpoyle the fpoyler, 

Is Kingly iuflice, ’tis a lawfull prize 

That’s ta’ne from Pirates ; there’s are fellow wines. 

Tor. Which of your fubie(5ls (which abroad adore 
Your ftate, your greatneffe, prefence and your throne 
Of funne beames) thinke you now are with a wanton, 
Or working a chaft wife to become one. 

King. I worke thee not to be fo, for when time 
Shall iog his glaffe and make thofe fands lye low 
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Which now are at the top, thy felfe fhalt grow 
In felfe fame place my Queene does. 

Tor, What tree euer Hood 
Long and deepe rooted, that was fet in blood ; 

I will not be your whore to weare your Crowne, 

Nor call any King my Husband, but mine owne. 

King, No 1 

Tor, No ^twere fhame ’mongfl all our City Dames 
If one could not fcape free, their blafted fames. 

King, The found of Bels and Timbrels make you 
mad 

As it does a Tyger, the fofter that I flroke you 
The worfe you bite, your father and your Husband 
Are at my fending come to Court, He lay 
Honours on both their backs, here they lhall flay 
Becaufe He keepe you here, if you doe frowne 
The engine which reares vp, fhall plucke all downe. 

He fetch ’em to you my felfe. Exit 

Tor, Oh who can flifling fcape in bafer throngs, 
When Princes Courts threaten the felfe-fame wrongs 1 

Exit 


Finis Atius tertij. 


ACTVS, IIIL 


Flourijk, Enter King, Maieuejito, Cordolente, lago, 
Alphonfo, Gazetto, and Tormiella, 

King, Wane the befl welcome which the Court can 
yeeld, 

For the King gives it you. 

Mai, Your Grace is gracious. 
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Xing. Is this your Father? 

Mai My proper fieflr and blond Sir, 

Xmg. And that your Husband ? 

Cor. Not 1 fir ; T married an honefl wench that 
went in a cap^ no whim whams ; I did but fliuffle the 
firfl dealing, you cut lafl, and dealt lafl, by the fame 
token you turn’d vp a Court Card. 

Xing Is the man iealoiis ! 

Cor. No, but a little troubled with the yellow 
laundize, and you know if it get to the Crowne of the 
head, a man^s gon. 

Xing. We fend not for you hither to be brau’d, 
Sirrah cad your darts elfewhere. 

Cor. Among the wild Irifh Sir hereafter. 

Xing. ’Tis our Queenes pleafure that your wife be 
call’d 

Her woman, and becaufe the will not loofe her, 

She hath importun’d vs to raife you both ; 

Your name fir ? 

Mai Mine, Andrada Maleuefito. 

Xing. Andrada Malcuento we make you 
Vice-Admirall of our Nauy. 

Cor. Oh fpitefull Comedy, he’s not a Courtier of 
halfe an houres Handing, and he’s made a Vice 
already. 

Xing, We make thy Husband 

Cor. A Cuckold doe you not. 

Mai Sonne you forget your felfe. 

Cor. Meddle with your owne office ; there’s one 
will looke that none meddles with mine. 

Mai Is not a change good ? 

Cor. Yes, of a louzie diirt. 

Xmg. Take hence that fellow, he’s mad. 

Cor. I am indeed horne-mad, oh me, in the 
holyefl place of the Kingdome haue I caught my 
vndoing, the Church gaue mee my bane. 

Tor. What the Church gaue thee, thou hail dill 

Cor. Halfe parts, I thought one had tane thee vp. 

Tor. Take me home with thee, He not day here. 
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Km. Ha ! 

Tor. Let me not come to Court. 

MaL The King is vexf, let me perfwacle thee 
Sonne 

To wincke at fmall faults. 

Cor. What fir Pandarus t 

Tor. Sends the King you to blufli in’s roome. 

MaL Y’are a baggage. 

King. Goe tell the lunatique fo ; Andrada harke, 
lag The King fir bids me fing into your eare, 
Sweet notes of place and office which fhall fall— - 
Cor. Into my mouth, I gape for ’em, 
lag. He bids me aske what will content you. 

Cor. Nothing, nothing, why Sir the powers aboue 
cannot pleafe vs, and can Kings thinke you, when we 
are brought forth to the world, we cry and bawle as if 
we were vnwilling to bee borne ; and when we are a 
dying we are mad at that 
King. Take hence that Wolfe that barkes thus. 

Cor. I am muzzel’d, but one word with your 
Maieflie, I am fober fir. 

King. So fir. 

Cor. You ofl call Parliaments, and there ena(£l 
Lawes good and wholefome, fuch as who fo breake 
Are hung by th’ purfe or necke, but as the weake 
And fmaller flyes i’th Spiders web are tane 
When great ones teare the web, and free remaine. 

So may that morall tale of you be told, 

Which once the Wolfe related : in the Fold 
The Shepheards kill’d a fheepe and eate him there 
The Wolfe lookt in, and feeing them at fuch cheere, 
Alas (quoth he) lliould I touch the leafl part 
Of what you teare, you would plucke out my hart, 
Great men make Lawes, that whofoe’re drawes blood 
Shall dye, but if they murder flockes ’tis good : 

He goe eate my Lambe at home fir. 

King. Part, and thus reckon neuer to fee her 
more. 

Cor. Neuer ! 
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Tor. Neuer thus, but thus a Princes whore. 

Exeunt 

Cor. Thou dar’fl not, if thou do'il, my heart is 
great, 

Thus wrong’d, thou cana doe little if not threat. 

Gaz. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Cor. At what doft laugh ? 

Gaz. At a thing of nothing, at thee ; why Ihoulda 
thou be afraid to fall into the Cuckolds difeafe. 

Cor. Becaufe it makes a Dodtor an Affe, nothing 
can cure it, are you anfwer’d Sir % 

Gaz. Come thwart a foole, to grieue that thy wife is 
taken away by the King to his priuate bed chamber. 
Now like a booke call’d in, Iheel fell better then euer 
Ihe did. 

Cor. Right fir, but could he chufe no ftocke to 
graft vpon, but that which was planted in my nurferie. 

Gaz. He fhew thee a reafon for that. 

Cor. Why ? 

Gaz. Teachers comniing to women, are like Mice 
amongll many Cheefes, they tafte euery one, but feed 
vpon the bell : homes rightly weigh’d are nothing. 

Cor. How nothing i oh fir, the fmallell Letters 
hurt your eyes moll, and the leall head-ach which 
comes by a womans knocking hurts more then a cut 
to the fcull by a mans knocking. 

Gaz. Yet I warrant thou dar’R fweare the party’s 
honell 1 

Cor. Ha ; fweare ; not I, no man durll euer fweare 
for his wife but Adam^ nor any woman for her husband 
but Em^ fare you well fir. 

Gaz. Whether art flying % 

Cor. In peices doll not fee I’me Ihot out of a 
Cannon. Eodt 

Gaz. Downewards He Ihoote thee, but as Diuels 
vfe 

He tickle at thy tortures, dance at thy Humbling, 

Play with thee, and then paw thee, ’lhalt make me 
merry 
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The Crowne of blacke deeds that are hatcht in Hell 
Is to out-liue and laugh, and all’s play’d well. Exit, 

Enter Cto'zme, and Coxccombe. 

Clo, I haue not pafs’d by a Don^ to touch whofe 
hand mine owne was neuer more troubled with a 
more terrible itch. 

Ccx, I haue not met a Signior, at whom mine 
owne eyes (as if roafted enough) did euer burne more 
in defire to flye out : fo that whether to recoyle or 
aduance on, I am betweene Hawke and Buzzard. 

Eil The honey of fweet Complement fo tone vp 
your Tuskes or Mochatoes, that they be not too ftiffe, 
to brifle againll my acquaintance. 

Ccx. Your acquaintance is a Limbeck, out of 
which runneth a perfum’d water, bathing my noflhrils 
in a llrong fcent of your embracings : are you of 
Court Signior ? 

Eit. No Signior of the City ; are you a Don of 
the Citie 1 

Ccx. No Signior of the Court City, I fmile. 

Eil Why. 

Cox, I affure you Signior, you are to vs of the 
Court but Animals 

You are held but as fhooing homes to wait on great 
Lords heeles. 

Eil Let em pay vs what they owe then, and pull 
on their Ihoes, and wee’ll wait no more. 

Cox, You are our Apes. 

EiL But you are fuller of Apilli trickes. 

Cox, No fooner leape our Ladies into a fafliion, 
but your Wines are ready to creepe into the fame. 

Eil. Why not ; for tho fome of your Ladies in- 
vent the fafhion, fome of our wines husbands are 
neuer pay’d for the fluffe or making. 

Cox, Giue way with your poore fcull to our cares : 
for I tell thee Signior you of the city, are the flatten 
milke of the kingdome, and wee of the Court, the 
Creame. 
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BiL I tell thee Signior ! wee of the City eate none 
of your Court butter, but fome of you munch vp our 
flatten milk cheefe. 

Cox, Be not too loud ; tho you are good ringers 
in the City, for mofl of you haue bels at your doores. 

BiL Be not you too loud : for you might be good 
fingers at Court but that mofl of you are fpoyied in 
learning your prickfong. 

Cox, Bee temporate: I will fhew you your City 
Cinquipace, you beare, fweare, teare, reare, and 
weare ; you beare the Tanckerd, fweare fliop oathes, 
teare money out of debtors throates, reare rich 
eflates, weare good clothes, but carry your Confcience 
in tome pockets. 

BiL Bee attentiue, I will fliew you your Court 
Coranto pace, it confifleth of 5. bees and 3. cees \ 
you borrow of any man, are braue on any termes, 
brag at any hand to pay, bellow at any that demands 
it, bite any Catchpole that fangs you, but carry neither 
Confcience nor coyne in your whole pockets. 

Cox, Tell me Signior, tell mee why in the City 
does a harmleffe flgne hang at the doore of a fubtill 
Nicodemus fitting a Ihop % 

BiL And tell me Signior, tell me, why when you 
eate of good cheare fth City, haue you handfome 
wide chops, but meeting vs at Court, none; your 
gumme^s glew’d vp, your lips coap’d like a Ferret, not 
lo much as the comer of a Cuflard ; in a cold cup, 
and a dry cheate loafe ’tis well. 

^ Cox, Come, come, You are Acomes, and your 
Sonnes the Prodigals that eate you vp. 

BtL Goe, goe, you are Prodigals, and glad of the 
yellow Acornes we leaue our Sonnes. 

Cox, I will crofle my felfe when I owe money to a 
Citizen, and paffe by his doore. 

BiL I will bleffe my felfe, when a Courtier owing 
me no money, comes neare my doore. 

Cor^ You are difcended from the tanckerd gene- 
ration. 
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BiL You are afcended vp to what you are, from 
the blacke lacke and bumbard diflillation. 

Cox. Deere Signior. 

BiL Delicious Don. Exeunt 

Enter Don John. 

loh. Boy. 

Bach, My Lord. 

loh. Art fare thou faw’fl the Admirall at Court ! 

Bach. Am I fare I fee your Lordfhip in your 
gowne, 

loh. And talking with the King ? 

Bach. Moll familiarly. 

loh. And what fay the people about my commit- 
ting to mine owne houfe ? 

Bach. The beafl grinnes at it, there^s a Libell 
already of you my Lord. 

loh. A Libell, away, 

Ba. Yes faith my Lord, and a Song to the tune ot 
Lament Ladies, Lament 

loh. I’me glad the Hinkards are fo merry, a halter 
on ’em, it is mufick to them to have euery man thrown 
off, you haue feen the Kings Miflris, boy haue you 
not, what manner of peice is’t ? 

JPach. Troth my Lord I know not, I neuer faw her 
duot off a pretty little pocket dag. 

loh. What report giues llie % 

Bach. A very good report of her Husband, but 
he giues an ill report of her. 

lok. How does the Ladies take it ; now the King 
keepes a Wench vnder the Queenes nofe ? 

Bach. They take it paffmg heauily, it goes to the 
heart of fome of them, that he keepes not them too. 

loh. I heard fay they were all once leaning the 
Court % 

Bach. True fir, but there was a deuife which 
flopp’d ’em. 

loh. Who are you I K7wcking within. 
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Val. My Lord, we muft fpeake with you, 

Joh What are you % fetch me a weapon. 

Onin. Your friends. 

King, ’Sdeath breake it open. 

Enter King, Valafco, and others. 

loh. The King ; I did not vnderfland your Ma- 
iefly. 

King, You fhall, for He fpeake plaine to you, 
know you thefe % 
loh. Not I. 

King. You doe not, a Kings arme thou feeil 
Has a long reach, as farre as Portugall 
Can We fetch treafon backe hatcht here by you. 
loh. Me ! 

King. Thee and the traj^erous Portugais to de- 
priue me 

Of life and Crowne, but I fhall flrike their King 
And them, and thee beneath into the earth. 
lok. And lower then earth you cannot, 

Kmg. Halfe your body is in the graue, it only 
lackes our hand 

To call the dufl vpon you, yet you Hand 
On flippery Ice your felfe, and trip at vs 
Whofe foot is fixt on Rocks, but fmce th’aft, throwne 
Thy felfe downe neuer looke to rife. 

loh. I care not, I will be little fo in debt to you, 
that I will not owe you fo much as God a mercy for 
my life^ 

King. You fhall not then, Hand not to ayme at 
markes 

Now roue not but make choyfe of one faire white 
Th^aH but one aiTOw to Ihoote, and thafs thy flight 
The Adrairall knowes our pleafure. Exit. 

loh. And Heauen knowes mine 
Left in mine enemies hand, are you my laylor ? 

Val. No my Lord, I thinke I^me rather left 

o 2 
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To be your Confeflor, 
loL I need not any, 

That you and I Ihould both meet at one Ball, 

I being the Uronger, yet you giue the fall. 

Vat A kind of foot-ball flight, my Lord, men 
vfe 

Exceeding much at Court, your felfe has heard 
Little fhrimps haue thrown men higher then the 
Guard ; 

But barring this rough play, let’s now confider, 

For what I flay, and what you are to doe. 
lok Doe what ? 

VaL To die. 

loh. And mull you play the Hangman. 

VaL Breake in fellowes. Guard, 

loh. ’Sdeath what are thefe ? 

VaL Your Executioners appointed by the King. 
loh. Thefe my Executioners, 

And you my ouer-feer, wherefore kneele they ? 

VaL To beg your pardon, for they feare their 
worke 

Will neuer pleafe you. 

loh. What booke’s that they hold 
This is no time for Dedications. 

VaL That booke is fent in Lone to you from the 
King 

It containes pidlures of flrange fundry deaths 
He bids you choofe the eafiefl. 
loh. Then I chufe this. Snatches a Halbert 

VaL Your choyce is ill made. 
loh. I’me more forry Sir, 

I had rather haue my body hackt with wounds, 

Then t’haue a Hangman fillip me. 

VaL My Lord pray pardon me 
I’me forct to what I doe, ’tis the Kings pleafure 
To haue you die in priuate. 
loh. Any where 

Since I mull downe, the King might let me fall 
From lofty Pinacles, to make my way 
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Through an arm’d Feild, yet for all that^ euen then 
Vnleffe I flew a kingdome full of men 
I fhould at lafl be pay’d home : blackefl fate 
Thy worfl, I heere defie thee, what the State 
Appoints ’tis welcome. 

VaL That’s to haue your head. 

lolu ’Tis ready. 

Val. Hee’l be quiet when you are dead. Exeunt 

Enter Tormiella^ Malevento^ and Alphonfa. 

Alph. Madam there’s a fellow flayes without to 
fpeake with you. 

Tor. With me ! 

Enter Cordolente. 

Alph. Your flioo-maker I thinke. 

Tor. Ha’fl brought my fliooes ? 

Cor. Yes Madam. 

Tor. You drew them not on lafl. 

Cor. No Madam, my Mafler that feni’d you lail 
has very good cuflome, and deales with other Ladies 
as well as you, but I haue fitted you before now, I 
fhould know the length of your foote. 

Tor. I doe not remember thee. 

Cor. I’me forry you haue forgotten me. 

Tor. What fhooe was the laft you drew on ? 

Cor. A yellow. 

Tor. A yellow ! I neuer wore that cullor. 

Cor. Yes Madam by that token when I fitted you 
firll, you wore not your flioes fo high i’th inllep, but 
me thinks you now go cleane awry. 

Tor. A fault I cannot helpe, manie Ladies befides 
me go fo, I hope ’twill grow to a fafhion. 

Mai. Has not that fellow done there 1 

Cor. Yes fir, I haue now done, I haue a fuit to you 
Madam, that none^may be your (hoo-maker but I. 
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Tor. Thy Mafler thou fayii ferues me, I fliould 
wrong him then. 

Cor. Yet doe you me more wrong, oh my Tor- 
niiella / 

Is the leafe tome out where our Loue was writ, 

That I am quite forgot 1 
Tor. Softly good fweet. 

Cor. Oh miferie, I make my felfe a theefe, 

To fleale mine owne, another at my fire 

Sits whiles I fhake with cold, I fatten a flranger, 

And flame my felfe. 

Tor. Danger throwes eyes vpon thee, 

Thus vifit me, watch time for my efcape 
To any Country, by thy dearefl fide 
He lackey all the world ofe. He not change 
Tliee for a thoufand Kings ; there’s gold. 

Mai. Not yet done % 

Cor. Yes fir, I’me onely taking inJdrudlions to 
make her a lower Chopeene, fhe finds fault that (lie’s 
lifted too high. 

Mai. The more foole (hee. 

Enter lago. 

lag. The King comes Madam, he enquires for 
you. 

Enter King^ Valafco^ Gazetto, and others. 

King. My brother John is gone then ? 

Val. I ha bedow’d him as you commanded, in’s 
graiie. 

Kmg. Hee’s heft there, 

Except the Gods, Kings loue none whom they 
feare. 

How now I 

Tor. My Shoo-maker. 

King. Oh haft thou fitted her, fo, hence fir. 



Match me in London. 


199 

Cor. As a worme on my belly, what fliould the 
Ant, 

On his poore Mole-hill braue the Elephant, 

No, Signior no, 

No braines to Aay, but fanes a head to goe. Exit. 
King. Let me haue no more of this j haue not we 
eyes 

Pointed like Sun-beames, goe to, get you in. 

Tor. Angell from Heauen, falne a Kings Concu- 
bine. Exit 

Enter Martines. 

Mar, May it pleafe your Grace. 

King. Ha ! 

Mar. Pier Highnelfe drown’d in forrow, that your 
brow 

Has beene fo long contra<5led into frownes, 

Wifhing to die vnleffe die fee it fmooth’d, 

Commends her bell loue to you in this lewell 
The Image of her heart. 

King. My Lord Admirall, my wife’s growne kind, 
fee ! 

Val. One of the happiefl houres, 

Mine age e’re numbred ; would your Highneffe now 
Would fetch vp the red blood her cheeks hath loll 
By fending her, fome fimbole of your loue. 

Kmg. Pray flep your felfe vnto her, fay I locke 
My heart vp in your bofome to her vfe, and giue it 
her. 

Val. He lend it in your name. 

King. Doe. 

Val. She diall pay her heart for it in interell. 

Exit. 

King. He fee her anon. 

Leaue vs, day you, and fet that Table here. Exeunt. 
A chaire, none trouble vs, doe you ferue the Queene 1 
Mar, Yes fir. 

King. We know you now, y’are in our eye. 
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Are the doores fail % 

Mar. They are Sir. 

King. Nearer yet, 

Doe not you know of a confpiracie, 

To take away my life vpon Saint tufh, 

No matter for the day, you know the plot Sir ? 

Mar. By Heauen I know of none 1 
King. Blulhing doe you flaine ? 

Mar. It is not guilt but anger. 

King. Yaue all fixt 

Your hands and Seales to an Indenture drawne 
By fuch a day to kill me. 

Mar. For my part 

My Loyaltie like a rough Diamond fhines 
The more ’tis cut, I haue no hand in that 
Or any bafeneffe elfe againfl your Life 
Or Kingdome. 

King. No 1 
Mar. None. 

King. Fetch me Inke and Paper 
I foone fliall try that, come Sir write your name : 

Stay, your owne words fhall choake you, 'twas a letter 
Wrap’d vp in hidden Characters, and fent 
Inclos’d in a Pomgranet, to a great Don 
And thus fubfcrib’d : At your pleafure your ohfequious 
vaffaUe. 

Write this, and then your name, here. 

Mar. A t your pkafurs. 

King. Thy hand lhakes. 

Mar. No fir, Your ohfequious Va^aile. 

King. Here fir, your name now there fo low it 
Hood. 

Mar. Mariines Cazalla de Barameda. 

King. There’s in thy face no Traytor I cannot tell 
Good mouthes haue giuen thee to mee, on your life 
Be not you like a Wolfes*skin Drum to fright 
The whole Heard by your found, I will compare 
Your hand with this, that’s all, but fir beware 
You prate to none of what ’twixt vs is pall. 
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Mar. Were I i’th world aboue, I would defire 
To come from thence, to giue that man the lye, 

That once fliould dare to blot my Loyalty. 

Kmg. Here take this Key, meet mee fome halfe 
houre hence i’th priuy Gallery with two naked Po- 
niards. 

Mar. Two ponyards. Exit 

Enter Gazette. 

King. Yes, goe fend fome body in, flay, Lupo 
Can you write ? 

Gaz. Yes. 

King. Indite a Letter ^’sdeath hr ^heere begin 

Gaz. After my heartie Commendations, fo fir. 

King. How ! write My most admired Mijiris. 

Gaz. Mired MiJlris^ 

Kmg. With the fire you flrji kindled in me^fiilll 
am burnt. 

Gaz. Still I am burnt : 

Kmg. So that Thunder fiiall not hinder mee from 
climbing the highefi fiep of the Ladder, 

Gaz. Climbing the highefi fiep of the Ladder. 

King. Of your perf^ions^ though L bee confounded 
for euer. 

Gaz. Be confounded for euer. 

King. Your high pleqfures are mine, mine yours. 

Gaz. Mine yours. 

King. And I dye euerlafiingly vntill I bee in your 
bofome. 

Gaz. And I dye vntill I be in your bofome. 

King. So. 

Gaz. So. 

King. Hold. 

Gaz. Here fir- 

King. Where are the Gentlemen of our Chamber ^ 

Gaz. Without Sir. 

King. Bid them attend vs dofe. 

Gaz. I fhall Exeunt 
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Enter MmEnes with two Poniards. 

Mar. Would this dayes worke were done, I doe 
not like 

To fee a Bull to a wild Fig-tree ty^d 

To make him tame, bealls licking ’gainil the hayre 

Fore-fliew fome florme, and I fore-fee fome fnare : 

His fword is dipt in oyle, yet does it wound 
Deadly, yet fland it, innocence wi-ong’d is crown’d. 

Editor the Kiiig^ Alphonfo^ and Gazette* 

Omn. Treafon ! 

Edn^ Where ? 

Omn. Kill the Villaine. Alt draw. 

King. Stay, none touch him 
On your Hues; on Kings flioulders (land 
The heads of the Coloffie of the Goddes 
(Aboue the reach of Traitors) were the beds 
Of twenty thoufand Snakes layd in this bofome, 
There’s thunder in our lookes to breake them all, 
Leaue vs. 

Omn. You are too venturous. Exeunt. 

King. loue cannot fall, 

Both perfon place and bufineffe were quite loH 
Out of our memorie, lay afide thefe poniards 
We haue alter’d now our bufmelfe, you fliall beare fir 

Our falutation to the Queene not feal’d I 

’Sfoot, nor indors’d 1 fome Inke, come let the fore- 
head 

Haue no more wrincles in’t — ^but this, to the Queene, 
Write it 

• Mar. To the Queene, no more ! 

Kmg. No, no, ’tis well, 

Hall thou no Seale about thee '? if my wife 
Exceptions take miffing our royall fignet 
Say that not liauing that, I borrowed yours. 

Mar. I lhall Sir. 


Exit 
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King. Hide it, goe — without there. 

Onifi. Sir. 

King. You met him did you not, how lookt the 
flaue? 

Omn. Moft ilrangely. 

King Ynparalel’d Villaine ! Diuels could not fet 
To hatch fuch fpitefull mifchiefe, guard me clofely, 
When you fee him at the Hake then worry him, 

Are all weapon’d ? 

Omn. All, all. 

King. When Darts inuifible doe flye, 

A flaue may kill a Lyon in the eye. Exeunt 

Enter Queene, and Tormiella. 

Qu. Who gaue you this 1 

Tor. A Gentleman of your Chamber. 

Efiter Martmes. 

Qu. Call in the Villaine, 

Thou audatious Serpent ! 

How dar’fl thou wind in knotted curies thy lull 
About our honour ; where hadll thou this Letter % 
Mar. I had it from the King. 

Qu. Out impudent Traytor. 

Enter King^ lago^ Gazette^ Alphonfo. 

King. How now at Barle-brake, who are in Hell ? 
Whafs that? to the Queene, what Queene ! 

Qu. Me, kis to me 

Your millris there the Meffenger, her Secretary 
Hee heere. 

King. Vds death. 

Qu. Your Trull and hee haue laid 
Traines to blow vp mine honour, I am betra/d. 
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Kin^, LtipOy Fallen her. 

Qu, Fallen mee 1 
King, lago fee. 

Looke all, bind fall this Diuell, is there tao Circle 
To be damn’d in but mine. 

Qu, Slaue let me goe. 

King, Oh thou lu&ull harlot. 

Qu, Guard me Heauen. 

Mar, I’me fold. 

Qu, Thou Villaine fpeake truth. 

King, Keepe her off. 

Mar, Moll bafely 

Betray’d and baffled, is that Letter the fame 
Sent in to the Queene. 

Tor, The very fame. 

King, Is this thy hand ? 

Mar, ’Tis fir, but heare me. 

King, And this thy name, thy hand ? 

Mar, My name, my hand. 

Q 74 , Saue him and let him fpit 
His blackell poyfon forth 1 
King, Spare him, vnhand her. 

Qu. Let me haue lullice as thou art a King 1 
King, To prifon with them both. 

Qu, As I am thy wife 
Make not thy felfe a llrompit of me. 

King, Hence, guard her. 

Qu, I come Heauen, guarded with innocence. 

Exit, 

King, Follow your Millris, you. 

Tor, Yes, to her graue. 

Oh that I now were fwallowed in fome Wane. Exit, 
King, Oh that I 

Should in a womans lap my Kingdome lay, 

Honour and life, and Ihe Ihould all betray 
To a Groome, a llaue. 

lag. Let not her poyfon run 
Too neare your heart 
King. lago I haue done, 
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Pray let my greife want company, this wracke 
So great, fliall make th’ whole Kingdome mourn in 
black. Exeunt 

Liipo I 

Gaz. Did your Highneffe call I 
Kin^, Yes, harke thee Ltipo : 

It may bee th’art a Serpent dull of fight, 

Be quicke of hearing, may be th'art a Hare, 

And canft fee fide-wayes, let me locke vp here, 

What euer^s layd in tiere. 

Gaz, I am ilrongly charm’d. 

King, Wilt venter for me % 

Gaz. To the threfhold of helL 
King, May I trufl thee % 

Gaz, Elfe imploy me not 
King, Didfl euer kill a Scorpion ? 

Gaz. Neuer, I ha beene flung by one. 

King, Didfl neuer bait a wild Bull h 
Gaz, That’s the paflime I mofl loue and follow. 
King. A flrange difeafe 
Hangs on me, and our Dodlors fay the bloud 
Onely of thefe two beafls mull doe me good, 

Dafft thou attempt to kill them 1 
Gaz. Were they Diuels 

With heads of Iron, and Clawes ioynted with bralle, 
Encounter them I fhall, in what Parke run they ? 
Kzng. The Queene that Scorpion is, Tormieiias 
husband 

The mad Oxe broken loofe ; in a fmall volume 
What mifchiefe may be writ, in a maze 1 
Gaz. No, in a mufe, 

I’me plotting how to doe’t, and to come off. 

King, This does it, by this key burll vp all doores 
That can betray thee, done be fure to rife, 

Let a Kings royall breath, fend the hence flying. 

Gaz. As Powder does the Bullet 
King. Heap’d vp honours 
Are fcedules to thine enterprife annext, 

Doe it and mount — • 
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Gaz. To th* Gallowes. 

King, Tliy felfe goes next Exit 

Gaz, I fcorn to be thy bloud hound. 

Why lliould I vexe a Soule did neuer greeue me 
The Queene an honeft Lady : fliould I kill her, 

It were as if I pulFd a Temple downe, 

And from the ruines of that built vp a Hewes, 

She Hues, but Butcher like the Oxe He vfe. Exit 


ACTVS, V. 


Enter Ring, Valafco^ Malevento, Alphonfo, 

Mai Oh royall Sir, my Daughter Tormiella 
Has loH her vfe of reafon and runne mad. 

King, When 1 

Mat Not lialfe an houre fmce. 

King, Mad now 1 now frantique 1 
When all my hopes are at the highefl pitch 
T'inioy her beauties 1 talke no more : thou l/H. 

Enter Gazette, 

Gaz, May it pleafe your Maiellie — 

King, Curies confume thee oh Strikes, 

Gaz. It is difpatch'd, the Queene is loh, neuer to 
be found. 

King, Wane vpon Wane, 

Hard hearted Furies, when will you dig my Graue : 
You doe not heare him, thunder fliakes Heauen firll 
Before dull Earth can feele it : 
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My deere, dearefl Queene is dead. 

VaL Ha 1 

OniJL The Queene dead 1 
Kvig, What faid Hie lail ! 

Gaz. Commend me to the King 
And tell him this, mine honour is not wrack’d, 

Though his Loue bee. 

King, And fo her heart-ftrings crackt 1 
VaL Some tricke vpon my life, State-coniuring 
To raife vp Diuels in Prifons, and i’th darke : 

If Ihe be dead, He fee her. 

King. Villanous man, 

Thou fee what we haue inioy’d, thou impudent foole 
Away, lago giue this tumbling Whale 
Empty barrels to play with till this troublous Seas 
(Which he more raging makes) good Heauen ap- 
peafe, 

VaL Well I fay nothing, Birds in Cages mourne 
At firil, but at lafl fmg ; I will take my tume. Exit. 
King, My Queene dead, I fhall now haue riming 
flaues 

Libell vpon vs, giuing her innocent wings 

But fay we murdered her, fcandall dare flrike Kings : 

Then here’s another Moone of Spame Eclips’d, 

One whom our beft lou’d Queene put in her bofome, 
For fweetneffe of pure life, integritie, 

And (in Court beauties wondrous) honefly, 

Shee’s mad too, Ltipo^ Tonniellds mad 1 
Gaz. Mad 1 
lag. As a March whore. 

Gaz, Mad, Hiall I worke vpon her ? 

King, Vfe thy skill. Exit Gazette. 

Jag, I would to Heauen your highnelTe — 

King. Ha ! the Queene 1 was fhe not at my elbow? 
Omn, Here was nothing. 

King. I mull not Hue thus, I(^o if I lye 
After the kingly fafhion without a woman 
I fliall run mad at midnight I will marry 
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The Lunaticke Lady, flie fhall be my Queene, 
Proclaime her fo. 

lag. Your highnelTe does but iefl 1 
Kifig. All the world’s franticke, mad with mad are 
bell. Exit 

lag. Wretched flate of Kings, that Handing hye, 
Their faults are markes Ihot at by euery eye. Exit. 


Enter Tormiella^ Malevento^ Gmetfo. 

Gaz, Giue me the key, make all fall, leaue us, He 
skrew her wits to the right place. 

Mai. Apollo blefle thee. Exit. 

Tor. Are not you a woollen Draper % 

Gaz. Yes. 

Tor. Whether is a womans life meafured by the 
Eli or the Yard. 

Gaz. All women by the Yard fure, it’s no life elfe. 

Tor. I’me now neare feuenteene yeares old, if I 
Ihould dye at thefe yeares, am not I a foole. 

Gaz. Yes, marry are you, for the Law allowes 
none to be of difcretion, till they come to twenty 
one. 

Tor. Out vpon you, you are a Lawyer, pray get 
you hence, for youl not leaue me clothes to my backe 
if I keepe you company, I’me mad enough now, and 
youl make me ftarke mad. 

Gaz. I am not what I feeme, no Dodtor I 
But by your Husband fent in this difguife 
To found your bofome. 

Tor. You bob for Eeles, doe you not ? 

Gaz. Here has he lockt his mind vp, but for mee 
To put a burning linftocke in a hand 
That may giue fire, and fend my Soule in powder 
I know not, pardon me, fare you well Lady % 

Tor. Hill doe you heare ? 

Gaz. The eyes of mercy guard thee 
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Were’t knowne for what I venter’d thus, ’twere death, 
He to your husband. 

Tor, Stay, I am not mad 
Yet I haue caufe to raue, my wits like Bels 
Are backward rung, onely to fright the T 5 n:ant 
That whilil his wild lull wanders, I may flye 
To my fweet husbands armes, here I haue hid 
The traines I meane to lay for mine efcape. 

Gaz, Excellent he fhall fecond you. 

Tor. Should any watch vs 1 
Gaz. AlFs fall, run mad agen then, the King 
thinks 

Me fome rare fellow, you lhall leaue the Court 
Now if you’l tafte my CounfelL 

Torm. He drinke gall to cure mee of this hck- 
neffe. 

Gaz, Sit then downe here. 

He bind you fall becaufe it fhall appeare, 

That you grow worfe and worfe, then will I tell 
The King, the onely courfe to leaue you well, 

Is to remoue you home to mine owne Lodging, 

He bind you. 

Tor. For euer to thee. 

Gaz. Once hence, you may fiye, 

To th’ Straights^ and then croffe o^re to Barbary : 

So, thwart a Strumpet 

Tor. What’s that you fpeake ! 

Gaz. A damn’d one, 

Doft thou not know me 1 I am Gazette. 

Tor. Mercy. 

Gaz. .Who like a ball of wild4re haue beene toll 
To make others fport, but here I burfl and kill : 

A periured Strumpet. 

Tor. I am none, 

My Father fwore that I fhould marry thee, 

And then a Tyger and a Lambe had met, 

I ne’re was thine, nor euer will be. 

Gaz. Sweare thou art not mine, 

That when I fee thy heart drunke with hofc oathes, 

4 p 
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This Feind may pitch thee reeling into Hell, 

Sweare that thou art not mine. 

Tor. By heauen I am not, 

To proue I fweare right to thee, change that weapon, 
See at my Girdle hang my wedding kniues, 

With thofe difpatch mee. 

Gaz. To th’heart 1 

Tor. Ayme right I befeech thee. 

Gaz. He not kill thee now for fpight 
Becaufe thou begfl it. 

Tor. Then good villaine fpare me 1 
Gaz, Neither, heere^s that lhall finke thee ; to the 
King 

Thy iugling and thefe Letters fhall be fhowne. 

Tor. Vpon thy head be my confufion 
The King ! I lhall both feed his rage and luft, 

Firll doome me to any Tortures ! 

Gaz. Thou llialt then fweare Vnbinds her. 

Becaufe I know he’ll force the tye a knot, 

The Church mull fee and figh at, if he marries thee, 
Sweare when he comes to touch thy naked fide, 

To bury him in thofe Iheets, thou art his Bride. 

Tor. By Heauen that night’s his lall, my iuft hart 
keepes 

This vow grauen there. 

Gaz. Till then my vengeance lleepes, 

Where is the King % 


Enter King, lago, Alphonfo, Makvento. 

Gaz. I haue refin’d 

That Chaos which confounded her faire mind. 

Kin. Moue in thy voice the Spheares, when next 
thou fpeakH Tormidla. 

Tor. I am well my fearefull dreame 
Is vanilht, thankes to Heauen and that good man. 
King. Thou giu’fl me another Crowne, oh Vinii- 
caios, 

The axletree on which my Kingdome moues, 
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Leanes on thy flioulders, I am all tbine ; Tormiella 1 
Bright Cynthia looke not pale, Endimions lieere, 
Hymen lliail fetch a leape from Heauen t'alight 
Full in thine armes, backe thou blacke ominous night. 

Exeu7it 


Enter Cordolentc, 

Cor. Signior why Don^ not know me, I am 
the poore Shopkeeper, whofe ware is taken vp by the 
King. 

Gaz. You lye. 

Cor. True, as Judges doe with their wiues, very 
feldome, I am Cordolmte a poore Gudgin dining thus 
vnder water, to fee how Neptune and his Mermaides 
fwim together, but dare not come neare him, for feare 
he fets Dogfifh to deuoure me. 

Gaz. An excellent maske againfl the marriage, 
now get a priuate coat, the King meanes to haue you 
flab^d. 

Cor. He does that already, with the bodkin that 
flicks in my wifes hayre. 

Gaz. He has not the patience to flay the dreffmg 
of his meat of thy prouiding, he will haue it taken vp, 
and eate the flefh raw he will be married inconti- 
nently. 

Cor. Will fhe fet her hands to ray homes 1 

Gaz. Yes, and fet them to your head, fhe followes 
the fleps of her old grandam, all euils take their 
names from her, the ills of Eue^ thy wife for the hoope 
ring thou marriedfl her withall, hath fworne to fend 
thee a Deathes head. 

Cor. Sworne 1 

Gaz. Sworae, were thy cafe my cafe ; I would fet 
a Diuell at her elbow in the very Church, I would kill 
her as fhe gaue away her hand. 

Cor. Wilt helpe me to a fit Circle to play the 
Diuell in ? 

Gaz. He place thee, He put thy foot into the 
flirmp. 
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Cor. And I will rid the world of one of his 
difeafes, a loofe woman. 

Gaz. Farewell, eate her very hart Exit. 

Cor. As we feed one vpon another, hungerly 

Exeunt. 

Hohoyes : Enter two Fryers fetting out an Altar ^ 
Enter lago^ Alphonfo, Gazette^ MaleventOy two 
Churchmen^ Tormiella next and the King^ Ladies 
attending., Cordolente Jieales in^ and Jiands in fome 
hy place the King Jiayes or fits in a chayre., Tor- 
miella is brought to him^ as fhe is comming the 
King meets her ; as the ring is putting 0 % Cordo- 
lente fieps in rudely, breakes them off, Tormiella 
flyes to his bofome, the King offers to Jiab him, is 
held : Jhe hieeles, fues, weepes, Cordolente is thrujl 
out, Gazetto laughs at all, they are preparing to it 
againe, it Thunders and Lighte?is : all affrightedly 
Exeunt. 


Enter Cordolente. 

Cor, Doll thou tell me of thy Proclamations that 
I am banilht from the Court, that Court where I came 
to thee was none of thine, it belongs to a King that 
keepes open Court, one that neuer wronged a poore 
Begger, neuer tooke away any mans wife, vnleffe he 
fent his Purfeuant death for her : oh thou daring Sacri- 
legious royall Theefe ; wilt thou rob the Church too 
as thou hail me I thruil me out of that houfe too in 
the Sandluary turn’d Diuell in a crowd of Angels 1 

Enter Gazetto. 

Gaz. Why didH not kill her ? 

Cor. I had no power to kill her 
Charmes of Diuinity pull’d backe mine Arme, 

She had Armor of proofe on, (reuerence of the place) 
She is not married, is ihe, fhorten my paines ; 



Match me in London. 213 

Gaz. Heaiien came it felfe downe, and forbade 
the Banes. 


Enter lago. 

lag. You mufl both to th' King. 

Gaz. Mufl I we are for him. 

Cor. Now doe I looke for a fig. 

Gaz. Chew none, feare nothing. Exeunt 

Flourijk. Enter King, Tormiella, Valafco, Malevento, 
Alphonfo, 

King. Has heauen left chiding yet ! there^s in thy 
voyce 

A thunder that worfe frights mee, didll thou fweare 
In bed to kill me, had I married thee ? 

Tor. It was my vow to doe fo. 

King. And did that Villaine, 

That Lupo Yindicadds, thrufl this vengeance 
Into thy defperate hand 1 

Tor. That Villaine fwore me 
To fpeed you, I had dy’d elfe ; me had he murdered, 
When in a Do<flors fhape he came to cure 
The madneffe which in me was counterfeit, 

Onely to fhun your touches. 

King. Strange preferuation ! 

Enter lago, Gazette, and Cordolente. 

Vat. Here comes the traytor I 
King. Diuell, didfl thou tempt this woman 'gainft 
my life ? 

Gaz. Has (he betray'd me, yes, hence Anticke 
vizors 

He now appear my felfe. 

Mai. Gazette / 

Gaz. The fame. 

Cor. I ha warm’d a Snake in my bofome. 

Mai. This is he, 

To whom by promife my mouth, (not hers) 



214 Match me in London. 

Tormiella fhould ha’ beene married, but flying him 
To runne away with this, he in difgiiife 
Has followed Both thus long to be reueng’d. 

Gaz. And were not my hands ty’d by your prc- 
uention 

It fliould goe forward yet, my plot lay there 
(ELing) to haue her kill thee, this Cuckold her, 

Then had I made him Hawkes-meat. 

Yal Bloudy Varlet 

King, Rare Prouidence, I thanke thee, what a 
heape 

Of mifchiefes haue I brought vpon my Kingdome, 

By one bafe A<51 of lufl, and my greatefl horror 
Is that for her I made away my Queene 
By this deHroyers hand, this crimfon Hell-hound 
That laughes at nothing but frefli Villanies. 

Gaz, The laughing dayes I wiflit for, are now 
come fir 

I am glad that leaping into fuch a Gulph, 

1 am not drown’d, your Queene hues. 

King, Ha ! 

Gaz, She Hues, I had ho reafon to kill her. 

VaL A better Spirit 

Stood at his elbow, then you planted there, 

My poore Girle your fad Queene, breathes yet. 

King, Long may Ihe, 

Fetch her, commend me to her, cheere her (Father.) 
VaL With the befl hart I haue. Exit 

King. Let that llye Bawd 
Engine of Hell, who wrought vpon thy Chaflity 
Be wliipt though SiuilL^ foure fuch tempting witches 
May vndoe a City : come, you wronged paire 
By a King that parted you, you new married are* 
Inioy each other and profper. 

Cor, I doe already. 

Feeling more ioyes then on my Wedding day, 

I nere till now was married. 

Tor, Nor I euer happy vntill this houre. 

Mat Nor I, as I am true Lord. 
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King. No, fir, y’are no true Lord, you haue a title, 
A face of honour, as in Courts many haue, 

For bafe and feruile prollitutions, 

And you are fuch a one, your Daughters fall 
Was firfl Hep to your riling, and her rifing 
Againe to that fweet goodneffe fiie neuer went from, 
Mull be your fall, and flrip you of all honours 
Your Lordfhip is departed. 

Mai. Does the Bell ring out ! I care not 
Your Kingdome was a departing too, I had a place 
in Court for nothing, and if it be gon, I can loofe 
nothing ; I ha’ beene like a Lord in a play, and that 
done, my part ends. 

King. Yes fir, I purge my Court of fuch Infe<5lion. 

MaJ. I fhall find company i’th City I warrant ; I 
am not the firfl hath giuen vp my Cloake of honour. 

Exit 


Enter Falq/co, John, and Queene. 

King. Oh my abufed heart, thy pardon, fee 
I haue fent home my flolne goods : 

Qu. Honeftly 1 

King. As fhe was euer j now with full cleere eyes 
I fee thy beauty, and flrange Cheekes defpife. 

Qu. You call me from a graue of fhame and 
forrow. 

In which I lay deepe buried. 

loh. From a graue likewife 
Your Maieflie calls me 1 I haue lookt backe 
On all my poore Ambitions, and am forry. 

That I fell euer from lo bright a Spheare, 

As is the Loue of fuch a royall brother. 

King. Be as you fpeake, we are ^ends, it was 
our will 

To let you know, we can, or faue, or kill 
loh. Your mercy new transformes me. 

King. Sirrah your fauing 
My Queene, when I confeffe (lufl me fo blinded) 

I would haue gladly loft her ; giues thee life. 
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Qu. Firft I thanke Heauen, then him, and at 
lafl you. 

Gm. I had not the heart to hurt a woman, if I 
had, your little face had beene mail'd ere this, but my 
Angers out, forgiue me. 

Tor. With all my heart 

King. Pray noble brother loue this man, he’s 
honeft, 

I ha* made of him good proofe, we fhould haue had 
A wedding, but Heauen frown’d at it, and I 
Am glad ’tis croft, yet we’ll both Feaft and dance, 

Our Fame hath all this while laine in a Trance : 

Come Tormiella^ well were that City bleft, 

That with but, Two fuch women ftiould excell, 

But there’s fo few good, th’aft no Paralell Exeunt 
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I'he Prologue. 


T Hus from the Poet, am Ibid to fay ; 

Hee knows what Judges fit to Doome each Play^ 
(The Over-curious Critick^ or the Wife) 

The one with f quint; "^Tother with Sunn-like eyes^ 

Shootes through each fccenei The one cries all things 
down 

Tother, hides firangers Faults^ clofe as his Owne, 

Las ! Thofe that out of cufiome come to jeere^ 

(Sung the full quire of the Nine Mufes heeri) 

So Carping^ Not from Wit, hut Apifh fpite. 

And Fethedd Ignorance, Thus 1 our Poet does flight 
^Tis not a gay futc, or Diflortcd Face, 

Can beate Ms Merit off. Which has won Grace 
In the full Theater \ Nor can now feare 
The Teeth of any Snaky whifferer', 

But to the white, and fweete unclowded Brow, 

(The heaven where true worth moves) our Poet do* show: 

. Patrons of Arts, and Pilots to the Stage, 

Who guide it (through all Temfejls) from the Rage 
Of envious Whirlewindes, 6, doe you but fleer e 
His Mufe, This day', And bring her totH wijhed 
Jhore, 

You are thofe Delfhkk Powers whom Jheile adore* 



Dramatis F erf once. 


Duke of Florence. Piero the Dukes So7ine. 

Prmce of Pifa. Gafparo his Friend, 

LordYmni, Tibaldo Neri, Lover of 

Trebatio his Sonne, Dariene L, Vanni’s wife, 

Mutio. \ Angelo Lotti, Lover of 

Philippo. ^ Courtiers, Fiametta. 

Tornelli. ^ 'Baptifla, his friend, 

lacomo Gentili, Tfie Noble Houfe-keeper. 

Signior Torrenti, The Riotous Lord, 

Fiametta, the Dukes Daughter^ 

Dariene, Old Lord Vannies Wife, 

AKfandra, her Daughter, 

Alphonfma,7^/^ to Tibaldo Neri 
Cargo, Lord Vannies man. 

Two Curti^ans. 

A Nurfe. 
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Aftus primus. Scsena prima. 

Enter Duke of Florence, Prince of Pifa, NkoMfo 
Vanni, Treiatio his fonne, Mutio, Phiiiffo^ Tor- 
nelli, Gallants, Tibaldo Neri, Alphonfma his fifier, 
Darlene Old Fannies wife, Cargo a ferving-mcm, 

Ee furfit heere on Pleafures: Seas nor Land 
Cannot invite us to a Feail more glorious, 
Then this day we have iat at : my Lord 
Vanni, 

an excellent feate heere ; Tis a building 
May entertaine a Cmfar : but you and I 
Should rather talke of Tombs, then Pallaces, 

Lefs leave all to our heires, for- we are old- 
Nko. OM 1 hem f all heart of braffe, found as a 
bell, 
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Old ? why, He tell your Graces j I have gone 
But halfe the bridge ore yet ; there lies before me 
As much as 1 have paff’d, and I’le goe it all 
Flo. Mad Vatini ftill 
Nk. Old Oakes doe not eafily fall : 

Decembers cold hand combes my head and beard, 

But May fwimmes in my blood, and he that walkes 
Without his wooden third legge, is never old. 

Pija. What is your age my Lord 1 
Nic. Age, what call you age 1 
I have liv’d fome halfe a day, fome halfe an houre. 
Flo. A tree of threefcore-yeares growth, nothing I 
Tth A meere flip, you have kept good diet my 
lord. 

Nic. Let whores keepe diet, 

Tihaldo ner’e ; never did jRivcrs runn 
In wilder, madder ftreames, then I have done, 
rie drinke as hard yet as an Englifliman. 

Flo. And they are now befl Drinkers. 

Fifa, They put downe the Dutch-men cleane. 

Nic. He yet upon a wager hit any fencers button. 
Car. Some of ’em ha’ no buttons to their doublets 
Sir. 

Nic. Then knave, He hit his flefli, and hit your 
cockfeomhe, 

If you crofle mine once more. 

Flo. Nay be not angry. 

Me. I have my Paffees Sir : and my Paffadoes, 

My Longes, my Stockadoes, Imbrocadoes, 

And all my Pimtoes, and Pimtillioes, 

Here at my fingers end. 

Flo. By my faith ’tis well. 

Me. Old ? why I ne’re tooke Phificke, nor ever 
will, 

I’le trufl. none that have Art, and leave to kill : 

Now for that chopping herbe of hell Tobacco; 

The idle-mans-Devill, and the Drunkards-whore, 

I never medled with her ; my fmoake goes, 

Out at my kitchin chimney, not my nofe. 
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Flo. And fome Lords have no chimnies but their 
nofes. 

Nic. Tobacco-fiiopps Ihew like prifons in hell ; 
Hote, fmoaky, ftinking, and I hate the fmelL 
Pif, Wlio’d thinke that in a coale fo Afliy white, 
Such fire were glowing ? 

Flo, May not a fnuffe give light ? 

Tib, You fee it doe*s in him. 

Alph, A withered-tree, doth oft beare branches. 
Nic, "What thinke you then of me — fweete Lady ? 
Alph, Troth my Lord as of a horfe, vilely, if he 
can 

Neither wihy, nor wagge-Taile. 

Flo, The Lady Alphonfma Neri^ has given it you 
my Lord. 

Nic, The time may come I may give it her too. 
Flo, I doubt Lord Vanni^ fhe will cracke no Nutts, 
With fuch a tough fhell, as is yours and mine. 

But leaving this, lets fee you pray at Court. 

Nico, I thanke your grace. 

Flo, Your wife, and your faire daughter, 

One of the flars of Florcfice^ with your fonne, 

Heire to your worth and Honours, Trehatio Fanni, 
Treb, I fhall attend your gjrace. 

Flo, The holy knot, 

Hymen fhall fhortly tie, and in faire bands, 

Vnite Florence and Pifa by the hands, 

Of Fyametta and this Pifan Duke 
(Our Noble-fon in law) and at this daie, 

Pray be not abfent 
Nic, We fhall your will obey. 

Flo, We heare there is a gallant that out-vies 
Vs, and our court for bravery, of expence, 

For royall feafls, triumphs, and reveUings. 

Me, He's my neere kinfman, mine owne brothers 
fon, 

Who defperately a prodigall race doth runne, 

And for this riotous humour, he has the by-name, 
Signwr Torrmiii^ a fwifl Head-long flreame. 
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Flo. But ther’s another layes on more then he. 

JVk. Old lacomo ? open-handed chariticj 
Sit’s ever at his gates to welcome guefls. 

He makes no bone-fires, as my riotous kinfman, 

And yet his chimncis call out braver fmoake. 

The Bellows which he blowes with, are good deeds, 
The rich he fmiles upon, the poore he feeds. 

Fio, Thefe gallants we’le be feafted by, and Feafl; 
Fames praifes of ’em, fiiall make us their guefl, 

Meane time wele hence. Fxk Florence^ Pifa^ 


Enter Cargo, 

Car, I have News to tell your Lordfhip, Signior 
Angelo (of the Zottl Family) is banifhed. 

Dari, How banifli’t ? alas poore Angelo Lotti, 

Treh, Why muR he goe from Florence ? 

Cargo. Becaufe he can flay there no longer. 

Me. To what end is he driven from the Citie ? 
Cargo. To the end he Ihould goe into fome other 
my Lord. 

JVic. Hoida. 

Car. I hope this is newes Sir. 

JVic. What fpeake the people of him 1 
Car. As bells ring ; fome out, fome in, all jangle, 
they fay he has dealt with the Gemway againfl the 
Rate ; but whether with the men, or the women i tis 
to be Rood upon. 

Me. Away Sir knave and foole. 

Car. Sir knave, a new word ; fooles, and knaves 
Sir ? Exit. 

Me. This muttering long agoe flew to mine eare, 
The Genoway is but a line throwne out, 

Fiamettds love, the net that choakes him. 

Tre. He’s worthy of her equalL 
Me. Peace fooliRi boy, 

At thefe Rate bone-fires (whofe flames reach fo high) 
To Rand aloofe, is fafer then too nigh. Exit. 
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Enter Tihaldo Neri, and Alpkonfina, 

Alp, Why brother, what’s the matter? 

Tib, I’me ill, exceeding ill 

Alp, That’s not well 

Tib, Sure I did furfet at Lord Fannies. 

Alp. Surfet? you eate fome Meate againfl your 
ftomack. 

Tib, No, but I had a ilomack to one dilh, and the 
not tailing it, makes me fick at heart. 

Alp, Was it fiih or fleih % 

Tib, Fleih fure, if I hit the raarke right 
Alp. I’il not the mifsing of a marke (which you 
long to hit) 

Makes you draw fighes in flead of arrowes 1 

Tib. Would I had beene a thoufand leagues from 
thence, 

When I fat downe at’s table, or bin partner 
With Angelo Lotii in his baniihment ; 

Oh ! filler AlpJionfma^ there I dranke 
My bane, the ilrongeft poifon that e’re man 
Drew fi*om a Ladies eye, now fwelling in me. 

Alp, By calling of thy water then, I gueffe thou 
would’il 

Have a medcine for the greene-ficknes. 

Tib, ’Tis a greene wound indeed. 

Alp, Tent it, tent it, and keepe it from rancklmg, 
you are 

Over head and eares in love. 

Tib, I am, and with fuch mortall Arrowes pierc’t 
I ihall fall downe— 

Alp, There’s no hurt in that 
Ttb, And dye unlelfe her pitty 
Send me a quicke and fweete recovery. 

Alp, And faith what dodtrefie is flie mull call you 
patient % 

TB, Faire Dariene^ the Lord Vcmnies wife 

Alp, How ! Darzene % can no feather fit you but 
the broach in an 
4 


Q 
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Old mans hatt ? were there fo many dainty dilhes 
To fill your belly, and mull you needs long for that 
difli 

The mafler of the houfe fetts up for his owne tooth. 

Tib, Could love be like a fubjedl, tied to lawes, 
Then might you fpeake this language. 

Alj>^ Love ? a difeafe as common with young gallants 
as 

Swaggering and drinking Tobacco, there^s not one 
Of *um all but will to day ly drawing on for a 
Woman, as if they were puffing and blowing at a 
ftreight boot, 

And to morrow be ready to knock at deathes doore, 
But I wo’d faine fee one of you enter and fet in 
His flaffe. 

Tik You fliall fee me then do fo. 

Alj>* I fhall looke fo old firfl, I ffiall be taken for 
thy grandame j come, come ^tis but a worme betweene 
the skinne 

And the flefh, and to be taken out with the point 
of a 

Waiting-womans needle, as well as a great 
Counteffes. 

Tib. If this be all the 'comfort you will lend me, 

Would you might leave me 

Aifi. Leave thee in ficknes ? I had more need give 
thee a Caudle ^ and thmfl thy adle-head into a 
night-Capp, 

for looke you brother——— 

Tib. Even what you will mufl out. 

Alp. If what you will might fo too, then would 
you be in 

Tune : I warrant, if the fucket flood here before 
Thee, thy flomack would goe againfl. 

Tib. Yes fure my flomack would goe againfl it ; 
*Tis onely that which breeds in me defpaire. 

Alp. Defpaire for a woman? they hang about 
mens 

Neckes in fome places thicker then hops upon poles. 
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Tib, Her walls of cliallitie cannot be beaten 
downe. 

Alp, Walls of chaflitie ? walls of wafer-cakes, I 
have 

Knowne a woman carry a fether-bed, and a man in't 
In her minde, when in the llreete fhe call up the 
white of 

Her eye like a Puritane. 

Tib, Sifter you do but llretch me on the racke 
And with a laughing cheeke increafe my paine. 

Be rather pitifull and eafe my torments 
By teaching me how in this dreadfull Horme, 

I may efcape ihip-wrack and attaine that Ihore 
Where I may live, heere elfe I^me fure to die* 

Alp, Well brother, fince you will needs faile by 
fuch a 

Starre as I ihall point out, looke you heere it is \ if 
fhe were 

Your Fether-makers, Taylors or Barbers wife, 

Baite a hooke with gold, and with it 

Tib, I do conjure you by that noble blood 
Which makes me call you lifter, ceafe to powre 
Poifon into a wound, fo neere my heart, 

And if to cure Loves-paines there be an Art. 

Woman me thinkes fhould know it caufe fhe breeds it 
Alp, That cunning woman you take me to be, and 
becaufe 

I fee you diffemble not, heePs my medcine. 

Tib, I fhall for ever dianke you. 

Alp, Firfl fend for your Barber. 

Ttb. For heavens fake. 

Alp, Your Barber fhall not come to rob you of 
your beard; 

He deale in no concealements 

Tib, Oh ! fie, he, fie. 

Alp, But let him by rubbing of you quicken 
’"Your fpirits. 
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Alp. Then whiflle your gold-finches (your gallants) 
to your fill. 

Tib. Y^ar mad, y^ar mad. 

Alp. Into a Tauerne, Drinke lliffe, fweare ftifFe, 
have your muficke, and your brace, dance, and whiffe 
Tobacco, 

Till all fmoake Agen, and fplit Sir. 

Tib. You fplit my very heart in pieces. 

Alp, And doe thus, but till the Moone cutts off her 
homes ; Laugh in the day, and fleepe in the night : 
and this wenching her will be burnt out of you. 

Tib. Away, away, cruell you are to kill, 

When to give life, you have both power and skill. 

Exit 

Alp. Alas : poore brother now I pitty thee, and 
wo’d doe 

Any thing to helpe thee to thy longing, but that a 
Gap mull be broken, in another mans hedge to rob 
His orchard, within there Luca Angelo, give him 
Mufick : 

Muficke has helpt fome mad-men, let it then 
Charme him, Love makes fooies of the wifefl men. 

Exit 

Enter at one doore, Angelo Zotti, and Baptijla, at 
the other, Piero, and lafpero. 

Pier. Yonders that villaine, keepe off lafpero r 
This prey I’le ceafe. All draw, 

lafp. Be more advifed Sir. 

Bap. At whole life fhoote you ? 

Pier. At that Haves there. 

Ang. Slave ? I know you for the Dukes fonne, but 
I know no caufe of quarrell, or this bale reproach. 
Pier. Thou art a villaine. 

Ang. WTierein ? 

Pier. And by witch-craft, 

Had Hole my filler Fiamettas heart, 

Forceing her leave a Prince his bed for thine. 
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Ang. If for her love you come to kill me ; heere 
He point you to a doore where you may enter and 
fetch out a loath*d life. 

Pier. lafpero. 
lafp. Oh my Lord. 

Ang. Let him come, I ow her all ; 

And that debt will I pay her glkdly. 

lafp. Deare Sir heare him 

Aug. But if on any other her of rage ; 

You thirll to drinke my blood, heere I defie 
You, and your malice, and returne the villaine 
Into your throate. 

Pier, So brave fir I Change a thruft or two. 

Enter Nicolletfo^ and Cargo. 

Nko. I charge you in the Dukes name, keepe the 
peace ; 

Beate downe their weapons, knock 'em downe 
Cargo. 

Car. I have a lullices warrant to apprehend your 
weapons \ 

Therefore I charge you deliver. 

Nico. Oh my Lord : make a fray in an open 
flreete ? tis to 

Make a bon-fire to draw children and fooles 
Together ; Signior Angelo^ pray be wife, and be gon. 
Ang. I doe but guard my life (my Lord) from 
danger. 

Papt, Sir, you doe exercife your violence 
Vpon a man, llab'd to the heart with wounds ; 

You fee him finking, and you fet your foote 
Vpon his head, to kill him with two deathes ; 

Trample not thus on a poore banilh'd man. 

Mico. If hee be banilh’d, why dwells hee i'th 
houfe, whole 

Tiles are pull'd downe over his head I You muH 
hunt 
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No more in this Parke of Flore7ice ; why then 
Doe you lie fneaking heere, to Ileale venifon % 

Ang. My Lords, I take my lafl leave of you all ; 

Of love, and fortunes — 

FaJ>t Lower thou canll not fall. Fxzt 

lafp. Truft mee, my Lord, This LoUi is a man, 
(Setting afide his livall-lhip in love. 

For which you hate him) fo abundant rich 
In all the Vertues of a Gentle-man, 

That had you read their file, a$ I haue done, ‘ 

You would not onely fall in love with him, 

And hold him worthy of a Princefie bed, 

But grieve, that for a woman, fuch a man 
Should fo much fuffer ; in being fo put downe, 

Never to rife againe. 

Nicol A terrible cafe, i'de not be in’t for all Florence. 
Pie, Troth deare friend, 

The praifes which have crown’d him with thy ludge- 
ment, 

Make mee to call on him an open eye. 

Which was before Ihut, and I pittie him, 
lafp, I never heard ’mongll all your Romane fpirits. 
That any held fo bravely up his head, 

In fuch a fea of troubles (diat come rowling 
One on anothers necke) as LotH doth, 

Hee puts the fpite of Fortune to difgrace, 

And makes her, when fhee firownes worll, tume her face. 
Pier, No more : I love him, and for all the Duke- 
dome, 

Would not have cut fo Noble a fpreading Vine, 

To draw from it one drop of blood ; Lord Vanni, 

I thanke you that you cur’d our wounded peace, 

So fare you well. Exit, 

Nico. A good health to you both. 
lafp. You play the Conflable wifely, 

Carg, And I his Beadle, I hope as wifely. 

Nico. The Conllable wifely ; Cargo he calls me 
foole by craft. 

But let ’em pafie. 
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Carg. As Gentle-men doe by Creditors (muffled). 
Nice. I haue another cafe to handle : thou know^ll 
the Donna Alphonfma^ of the Neri Familie. 

Carg. The little Paraquinto that was heere when 
the Duke 

Was fealled, fhee had quick-filver in her mouth, for 
Her tongue, like a Bride the firft night, never lay 
ftm. 

Nico. The fame Afpen-leafe, the fame ; is^t not a 
Galley for 

The Great Turke to be row'd in % 

Carg. I thinke my Lord, in calme weather, fhee 
may fet upon 

A Gally-aff bigge as your Lordfhip. 

Nico. Commend me to this Angelica. 

Carg. Angelzca-wsitei: is good for a cold flomach. 
JVico. I am all fire. 

Carg. Shee's a cooler. 

IVzco. Would 'twere come to that 
Carg. A fmail thing does it my Lord; in the 
time a 

Flemming drinkes a Flap-dragon. 

Dico. Give her this paper, and this ; in the one 
fhe may know my minde, in the other, feele me : this 
a Letter, this a lewell : 

Tell her, I kilTe the little white naile of her little 
white 

Finger, of her more little white hand, of her mofl 
Little white bodie. 

Carg. Her tell-tale, for all this will I bee. 

Mco. Thou hafl beene my weavers fhuttle to runne 
betwixt me and my ftufies of Frocreandi caufa. , 

Carg. A fuite of Stand-farther-off, had bin better 
fometimes. 

Mco. No Cargo, I have flill the Lapis miroLUis, 
be thou clofe — 

Carg^ my Ladies Chamber-mai^e, 

Mco. Away then, nay quick knave, thou rack'll 
mee. Exit. 



232 The Wonder of a Kingdome. 

Carg. I goe to flretch you to your full length. 

Exit 

Enter locomo GenUli^ in a fuite of gray ^ Velvet 
gowne, Cap, Chaine^ Steward^ and Serving-men^ 

• Mutio^ Philippe^ Tornelli^ Montinello, 

Gent Happy be your arivall, Noble friends ; 

You are the firfl, that like to Doves repaire 
To my new building : you are my firft-borne guefls, 
My eldell fonnes of hofpitalitie ; 

Here’s to my hearty wellcomes. 

Mutio. Worthy Lord, 

In one word, and the word of one, for all, 

Our thankes are as your welcomes, Infinite. 

PhiL Rome in her Auncient pride, never rais’d up 
A worke of greater wonder, then this building, 

Gent. ’Tis finilh’d, and the coil Hands on no 
fcore, 

None can for want of payment, at my doore, 

Curfe my foundation, pra 3 dng the roofe may fall 
On the proud builders head, feeing the fmoake goe 
Out of thofe Chimneys, for whofe bricks I owe. 

Tor. To eredl a frame fo glorious, large^ and hie, 
Would draw a very fea of filver drie. 

Mofd. My Lord locomo Gentili^ pray tell us, 

How much money have you buried under this kingly 
building 1 

Gent. Pray call it not fo : 

The humble flirub, no Cedar heere ihall grow ; 

You fee Three hundred Dorick pillars fland 
About one fquare, Three hundred Noble friends 
Lay'd (in their loves) at railing of thofe Columnes, 

A piece of gold under each Pedeilall, 

With his name grav’d upon the bottome Hone, 

Except that coft, all other was mine owne ; 

See heere, each dayes expences are fo great, 

They make a volume, for in this appeares, 

It was no taske of weekes, or moneths, but yeares : 
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I trail my lleward onely with the key. 

Which keepes that fecret; heere's Aiithmetick 
For Charles to call up, there’s the roote of all ; 

If you have skill in numbers, number that 
MonL Good Mr. Steward read it. 

Stm, All the charge 

In the groffe fumme, amounteth to 

Gent To what % 

Thou vaine vaine-glorious foole, goe burne that 
Booke, 

No Herald needs to blazon Charities Armes; 

Goe bume it prefently. 

Stew, Bume it % Exit 

Gent Away, 

I lanch not forth a Ihip, with drums and gunnes, 

And Trumpets, to proclaime my gallantry ; 

He that will reade the wailing of my gold, 

Shall find it writ in alhes, which the winde 
Will fcatter ere he fpends it ; Another day, 

The wheele may turne, and I that built thus high, 

May by the flormes of want, be driven to dwell 
In a thatch’ t Cottage ; Rancor lhall not then 
Spit poyfon at me, pinning on my backe 
This card ; He that fpent thus much, now does lack. 
Mmt Why to your houfe adde you fo many 
gates ? 

Gent My gates fill up the number of feuen dayes, 
At which, of guells, feven leverall forts He welcome : 
On Munday, Knights whofe fortunes are funke low; 
On Tuefday, thofe that all their life-long read 
The huge voluminous wonders of the deepe, 

Sea-men (I meane) and fo on other dayes, 

Others lhall take their tumes. 

FM, Why have you then built twelue fuch valle 
roomes. 

Gent For the yeares twelve moones ,* 

In each of which, twelue Tables lhall be fpread ; 

At them, fuch whom the world fcornes, lhall be fed, 
The windowes of my building, which each mome, 
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Are Porters, to let in mans comfort (light) 

Are numbred juft three hundred fixtie five, 

And in fo many daies the funne does drive 
His chariot fluck with beames of BurniCli’t gold, 

My Aimes fhall fuch diumall progrefie make 
As doe’s the funne in his bright Zodiack, 

Tor. You differ from the guife of other lands, 
Where Lords lay all their livings on the racke, 

Not fpending it in bread, but on the backe. 

Gent Such Lords eate men, but men fliall eate up 
me, 

My uncle the Lord Abbot had a foule 
Subtile and quick, and fearching as the fier, 

By Magicke-flayers he went as deepe as hell, 

And if in devills poffefsion gold be kept, 

He brought fome fure from thence, ^tis hid in caves 
Knowne (fave to me) to none, and like a fpring 
The more tis drawne, the more it fiill doth rife, 

The more my heape wafles, more it multiplies. 

Now whither (as moll rich -men doe) he pawn’d 
His foule for that deare purchafe none can tell, 

But by his bed-fide when he faw death ftand 
Fetching a deepe groane, me he catch’t by tlf hand 
Cal’d me his heire, and charg’d me well to fpend 
What he had got ill, deale (quoth he) a doale 
Which round (with good mens prayers) may guard my 
foule 

Now at her fetting forth ; let none feele want 
That knock but at thy gates : do wrong to none, 

And what requell to thee fo ear is made, 

If honell, fee it never be denay’d 
Mont And yow’le performe all this 1 
Gent Faire & upright, 

As are the flridl vowes of an Anchorite : 

A benefit given by a Niggards hand 
Is Hale and gravily bread, the hunger-llerv’d 
Takes it, but cannot eate it ; He give none fuch. 

Who with free heart fhakes out but crums, gives much. 
Mont In fuch a Ihip of worldly cares my Lord 
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As you mufl faile now in, yowle need more Pilots 
Then your owne felfe to fit and ileare the Helme. 

You might doe therefore well to take a wife ; 

Gmit A wife % when I fliall have one hand in 
heaven, 

To write my happinefie in leaves of ilarres ; 

A wife wo’d plucke me by the other downe : 
This|Barke hath thus long fail’d about the world, 

My foule the Pilot, and yet never liilen’d 
To fuch a Mare-maids fong : a wife, oh fetters, 

To mans bleft liberty I ^ this world’s a prifon, 
Heaven the high wall about it, fin the jalour, 

But the iron-ihackles waying down our heeles, 
Are.onely women, thofe light Angells tume us> 

To fleftily devills, I that Sex admire, 

But never will fit neere their wanton fier. 

Mut Who then lhall reape the golden come you 
fowe % 

FhL ’Tis halfe a curfe to them, that build, and 
fpare, 

And hoard up wealth, yet cannot name an heire. 

Gent My heires lhall be poore children fed on 
almes, 

Souldiers that want limbes, fchollers poore and 
fcom’d. 

And thefe will be a fure inheritance ; 

Not to decay : Manners and Townes will fall, 
Lord-lhips and Parkes, Paflures and woods be fold. 
But this Land Hill continues to the Lord : * 

No fubtile trickes of law, can me beguile of this. 

But of the beggers-dilhe, I lhall drinke healthes 
To lall for ever ; whim I live, my roofe 
Shall cover naked wretches ; when I die, 

Tis dedicated to St Charitie. 

Mtii, The Duke inform’d, what trees of goodneffe 
grow 

Here of your planting, in true loue to your* virtues ; 
Sent us to give you thankes, for crovmmg' F/ore/m 
With fame of luch a fubje<5l, and entreats you 
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(Vntill he come liimfelfe) to accept this token, 

Of his faire wiflies towards you. 

Gefit Pray returne 

My duty to the Duke, tell him I value his love 
Beyond all jewells in the world. 

Fhu H’as vow’d ere long to be your vifitant. 

Gent He fhall be welcome when he comes, that’s 
aU; 

Not to a Pallace, but my hofpitall. 

Omnes, Wee’le leave your Lordfliip. 

Gent My bell thoughts goe with you : 

My Steward ? 

Enter Steward, a7id a foolijii Gentle^man, 

Stew* Heere my Lord. 

Gent* Is the Booke fired ? 

Stew* As you commanded Sir, I faw it burn’d. 
Gent Keep fafe that lewell, and leave me ; letters 1 
from whome 1 

JBuz* Signior leronimo Guydanes, 

Gent Oh fir, I know the bufinefle : yes, yes, ’tis 
the fame *, 

Guidanes lives amongll my bofome friends : 

He writes to have me entertaine you fir. 

Euz, That’s the bough, my bolt flies at, my Lord. 
Gent What Qualities are you fumilh’t with 1 
Bnz* My Education has bin like a Gentle-man. 
Gent Have you any skill in fong, or Inllrument ? 
Buz. As a Gentleman Ihoo’d have, I know all, but 
play on none : I am no Barber. 

Gent Barber 1 no fir, I thinke it ; Are you a Lin- 
guift? 

Buz. As a Gentleman ought to be, one tongue 
ferues one head ; I am no Pedler, to travell Coun- 
tries, 

Gent What skill ha’ you in horfeman-lliip 1 
Buz. As other Gentlemen have, I ha’ rid fome 
beafts in my Time. 
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Gent Can you write and reade then t 
Buz, As moil of your Gentle-men doe i my band 
has bin 

Taken with my marke at it. 

Gent I fee you are a dealer, give me thy hand, 
He entertaine thee howfoeuer, becaufe in thee I keepe 
halfe a fcore Gentlemen ; thy name. 

Buz, Aliniiis Buzardo 

Gent I entertaine thee, good Buzardo, 

Buz, Thankes fir. 

Gent This fellow’s a ftarke foole, or too wife, 

The triall will be with what wing he flies. Exit 


A 5 lus fecundtts* Sccena prima. 


Enter Tibaldo ficke in Ms chaire^ AlphonfinUy Mufio, 
FMlippo^ Tornelli, Montivello. 

Mut T N Lawes of courtefie, wee are bound fweete 
i Lady, 

(Being thus nigh) to fee you and your brother, 

Our noble friend, tho’ the Duke had not fent 
Alp. Thankes worthy fir. 

Phil. Signior Tibaldo hath defire to fleepe. 

Tor. Then leave him, Companie offends the ficke. 
Alp. Our humblefl dude to my Lord the Duke ; 

If in my Brothers name, and mine, you tender 
For this his noble love, wee both fhaU reft 
Highly indebted to you all. 

Mut Sweete Madam, 

You fhall command our Uves to worke your good. 
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Alp. Signior, your love. 

Omnes. All at your fervice Madam, 

Mut A quick, and good health to your noble 
Brother. 

Alp. And all faire fortunes doubled on your felfe. 

Exit. 

So: me thinkes a Lady had more need have a 
new paire of lips, then a new paire of gloves, for tho’ 
they were both of one skinne, yet one would weare 
out fooner then the other j I thinke thefe Courtiers 
have al offices in the Spicerie. And taking my lips 
for fweet-meates, are as fawcie with ’em as if they were 
Fees ; I wonder Tihaldo thou can’ll fit ilill, and not 
come in for a ffiare ; If old Fannies wife had beene 
heere, all the parts about you had mov’d. 

Tik Thou think’ll I lie in, heere’s fuch a goffiping, 
as if ’twere a Child-bed Chamber. 

Alp. So ’tis, for He fweare, all this llirre is about 
having a woman brought to bed ; marry I doubt it 
mull be a mans lying in. 

Tid. I would thy tongue were a man then, to lie. 

Alp. I had rather it were a woman, to tell trueth. 

Tid. Good filler Alphonfma^ you Hill play 
The bad Philicion, I am all on lire, 

And you to quench mee, powre on fcoopes of oyle ; 

I feele ten thoufand plummets at my heart, 

Yet you cry, Lay on more, and are more cruel! 

Then all my tortures. 

Alp. Sadnelfe, I pittie thee, 

And will to doe thee fervice venture life, 

Mine honour being kept fpotlelTe. 

Tib. Gentle filler, 

The eafiell thing ith’ world to begge, I crave, 

And the poorell Aimes to give. 

Alp. But aske and have. 

Tib. A friendly counfell, loe that’s all 

Alp. ’Tis yours. 

Be rul’d by me then ; in an alhie fheete, 

Cover thefe glowing embers of defire. 



TJie Wonder of a Kingdome. 239 

Tib, Embers ? I wo’d yon felt em, ’tis a fire— — 

Alp, Come, and fet hand to paper. He indite. 

Tib, And fiiee’Ie condemne mej no, I will not 
write. 

Alp, Then prethee take this Phifick ; be not the 
fea, to drinke flrange Rivers up, yet Hill be drie ; Be 
like a noble llreame, covet to runne betwixt faire 
bankes, which thou may’ll call thine owne, and let 
thofe bankes be feme faire Ladies ajrmes, fit for thy 
youth, and birth. 

Tib, Againll your charmes, 

Witch, thus I flop mine eares. 

Alp, He hollow them; this Deere ruanes in my 
Lords Parke, 

And if you Ileale it, looke to have Blood-hounds 
feent you. 

Tib, Are you mad 1 

Alp, Yes, you fhall finde venifon-fawce deerer then 
other flefh. 

Tib, No, no, none elfe mufl, none lhall, none can, 
My hunger feede but this ; downe will I dive, 

And fetch this Pearle, or nere come up alive 

Alp, Are all my warme cawdles come to thisi 
now I fee th’art too farre gone, this Lady hath over- 
fpent thee ; therefore fettle thine ellate, plucke up a 
good heart, and He pen thy will, 

Tib^ Oh fie, fie. 

Alp, Bequeath thy kifies to fome Taylor, that 
hunts out weddings every funday ; Item^ Thy fighes to 
a noyfe of fidlers ill paid, thy palenelle to a Fencer 
fighting at fharpe, thy want of llomack to one of the 
Dukes guard. 

Tib, I begge it at thy hands, that being a woman, 
thoul’t make a wonder. 

Enter Cargo, 

Alp, Whafs that 1 

Tib, Hold thy tongue. 
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Alp, It^s an Inflrument ever plaid on, caufe well 
flrung, 

Who’s that come into the Chamber there ? Oh, Mr, 
Cargo. 

Carg, My Lord hath fent you a lewell lock’t up 
in this paper, and the moillure of a goofe quill, that’s 
to fay, words in that 

Alp, Oh hr, I thanke your Lord, and this your 

paines; have him into the Buttery ^let me fee, 

Lady, that 1 love you, I dare fweare like a Lord (I 
iliall have oathes enough then) I .fend you all that is 
mine, in hopes all lhall bee mine that is yours, for it 
Hands to reafon, that mine being yours, yours fhould 
bee mine, and yours being mine, mine Ihould be 
yours. Love me, or I die, If I die, you kill me, If 
you kill me, I will fay nothing, but take the blow 
patiently. I hold my life this Lord has bin baflina- 
do’d, out upon him rammihi foxe, he ftinks hither ^ 
Prethee good Brother reade. 

Tib. I will. Reades, 

Alp, Is’t Gander moneth with him? How the 
devill is my maydenhead blafted 1 that among fuch 
Ihoales of GaUants, that fwim up and downe the Court, 
no fifh bites at the baite of my poore beautie, but this 
tough Cods-head ? 

Tih, Oh filler, peace for heavens fake j heere lies 
health 

Even in this bitter pill (for me) fo you 
Would play but my Philician, and fay, take it ; 

You axe offered heere, to foioume at his houfe : 
Companion with his Lady. 

Alp, Sir, I have you. And I goeing vpon fo 
weightie a bufmelfe, as getting of children, you would 
ha’ me pin you to my lleeve. 

Tib, Mofl true. 

Alp, You care not fo I tume whore to pleafure 
you. 

Tib, Oh Siller, your high worth is knowne full 
well 
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Gainfl bafe ailault, a Fort Impregnable i 
And therefore, as you love my life, ith’ fprindge, 
Catch this old Wood-cocke. 

AiJ^, In the flame lie fmdge 
My wings, tinlelTe I put the candle out, 

That you fth’ darke may bring your hopes about 
You have wonne me. 

Jib. You revive me. 

Alp, Have a care you call not your felfe downe 
too foone now. 

Tib, I warrant you. 

Alp, As for my old Huck-flers artillery, I have 
walls of 

Chaftity Urong enough fhoote he never fo hard, to 
keepe him 

From making any breach. 

Tib, ^Twill be a noble-battaile on each fide ; 

Yet now my fpirits are rouzed, a flratageme 
Lies hatching heere, pray helpe me noble filler, 

To give it forme and life. 

Alp, My bell. 

Tib, What thinke you % 

(The marke of man not yet fet in my face) 

If as your filler, or your kinf-woman,* 

I goe in womans habit, for thereby, 

Speech, firee acceffe, faire opportunity ; 

Are had without fufpition. 

Alp, Mine be your will ; 

Oh me ! what paines we take to bring forth ill % 

Such a difguife is lafe too, fince you never but once 
Were feene there. 

Tib, My wife After ever. 

Enter Cargo, 

Alp, Send in the fellow there that brought the 
letter; 

Why how now ? doe his leggs faile him already % 

A llaffe for his declining age. 
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Carg. I have a pike-flaffe of mine owne already, 
but I could not 

Keep out your fcurvy defperate hoggf-liead from 
coming 

In upon me, I’me cut i’th’ cockfcombe. 

Alp, Nothing I fee is fo like an old-man, as a young- 
man drunke. 

Carg, Or when he comes from a wench. 

Alp, Before he beare your anfwer let him fleep. 
TiL Whim you laugh at what I could almoft 
weepe. Exit. 

Enter Angelo^ like a Do^or, Baptijla^ 
his man. 

Ang. Deare friend, I Ihould both wrong my faith 
& fortunes, 

To make 'em thus dance Antickes ; I lhall never 
play the diffembler. 

Eapt. Then neuer play the Louer ; 

Death ! for a woman, I'de be fieade alive, 

Could I but finde one conftant : i’ft fuch a matter 
For you then to put on a Do6lours*gowne, 

And his flat velvet-Cap, and fpeake the gibbering 
Of an Apothecary. 

Ang. If thus difguif d 
I’me taken, all the phificke in the world 
Cannot prolong my life. 

Eapt, And dying for her, 

You venture bravely, all women o’re your grave 
Will pray that they fo kinde a man may have, 

As to die for ’em ; fay your banifhment 
Had borne you hence, what hells of difcontent, 

Had rack’d your foule for her, as hers for you ^ 

Should you but faint, well might you feeme untrue, 
Where this attempt your loyalty fliall approve, 

Who ventures farthefl winns a Ladies-love. 

Ang. How are my beard and haire f 
Bapt, Friend I protell, 
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So rarely counterfeit, as if a painter 

Should draw a Dodlour : were I ficke my felfe, 

And met you with an urinal! in my hand, 

I de call it at your head, unlelTe you call 
The water for me, come, all’s pafsing well ; 

Love which makes pale the cheeks, gives you com- 
plexion, 

Fit for a fallow French-man. 

Ang. I will on then, 

In France I long haue liv’d. And know the Garbe 
Of the French-Mounte-bankes, whofe apilh geflure, 
Although in them I hold ridiculous, 

My felfe Ihall pradlife. 

Bapt For a Do6lours-man, 

You fee Fme fitted, foote by foote Tie walke, 
and meete all dangers fent againll your breaft 
An£. I thanke thee noble friend; let’s then to 
court. 

The pangs a lover fufiers are but fhort. Exit 

Enter FloreficCy Pifa, NicoUetto, Philippo^ TonellOy 
Piero, met hy an old Nurfe. 

Flo. How now Nurje, how does my Fiametta t 
Nurf. Oh my fweete Lord, fhees at it agen, at it 
ageni 

Flo. Who are with her % call for more helpe. 

Nurf. More helpe ! alas there’s my Lady Vanni 
with her, and Ladies upon Ladies, and Dodlours upon 
Dodlours, but all cannot doe. 

Pifa. How does it take her Nurfe ? 

Nurf. Oh fweete Princelfe, it takes her all over 
with a pricking; firfl about her llomack, and then 
Ihe heaves, and heaves, that no one man with all his 
weight, can keepe her downe. 

Fier. At this I wonder, that her ficknelTe makes 
her Dodlours fooles- 

Ntc. He that Ihe findes moR eafe in, is Dr. 
Iordan. 


R 2 
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Flo, I will give halfe my Duke-dome for her 
health. 

Nic. Well, well, If death do take her, he lhall have 
the fweetefl bed-fellow that ever lay by leane mans- 
fide. 

Flo, I entreate thee Nurfe be tender over her. 
Nurf, Tender quoth a ^ Pme fure my heeles are 
growne as hard as hoofes, with trotting for her, lie 
put you in one comfort 
Flo, Whafs that Nurfe ? 

Nurf, In her greatell conflidl fh’as had a worthy 
feeling of her felfe. Exit, 

Flo. So, fo, Tme glad of it my Lord of Fija. 
Vnder this common blow, which might have firooke 
the flrongefl heart, here pray doe not you Ihiinke. 

Fifa. Sicknes is lifes retainer, Sir, and I 
(What is not to be fliun’d) beare patiently ; 

But had fhe health as found as hath the fpring, 

She wo’d to me prove fickly Autumne Hill 
Flo. Oh fay not fo. 

Fif. I finde it, for being loyall, 

As the touch-needle to one flarre flill turning, 

I loofe that flarre, my faith is paid with fcorning. 

Who then with eagles wings of faith and truth, 

Wild in her fun-bearaes plaie away his youth, 

And kiffe thofe flames, which burne but out mine 
eyes, 

With fcalding rivers of her cruelties ? 

Flo, 'Tis but her way-ward ficknes cafls this eye 
of flightnes on you. 

Fis, Tis my Lord her hate ; 

For when death fits even almoft on her browes, 

She fpreads her armes abroad, to welcome him, 

When 111 my bridall-bed I Ancle a grave. 

Flo. Mtdw% 

Enter Mutio, 

Mut. There’s a French-man come to court, 
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A profefl Do6loiir, that has feen the Princefie, 

And will on her lecovery pawne his life. 

Flar. Comfort from heaven, I hope, lefs fee this 
Do<5lour. 

Enter Angelo like a JDo flour , Bapiijla Ms man, 

Flo, Welcome good Dodlour : have you feen my 
daughter ? 

Reflore her health, and nothing in my Duke-dome, 
Shall be too deare for thee, how doe you Judge her ? 

Ang, Be me trat me Lord, I finde her a very bad 
lady, & no well. 

Flo. Fiero take the Duke of Fifa pray and be your 
fillers vifitants. 

Fia^o, Sir we fhall, if the Duke pleafe 

Fifa, The poyfoned may drinke gall Exit, 

Flo, Attend the Duke. 

Efiter Cargo^ with a letter. 

Cargo, The party Sir. 

Nico. Thou lhalt have Ceejars pay — my Coach. 
Car, Old January goes to lie with May. Exit 
Flo, Dodlor J thus have fmgled you, to found 
The depth of my girles licknes, that if no skill 
Of man can fave her, I againll heavens will, 

May arme my breall with patience, therefore be 
free. 

Ang, By my tra’ and fa’ my LoP, me no point can 
play 

The hound, and fawne upon de moH puip)ant Roy in 
de world ; 

A French-man beare the brave minde for dat 
Flo. So, fo, I like him better. 

Ang, Me gra tanke you, now for de maladie of de 
PrincelTe, 

Me one two, tre time, feele her pulfe, and ron up and 
downe all 
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De Oder parts of her body, and hnde noting 
but dat 

She be trobla with le gran defire of de man. 

Flo, A great defire of a man ? 

Ang, A my trat ^tis verament, fhe longa to do 
fome ting in Love upon le gentle home. 

Flo, Do6lor thou hit’ll her heart, ’tis there lliee’s 
wounded, 

By a poyfon’d Arrow, Ihot from a villaines hand ; 

One Angelo of the LoUi Familie, 

And till that head be pluckt out, Ihee will pine, 

VnlelTe controul’d by fome deepe Art of thine. 

A7ig, All tings poffibela me fall undergoe, mee ha 
read Galleuy Hipocratus^ Aviceity but no point can 
peeke out le remedie for de Madam in de bryars of 
love. 

Flo, No medicine you fay in any of them for 
Love. 

Ang, Ay me, trat not worth a lowfe, onely in my 
perigrination about le grand gloabe of de world, me 
find out a fine trick for make a de man, and Voman 
doe, dat is tickla in love. 

Flo. The man and the woman doe? how doe, 
how doe % 

Ang. To be cura, and all whole, Admirable 
veil. 

Flo. As how pray 1 

Ang. Me have had under my fingera, many brave 
vench, and moll Noble gentle Dames, dat have bee 
much troubla, upon de wilde vorme in de taile for 
de man. 

Flo. Very good. 

Ang. And bee my tra my Lord, by experement 
me finde dat de heart of de man \ you underflanda 
me. 

Flo. Yes, yes, the heart of the man. 

Ang. Wee wee, de heart of de man being all dry 
as peppera. 
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Fio. So fa 

A7ig. And rab upon de ting (vat you call it) fall 
make it moulder all to crumble and duIL 

Fla. Oh, oh, a Grater. 

Ang. Ee by my tra you fay veil, rub a de mans 
dry Art upon de Grater, and drinke de powder in de 
pot le Vine, by de Gentle-voman, and by gais-blor, 
the prefentamently kick up de heele at de man die 
lova. 

Flo. Excellent. 

Ang. No point more remembra, hut cry out le 
French poo upon le varlet 

Flo. So Ihee will hate her lover. 

Ang. Be-gar, as my felfe hate le puz-cat, cry mew 
at my fhin ; and viil have de rombling a de gut, for 
de other gentle home. 

Fla. Thou corn’ll up clofe to me now, my brave 
Dodlor. 

Ang. Be-gar me hope fo, and derfore my Lord 
apply le defperate Medicine, to le perilous maladie, 
and have dis Aiigelo be cut in de troate, and be man- 
llaughtered. 

Flo. You then advife me to have Angelo llaine. 

Ang. Wee. 

Flo. And then to have my daughter drincke his 
heart 

Afig. Wee, wee. 

Flo. Grated and dried, and fo 

Ang. Wee, wee, wee. 

Flo. I wo’d I grip’d it fall now in this hand, 

And eat it panting hot, to teach a peafant 
To climbe above his being, Dodlor, hee dies. 

Ang. Knocka de pate downe be-gar, 

Flo. But Hay, Hay, hee’s fled Florence It will 
bee 

A worke to find him firH out, and being found, 

A taske to kill him : for our Gallants fpeake 
Much of his worth ; The varlet is valiant. 
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Ang. No matera for dat : for two tree foare 
crowne, dar be 

E.afcalls fall run him in on debacke-lliide. 

Fkr. He fhall be fought for, and being found, he 
dies. 

Ang^ Pray my lor’ fuffera le PrincelTe and me for 
be in private, 

Le Do6lor ufes for toucha doe Ooman — 

Flo. Doe, fo, whim I for Angeloes death ufe 
fpeede, 

For till I have his heart, mine owne muH bleede. 

Exit 

Enter Baptijia. 

Ang. Oh my BwpUJia. 

Bapt I have heard the thunder aym’d at your life. 
Ang. And it will llrike me dead, 

With a moft foddaine and Invifible blowe. 

Bapt Now that you fee his vengeance apt to fall, 
Flie from it. 

Ang. How? 

Bapt By fayre, and free acceffe, 

Open your dangers to your Miflris eyes, 

Where thee ftarke mad, fo the be mad for love, 

You’le bring her to her witts, if wifely now 
You put her into th’ way; Gold bar’d with locks, 

Is bell being llolne ; ileale her then. 

Ang. ’Tis but a wracke at moll, 

Oh on what boillerous Seas is True love toll 1 Exeunt 
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A£lus Ter tins, Scmna prt^na. 

Trumpets founding. Enter mi VJIier 3are, pef lim- 
ing a roonie^ Signior Torrenti gorgcoufly attyred^ a 
company of Gallants, 

Tor, Roome fmells. 

Gal, It has bin new perfum'd. 

Tor, Then 'tis your breeches, lland off — and fhines 
there (fay you) a Sun in our horizon full as glorious, 
as we our felfe ? 

2 . Gal. So cry the common people. 

Tor, The common people are Rafcalls, lying 
devills, 

Dung-hills, whofe favor poifons brave mens fames, 
That Ape of greatneffe (imitating mee) 

I meane that flavifh Lord lacomo 
Shall die a beggar, If at the yeares end, 

His totall of expence dares equall mine ; 

How is his houfe built % 

I. Gal, Admirable faire. 

Tor, Faire ? He guild mine (like Pompefs Theater) 
All ore to out-fhine his ; the richefl hangings 
Perfian^ or Turke^ or Indian flaves can weave, 

Shall from my purfe be bought at any rates ; 
lie pave my great hall with a floare of Clowdes, 
Wherein fliall move an artificial! Sunne, 

Refledling round about me, golden beames, 

Whofe flames fhall make the roome feeme all on fire, 
And when 'tis night, jufl as that Sun goes downe, 

A filver Moone fliall rife, drawne up by llarres, 

And as that moves, I Handing in her Orbe, 

Will move with her, and be that man ith' moone, 

So mock't in old wives tales ; then over head, 

A roofe of Woods, and Forefls full of Deere, 

Trees growing downwards, full of finging quiers, 

And this ile doe that men with prayfe, may crowne 
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My fame, for turning the world upfide downe : 

And what brave gallants are Gentilies guefles ? 

1. GaL The Lord laconio Gentili feeds 
All Beggars at his Table. 

Torr. Hang lacomo, 

My boarde lhalbe no manger for poore jades 
To lick up provinder in. 

2, GaL He welcomes fouldiers. 

Tor. Let fouldiors beg and ftarue, or fteale and 
hange. 

Wo'd I had heere ten thoufand Souldiors heads, 

Their fculs fet all in filver, to drinck healthes 
To his confufion, firll invented warre, 

And the health drunck to drowne the bowles i’th Sea, 
That very name of Souldior, makes me fhrugg, 

And thinck I crawle with vermin ; give me Lutes, 
Mifchiefe on drumms, for fouldiors ; fetch me whores, 
Thefe are mens bliffe ; thofe every Kingdomes foares, 
Wee gave in charge to fearch through all the world 
For the bell Cookes, rarell mufitians, 

And fairefl girles, that will fell fmne for gold. 

I. GaL Some of all forts you have. 

Tor. Let me have more 
Then the grand Signior, And my change as rare, 

Tall, low, and middle fize, the browne, and faire ; 

Ide give a Princes ranfome now to kiffe 
Blacke Ckopairds cheeke ; Onely to drinke 
A richer perle, then that of Anthony es^ 

That Fame (where his name Hands) might put downe 
mine. 

Oh that my mother had bin Paris Whore, 

And I had liv’d to fee a Troy on fire, 

So that by that brave light, I might have dancM 
But one Lavalto with my Curtezan. 

Enter fourth Gallant. 

4. GaL Patterne of all perfedlion breath’d in man, 
There’s one without, before your Excellence 
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Defires accefle. 

Tor. What creature ? 

4. GaJ. Your owne brother. 

At leaH Iiee termes himfelfe fo. 

Tor. Is he brave % 

4. GaL Hee’s new come from Sea. 

Tor. ’Tis true, that lafon 
Rig^d out a Fleete to fetch the Golden-Fleece j 
^Tis a brave boy, all Elementall fire, 

His fliipps are great with Child of Turkijh Trea- 
fure, 

And heere fhall be delivered ; marfhall him in 

Like the feas proud commander give our charge 

Omnes. Sound drams, and trumpets, for my Lord 
away, 

V/her him in Bare and ragged. At which Torrenti 
Jiarts^ his hat Jails off, offer it him. 

Torr. Thou whorfon pefant, know me, burne that 
wind-fail, 

It comes not to my head that drops fo low, 

Another. 

1. Gall. Hatts for my Lord, 

Hatfs brought in 3. 4. 

Torr. It fmells of earth, Hood it againe fo high. 
My head would on a dung-hill feeme to He. 

How now 1 what fcar-crow’s this % 

Broth. Scar-crow % thy brother. 

His bloud cleare as thine owne, but that it fmoakea 
not, 

With perfum’d fiers as thine doth. 

Torr. Has the poore fnake, a fling ; can he hiffe t 
What beggs the rogue for ? 

Broth. Vengeance 

From the jufl thunderer to throw Lucifer downe ; 

How high fo ever thou rearefl thy Babelhbrowes, 

To thy confufion I this language fpeake : 

I am thy fathers fonne. 
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Torr, Ha, ha, the Skipper raves. 

Brotlu The aw’d Venetian on St Markes proud- 
day, . 

Never went forth to marry the rich-fea, 

With calling in her lapp a ring of gold ; 

In greater bravery then my felfe did freight, 

A fleete of gallant youthfull Florentines^ 

All vow’d to refcew Rhodes^ from Turkilh-flavery : 

We went and waded up in our owne bloods, 

Till moll of us were drown’d. 

Torr, Faire riddance on you. 

Broth, Where fuch a Peacock durU not fpread his 
plumes ; 

We fought, and thofe that fell left Monuments 
Of unmatch’t valour to the whole race of man, 

They that were ta’ne, (mongH whom my felfe was 
chiefe) 

Were three yeeres chain’d up to the tugging o’re, 

See here the relidls of that mifery, Chaines, 

If thou wu’d’ll know more, reade it on my backe, 
Printed with the Bulls-peezele. 

Torr, Hang the dogge. 

What tellefl thou mee of Peezeles % 

Broth, ’Tis thy brother tells thee fo, note me. 

Torr, I know thee not ; 

Set mallives on him, worry him from my gates. 

Broth. The firll unhappy breath I drew, mov’d 
heere. 

And here lie fpend my lafl, e’re brav’d from hence, 
Heere lie have meate and deaths. 

Torr, Kick the curre out. 

Bro. Who dares % 

Take from that fumpter-horfes backe of thine, 

Some of thofe gaudie trappings to cloathe mine, 

And keepe it from the keene aire, fetch me food, 

You fawning fpaniells. 

1. Gall, Some fpirit of the buttery. 

2, Gall It Ihould be by his hunger. 

Broth. I am llarv’d, 
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Thirfly, and pinde to th’ bare bones, heere, He eate 
at thine 

Owne fcorneful board, on thine ovvne meate, or teare 
it from 

Thy throate as ’tis chewing downe. 

Torr, I’le try that ; if my dinner be prepared 
Seme me in my great {late along’H this way, 

And as you paffe, two there with piilolls (land 
To kill that ravenous Vulture ; if he dare thrufl his 
tailents 

Forth to make one dilh his prey. Exeunt alL 

Broth, Now view my face, and tho’ perhaps you 
{ham’d 

To owne fo poore a brother, let not my heart-firings, 
In funder cracke, if we now being lone, 

You flill difdaine me. 

Torr, Wretch I know thee not, 

And loath thy fight 

Broth, Slave, thou {halt know me them ; 

I’le beate thy braines out with my Gally-chaine. 

Torr, Wilt murther thine owne brother 1 
Broth, Pride doth it lelfe confound, 

What with both hands the Devill {Irove to have 
bound. 

Heaven with one little finger hath untyed, 

This proves that thou maiefl fall, becaufe one blafl 
Shakes thee already, feare not. He not take 
The whip out of your hand and tho’ thou break’ll 
Lawes of humanitie, and brother-hood ; 

He not doe foe, but as a begger fhould 
(Not as a brother) knock I at the gate 
Of thy hard heart for pitty to come forth, 

And looke upon my wretchednes, A fhot Kmeks, 
Toore to the keele that gaily where I row’d ; 

Sunke her, the men flaine, I by dyving leaped, 

And fat three leagues upon a broken mail, 

Walh’t with the fait teares of the Sea, which wept, 

In pitty, to behold my mifery. 

Torr, Pox on your, tarry mifery. 
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Bmfk* And when heavens bleft-hand haFcle me to 
a fhoore 

To dry my weMimbes, was I forc'd to fire, 

A dead mans flraw-bed throwne into the flreete. 

Torn Fob, th’art infedlioiis. 

Broth. Oh remember this ! 

He that does good deeds, here waits at a Table, 
Where Angells are his fellow fervitours. 

Torn I am no Robbin-red*breafl to bring llrawes 
To cover fuch a coarfe. 

Broth. Thou art turn'd devill, Rizes. 

Trumpets found. Enter an artdd fewer ^ after him a 
company with covered di/hes : Coronets on their 
heads. Two with piftolh to guard it. 

Ton Wliere's thy great flomack, eat, fland, let 
him choofe 

What difh he likes. ^fnatches a pifloll : all flye off. 

Broth. This then which He carve up 
On thy bafe bofome, fee thou Tryviall foole, 

Thou art a Tyrant (o're me) of fliort reigne, 

This cock out crow's thee, and thy petty kings, 

Th'art a proud bird, but fliefl with rotten wings ; 

To fhew how little for thy fcorne I care, 

See my revenge turn's all to idle-aire, Shootes up. 
It upward flies and will from thence I feare 
Shoote darts of lightning to confound thee heere. 
Farewell thou huge Leviathan^ when th'aft drunk dry, 
That Sea thou rowl’H in, on fome bafe lliore dye. 


Enter Gallants all drawne. 

Omms. Where is the Traitor ? 

Tor, Now the houfe is fiered, 

You come to call on waters ; barre up my doores, 
But one fuch tattered enfigne here being fpread, 
Drawes numbers hither, here muft no rogues be fed ; 
Command my carpenters invent od engines. 



The Wonder of a Kingdame. 255 

To manacle bafe beggers, hands and feete. 

And by my name call ’em my whipping polls ; 

If you fpye any man that has a looke, 

Stigmatically drawne, like to a furies, 

(Able to fright) to fuch He give large pay, 

To watch and ward for poore fnakes night and day, 
And whip ’em foundly if they approch ray gates ; 

The poore are but the earths-dung lit to lie 
Cover’d on muck-heapes not to offend the eye. 

Enter i. GaL 

I, GalL Two Gentlemen fent from the Florence 
Duke, 

Require fpeech with your Lord-lhip 

Torr. Give’m entrance. 

Enter Mutio, Philippo, 

What are you % and whence come you % 

Mut From the Duke. 

Tor. Your bufineffe^ 

Mut. This, fame founding forth your worth 
For hofpitable princely houfe-keeping ; 

Our Duke drawne by the wonder of report, 

Invites himfelfe (by us) to be your gueft. 

Tor. The honour of Embaffadors be yours ; 

Say to the Duke that Ccefar never came, 

More welcome to the Capitoll of Romej 

Then he to us healthes to him fill rich 

wines. 

Mut You have this wonder wrought, now rare to 
men; 

By you they have found the golden age agen. 

Tor. Which Fie uphold, fo long as there’s a fimne, 
To play the Akhymiji. 

PML This proud fellow talkes 
As if he grafped the Indies in each hand. 

Torr. Health to your Duke. 
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A^nh. We pledge it on our knees. 

Tor. I’le Rand to what I do, but kneele to none. 

Mnficke^ drinck^ breake the glaffe^ they pledge it m plate^ 
Which offering, both fetmtours refufe to take. 

Tor, Breake not our cuftome (pray ye) with one 
beame, 

The god of mettailes makes both gold and wine 
To Imitate whofe greatnelTe ; If on you 
I can beRow Wine, I can give gold too, 

Take them as free as Backus fpends his blood ; 

And in them drinke our health. 1 

Mat Your bounty farre 
Exceeds that of our Ccefars, 

Tor. Ccefar ero, vel nihil ero : 

Wliat are Gold heapes % but a rich dull for Kings 
To fcatter with their breath, as chaffe by winde ? 

Let him then that hath gold, beare a Kings minde, 
And give till his arme akes, who bravely powres 
But into a wenches lap his golden fhowres, 

May be loues equall, oh but hee that fpends 
A world of wealth, makes a whole world his debtor, 
And fuch a Noble fpender is loves better ; 

That man He be, I’me Alexanders heire 
To one part of his rainde, I wilh there were 
Ten Worlds, yet not to conquer, but to fell 
For Alpine hills of filver, And that I 
Might at one feafl, fpend all that treafure drie ,* 

Who hoards up wealth, is bafe ; who fpends it, brave, 
Earth breeds gold, lo I tread but on my flave ; 

Beare backe our gratulations to your Duke. Exit 
Amh. Wee lhall great fir. 

Mut Torrenti call you him ; ’tis a prowd rough 
flreame. 

Phil Hee’s of the Romane Family indeede. 

Mut Lord Van7ii ? rather my Lord Vanitie, 

Phil And heapes of money fure haue ftracke him 
mad. 
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Mut. Heele foone pick up his witts, let him but 

bleede 

Thus many ownces at one time > All day 
Could I drinke thefe deare heaithes. yet nere be 
drunke. 

FkU. And carry it away moll cleanely. 

Mut Not a pin the worfe ; 

What might his father leave him 1 
Fkit A great ellate. 

Of fome 300000 Crownes a yeaxe. 

Mut Strange hee’s not begg’d, for fooles are now 
growne deare ; 

An admirable Cocks-combe I 
FhL Let wonder paflfe, 

Hee*s both a brave Lord^ and a golden Affe. Exit 

A Bed difcoveredy Fyametta upon it Enter two Dukes^ 
Fiero^ Gallants^ Nurfe^ Ladies^ Angelo, Baptijla, uf 
mtea Fyametta, 

Ang, I pray you hulh all, a little hufh, le faire 
Lady by her owne volunter difpolition, has take a ting 
dat is of fuch a grand operation, it lhall make a de 
Hone for llepe. 

Flo, What, Noble DoiSlor, is the name of it ? 

Ang* Tis not your fcurvie Englifh Foppy, nor 
Mandragon, nor a ting fo danger as Oppium, but 
tis de brave ting a de vorld, for knock a de braine 
alleepe. 

Ftfa, I am glad fhee takes this reft. 

Ang, Peace, be gorit is fnore and fnore, two mile 
long ; now if your grace vill pleafe for procure Muick, 
be reftore as brave as de lilh. 

Mo, Call for the Muficke. 

Ang, Makea no noife, but bring in de Fidlers, and 
play fweet — 

Nico, Oh out upon this Dodlor \ hang him, does 

he thinke to cure dejedled Ladies with Fidlers 

Ang, De grand French poo ftopa de troate, pray 
void le Shambera. 

4 


s 
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Mo. All, all part foftly ; peace Niirfe, let her 
fleepc. 

Mirf I, I, go out of her profpe6l5 for Ihee’s not 
to bee curM with a fong. Exit 

Ang, BaptiHa^ fee the doore fafl, watch that nar- 
rowly, 

Bajpt For one friend to keepe doore for another, is 
the office now amongfl gallants, common as the Law ; 
lie bee your porter Sir. 

Ang. Shee does but flumber, Fiameita^ Love. 

Fia. The Pijan Prince comes : daggers at my 
heart. 

Ang. Looke up, I am not hee, but Angelo ? 

Fia. Ha ! who names Angelo 1 
Ang. Angelo himfelfe, 

Who with one foote treads on the throat of death, 
Whilft t’other flepps to embrace thee, thus f th fhape 
Of a French Do^or. 

Fya^ Oh my life, my foule. 

Ang. Heare me. 

Fya. Ime now not licke, He have no Phificke, 

But what thy felfe fhall give mee. 

Ang. Let not loy confound our happineffe, I am 
but dead, 

If it be knowne I am heere. 

Fya. Thou fhalt not hence. 

Ang. Be wife deare heart ; fee here the bell of 
men, 

Faithfull Baftifla — - — — 

Fya. Oh, I love Baptijia, 

Caufe he loves thee i But my Angelo I love bove 
kings. 

Bapt Madam youle fpoile, 

Vnleffe you joyne with us in the fafe plot 
Of our efcape. 

Ang. Sweete FyameMa heare me, 

For you fhall hence with us. 

Fya. Over ten worlds, 

But He not hence ; my Angelo fhall not hence, 
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True love, like gold, is bell being tried in fire \ 

He defie Father, and a thoufand deaths — for thee 

Knock wUhln. 

Ang, Vndone, vndone. 

Kapt At the Court gate, 

I fee a lebbit already to hang^s both ; 

Death 1 the Duke beates at the doore. 

Jya. He lhall come in ; Enter Omnes. 

One firowne at thee, my Tragedie lhall begin ; 

See Father — 

Flo. I told you that I heard — ^her tongue — 

Fya. See Father. 

Flo. What fweete girle f 

Fya. Thafs Atigelo^ and you lhall pardon him. 

Flo. With all my heart 

Fya. Hee fays hee pardons thee with all his 
heart. 

Ang. Mee Lor, be all mad, le braine crowe, and 
ran whirabout like de windmill faile, pardona moy, 
por quoy my fweete Madam, pardon your povera 
Dodlor. 

Fya. Becaufe thou art my banilh't Angelo. 

Flo. Starke mad, 

Pifa. This her recoverie % 

Fya. Hee is no Dodlor, 

Nor that his man, but his deare friend Baptijh ; 

Has black^t his beard like a Comcedian 
To play the Mountibanke ; away, He marry 
None but that Doctor, and leave Angelo. 

Ang. I doe pray Artely, Madam. 

Fya. Leave off thy gibberilhe, and I prethee 
fpeake 

Thy Native language. 

Ang. Par-ma-foy all French be-gor Ihee be mad as 
the moone. 

Flo. Sweet girle, with gentle hands fir, take her 
hence. 

Fya. Stand from mee, I mull follow Angelo. 
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Pifa. Thine eyes drinke fleepe from the fweet god 
of reft. 

Fya* Oh, you flioote poyfon’d arrowes thorow my 
breall. 

Manent Florence^ Angelo^ Baptijla. 

Flo. What llrange new forie now poffeffeth her? 

Ang. Begar her Imaginafhon be out a de vitts, 
and fo dazell de two nyes, and come downe fo into 
de bellie, and pofiibla for make her tink mee or you 
to be le Ihentle-man ihee lovea, and fo fhee takea my 
man for a lack-a-nape, mee know not who. 

Bapt For one Baptijia. 

Ang. Povera garfhon a ma trat 

Flo. I doe beleeve you both ; but honefl Do£lor, 
Straine all thy Art, and fo thou leave her well, 

I care not if you call up feinds from hell. 

Ang. Dar be too much devill in de body all 
ready be my trat my Lor, mee no flay heere for 
ten hundred hundred Coronaes, fhe cry upon mee 'tis 
Mailer Angelo, you tink fo not one and two time, but 
a tyrd time, you fmella me out ; And fo cutta my 
troate ; adue my Lor. 

Flo. Still your opinion holds to kill that villaine, 
And give her his heart dried. 

Ang. In de pot a vine, wee, veiy fine. 

Flo. This gold take for thy paines to make her 
fownde, 

There needs a defperate cure to a defperate wounde. 

Fxit 

Ang. How blowes it now ? 

Bapf. Faire, with a profperous gale. 

Ang. Poore love, thou flill art llrucke with thine 
owne fate ; 

My life hangs at a thred, friend I mull flie* 

Bapt. How, to be fafe ? 

Ang. I will take fandluary, 

I know a reverend Fryar, in whofe cell 
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He lurke till ftormes blow ore ; If women knew 
What men feele for them, None their fcomes Ihould 
rue. 


Enter Tibaldo in Womans attire, Alphonfina* 

Alph, Is’t come to this, have the walls of the 
Caille beene befieged thus long, lien open for a 
breach ; and dare you not 

Give her to once piece % oh y’ar a proper foldyor, good 
Siller, brother follow your game more clofe, or fie 
leave you. 

Tib. What wu^d you have me doe ? 

Alp. Why I would ha' you (tho’ you be in womans 
apparrell) to be your felfe a man, and do what you 
come for. 

Tib. I have bin giving her a thoufand on fetts, 
And Hill a biulhing cheeke makes me retire ; 

I fpeake not three words, but my tongue is ready 
To aske forgivenes of her. 

Alp. MuH thou needs at thy firft encounter tell 
her thou art a man, why when you walke together, 
cannot you begin a tale to her, with once upon a 
time, there was a loving couple that having tyred 
themfelves with walking, fat downe upon a banck, 
and kill, and embraced, and plaid, and fo by degrees 
bring the tale about to your owne purpofe. Can you 
not ? fie, you are the worll at thefe things Sir. 

Tib* I am filler indeed. 

Alp. And the more foole you indeed : you fee 
how the old Hinking fox her husband is Hil rubbing 
me as if I had the palfy, He not have his wither'd 
hands (which are as moill as the fide of Hock-filh) lye 
pidling in my bofome, therefore determine fome thing, 
or farewell. 

Tib. I have deare filler, if you wiU but heare me. 

Alp. Come on, out with't then. 

Tib. Give you the old man promife of your love, 
And the next night appoint him for your bed ; 
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Rap’d with joy, hele feigne bufmeffe of flate, 

To leave his lady, and to lie alone. 

Alp, Very good. 

Tibn Then my requed dial! be, that for that 
night 

She would accept me for her bed-fellow, 

And there’s no quedion fider of the grant, 

Which being Injoy’d I doubt not but to manage 
And carry all fo even on levill ground, 

That my offence lhall in my love feeme drownde. 

Alp, The ciocke for your bufmeffe thus far goes 
true, but now for me, what diall I do with the old cock 
in my Rood % 

Tib. Sider, you have fome tricke (no doubt) to 
keepe 

Him within compaffe. 

Alp, No not I, beleeve me, I know not what to 
doe with him, unleffe I Ihould give him a little JNux 
vomica^ to make him deep away the night, but brother, 
to pleafure you, lie venter a joynte, and yet it troubles 
me too, that I Ihould prove a Traytor to my fex, 
I doe betray an Innocent Lady, to what ill I know 
not. 

But Love the author of it wil I hope 

Tume it quite otherwife, and perhaps it may be 

So welcome to her as a courtefie. 

Tib. I doubt not but it fhall 
Alp. We nothing can, 

Vnlefle man woman helpe, and woman man. Eooeuni. 
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A^us qteartus. Sceena prima. 

Trumpets founding. Enter Torretiti very drave, 3e- 
tweene the two Dukes^ aftmded by all the Courtiers^ 
wondring at his cojily habit Enter a mask^ 
women in Jlrang habitts. Dance, Exit He 
gives jewells^ and ropes of pearle to the Duke ; and 
a chaine of gold to every Courtier. Exit Nicko- 
letii and he fay. 

Me. ''T^Hou art my noble kinfman, and but thy 
JL mother 

(Vpon my foule) was chall I Ihould beleeve 
Some Emperor begot thee. 

Tor, “l^y pray Vnde % 

Meo, Suppofe all kingdomes on the earth were 
balls, 

And that thou held’ll a racket in thy hand, 

To tolle *em as thou wu^d’ft, how wo^dfl thou play % 
Tor. Why ? as with balls, bandy ^em quite away. 
Meo. A tennes-court of kings could do no more ; 
But faith what doefl thou thinke, that I now think, 

Of thy this days expence % 

Torr. That it was brave. 

Meo, I thinke thee a proud vaine-glorious brag- 
ging knaue, 

That golden wombe thy father left fo full, 

Thou vulture-like eat’ll thorough : oh heeres trim ftuffe ; 
A good-mans flate, in Gartyres, firings and ruffe ; 

Haft not a faffron fhirt on too ? I feaxe th’art 
Troubled with the greene-ficknes, thou look^il wan. 

Tor. With anger at thy fnarling mufl my hoafe 
Match your old greafy coipiece % 

Nieo. No, but I'de have thee live in compalie* 
lor. Foole, Fie be 
As the fun in the Zodiack ; I am he 
That wood take Phaetons fall, tho' I fet fire 
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On the whole world to be heavens charioteire, 

(As he was) but one day. 

Nico* Vaine riotous cockfcombe, 

Tha’ft tier’d to much already, Parkes, Forrefls, chafes^ 
Have no part left of them, but names and places 5 
’Tis voic’d abroad thy lands are all at pawne. 

Tor, They are, what then ? 

Nico, And that the mony went to 
Entertaine the Popes great Nuntio, 

On whom you fpent the ranfome of a king. 

Tor. You lye. 

JSBco, I thanke you Sir. 

Tor, Say all this true 
That I fpent millions, what’s that to you. 

Were there for every day i’th’yeare a Pope, 

For every houre i’th’ yeare a Cardinall i 
I’d melt both Indies, but I’de feall ’em all. 

Nico, And leave your Curtezans bare, that leaving 
bare, 

Will one day leave thee naked, one nights waking, 
With a frefh-whore, coft thee 4000. duckets, 

Eife the bawd lies. 

Tor. Wert thou not mine uncle 
I’de fend thee with thy frozen-beard where furies 
Should findge it off with fire-brands, touching 
Wenching, that art thy felfe an old rotten whore- 
mafter. 

Nko, I a whore-mailer I 

To ihew how much I hate it, harke, when next thy 
tomblers 

Come to dance upon the ropes, 

Play this jigg to ’em. 

Tor, Goe, goe, idle droane, 

Thou enviell bees with flings, becaufe thine is gone, 
Plate, je wells, revenues all ihall flie. 

Nico. They ihall. 

Tor. And then Sir lie turne pickled theefe, a 
Pirate, 

For as I to feed Eyot, a world did crave, 
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So nothing but the fea IhaH be my grave, 

Meane time that circle few began IVe mnne, tho’ the 
Devill Hand Tth’ Center. 

Nico. What’s that circle % 

Torr, The vanitie of all man-kinde be mine, 
In^me all prodigalls loofenes frelh fhall flowe, 

Wine, harlots, furfetts, rich embroidered cloaths, 
Fafhions, all fenfuall fms, ail new coin'd oathes, 

Shall feed me, fill me ; lie feall every fence, 

Nought lhali become me ill, but innocence. Exit, 
Nico. I hope a wallet hanging at thy backe, 

Who fpends all young, ere age comes, all will lacke. 

Exit, 

Enter an Apothecary give a ferving-man goldy lacomOy 
Servants in blerw<oats : Stew, Broker y Goldfmithy 
Torrent! s Brother^ a Trumpet 

Gent, ’What founds this trumpet for^ 

Omnes, Dinner my Lord. 

Gent, To feall whome this day are my tables 
fpread % 

St For fea-men, wrack’t, aged, or iicke, or lame, 
And the late ranfom’d captives from the Turke. 

Gent Cheere them with harty welcomes in my 
name, 

Attend them as great Lords, let no man dare, 

To fend ’em fad hence, bounty fhall be plac’d 
At the boards upper end \ For Marriners 
Are clocks of danger that do ne’re fland flill, 

Their dialls-hand ere points to’th flroake of death. 
And (albeit feldome windieffe) loofe their breath ; 

I love ’em, for they eat the dearefl bread, 

That life can buy, when the elements make wans ; 
Water and aire, they are lav’d by their good flairs. 
And for the gally-flaves, make much of thofe, love 
that man 

Who fuffers onely for being chriflian ; What fuiters 
waite t 
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St Come neere, one at onccj keep back pray, 

Bro. A forry man, a very forry man. 

Gen. What makes thee forry % 

Broh All I had is burnt, and that which touches 
me to the quick, a boxe of my fweete evidence my 
Lord. 

Gent. Show me feme proofe of this. 

Broh Alas too good proofe, all burnt, nor Hick, 
nor flone, lelt, 

Gent What wo’dft have me doe I 
Broh Beflow but a bare loo.L on me, to fet me 
up. 

Gent. Steward deliver him a loo.l. 

Broh Now all the 

Gent Nay kneeie not Sir, but heare me, 

Broh Oh my hony Lord 1 
Gent Faces are fpeaking pictures, thine’s a booke, 
Which if the leafe be truly printed fliews 
A page of clofe diffembling, 

Broh Oh my Lord ! 

Gent But fay thou art fuch, yet the monie’s thine, 
Which I to Charitie give, not to her fhrine ; 

If thou cheat’fl me, thou art cheated % how ? th’hafl 

(Being licorifli) ratf-bane from a gally-pot, 

Taking it for fugar ; thou art now my debtor, 

I am not hurt, nor thou I feare, much better j 
Farewell, 


Enter lame leggd Souldier. 

Soul. Cannons defend me, Gun-powder of hell, 
Whom doeft thou blow up heere ? 

Brook. Some honefb fcuUar, row this lame dog to 
hanging. 

Gent What noife is that I 
Stew. My Lord calls to you. 

Soul Was there ever call’d 
A devil! by name from hell I then this is one. 
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Gent My friend, what is hee % 

SotiL A Citie peililence, 

A moath that eates up gownes, doublets and hofe, 

One that with Bills, leades fmocks and fliirts together 
To linnen clofe adultery, and upon them 
Strowes lavender, fo flrongly, that the owners 
Dare never fniell them after ; hee’s a broaker. 

Gent Suppofe all this, what hurt hath hee done 
thee? 

SotiL More then my limbs Ioffe ; in one weeke he 
eate 

My wife up, and three children, this chrillian lew 
did I 

Ha’s a long lane of hellilh Tenements, 

Built all with pawnes. 

Gen. All that he had is burnt 
SotiL He keepes a whore indeede, this is the 
Raven, 

Cryed knocke before you call, he may be fir’d, 

His lowfie wardropes are not ; to this hell-hound 
I pawn’d my weapons to buy bro\Yne bread 
To feede my brats and me ; (they forfited) 

Twice fo much as his money him I gave, 

To have my Armes redeem’d, the griping flave 
Swore (not to fave my foule) vnleffe that I 
Laid downe my flumpe heere, for the Intereff, 

And fo hop home. 

Gn7it Vnheard of villaine I 
Broker, is this true ? 

Brok. Twere fume my Lord, to lie. 

Gent Souldier, what is’t thou now crau’ft at my 
hands ? 

SouL This my Pitition was, which now I teare, 
My fuite here was, When the next place did fail, 

To be a Beadef-man in your Hofpitall : 

But now I come moft pitioufly complaining 
Againfl this, three-pile rafcall, widowes decayer, 

The Oiphans beggerer, and the poores betrayer \ 

Give Mm the Ruffian law for all thefe fmnes. 
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Gent How I 

SotiL But one hundred blowes on his bare fliins. 
Br* Come home and take thine Arms. 

So. lie have thofe leggs. 

Gent. Breaker, my foule forefaw goods thus ill 

got, 

Would as ill thrive, you ask’d a hundred pound, 

Tis yours \ but crafty Breaker, you plaid the knave 
To begg, not needing. This man now mull have 
His requeft too, ’tis honeft, faire, and juft, 

Take hence that varlet therefore, and on his Ihinnes, 
In ready payment, give him an hundred blowes. 
Break. My Lord, my pitifull Lord. 

Soul. I muft beftirre my ftumps too. luftice, my 
Lord. 

Gait I will not ravill out time ; Breaker, I offer 
you 

A hundred for a hundred. 

Soul. That’s his owne ufury. 

Gerit. A hundred pound, or elfe a hundred blowes, 
Give him that money, he fhall releafe you thofe. 

Broh Take it, and may’ft thou rot with’t. Exit. 
Soul. Follow thee thy curfe, 

Wo’d blowes might make all Breakers ftill disburfe. 
Gent. What next 1 
Sent. The Party fir. 

Gent. What party fir % 

If honeft, fpeake, I love no whifperer. 

Serv. This Gentleman is a great Ihuter. 

Gent In a Long-bow ? how farre ftiootes hee ? 
Serv. To your Lordftiip, to be your Apothecary. 
Gent Vmh ; what fpie you in my fkce, that I 
fho’d buy 

Your druggs and drenches % beares not my cheeke a 
colour 

As frefli as any old mans ? doe my bones 
Ake with youth’s lyotts ? or my blood boile hot 
With feavers % or is’t num’d with dropfies, cold 
Coughes, Rhumes, Catarrhes, Gowts, Apoplexie fits 1 
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The common foaxes of age, on me never ran, 

Nor Galenift nor ParaceMan, 

Shall ere reade Phificali Le6lure upon rae. 

ApoL Two excellent feliowes my Lord. 

Gent I honour their profefsion, 

What the Creator does, they in part doe, 

For a Phifician's a man-maker too, but lionell 

friend, 

My kitchin is my Dodlor, and my Garden, 

Trullie Apothecare ; when they give me pills, 

So gently worke they, I’me not choak^d with bills. 
Which are a flronger purge then the difeafe. 

Apo. Alas my Lord, and \were not for bills, our 
(hops wo’d downe. 

Gent. Sir, I beleeve you, bills nor pills He 
take ; 

I fland on ilcknes Ihoare, and fee men toll 
From one difeafe to another, at lail loll ; 

But to fuch feas of furfetts, where they’re drown’d, 

I never ventering am ever found. 

Apo. Ever found my Lordl if all our Gallants 
fho’d bee fo, Dodlors, Pothecaries, and Barber- 
furgeons, might feed upon Onyons and Butter-milke ; 
ever found ! a brave world then. 

Gent ’Tis their owne fault, if they feare fprings or 
falls, 

Wine-glaffes fill’d too fall, make urynalls ; 

Man was at firll borne found, and hee growes ill 

Seldome by courfe of nature, but by wifi 

Diflempers are not ours, there fiioidd be then 
(Were wee our felues) no Phificke, men to men 
Are both difeafes caufe, and the difeafe, 

I’me free from (thankes good fate) either of thefe, 
Apo. My 50. Crownes. 

Not I. 

Apo. No, mull I give you a Gliflerl 
Ser. Hill, hill. 

Apo. If your Lordlhip will not allow me miniller 
to your felfe, pray let me give your man a purgation. 
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Sef\ Me a Purgation ? my Lord, I^me paffing 
well 

Gent Him a Purge, why % 

Ap* Or rather a vomit, that hee may cafl up 50 
Crownes 

Which he {wallowed as a Bribe to prefeiTe me. 

Gent, My health is bought and fold fir then by 
you, 

A Dodlor baits you next, whole melli of potions 
Striking me full of vlcers, a gibberifli Surgion, 

For 50. Crownes more, comes to drawe my will, 

For mony, Haves their Soveraignes thus kill \ 

Nay, nay, fo got, fo keepe it j for his Fifty, 

Give him a 100. Crownes, becaufe his will 
Aym’d at my health I know, and not at ill : 

Fare you well fir. 

Apo, Who payes mee fir ? 

Sir, Follow me, I fir. Exit Ser, Apothe, 

Enter Goldfmith, 

Gold, The fellow, my Lord, is fall. 

Gmt What fellow fir 1 

Gold, The thiefe that Hole this lewell from your 
honour, 

Hee came unto my Hall my Lord. 

Gmt So. 

Gold, And ask'd mee 
Not the fourth part in money it was worth, 

And fo fineUing him out. 

Gent You did. 

Goldf, Ididlir, 

SmeU him out prefently, and under hand 
Sent for a Conllable, examined him, 

And finding that he is your Stewards man, 

Committed him toth* lale. 

Gent What money had hee upon this lewell of 
you? 

Goldf, None my good Lord, after I heard it yours. 
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Gent Elfe you had bought it, 

And beene the thiefes receiver, y’ar a varlet, 

Go to, a fawcie knave ; if I want money, 

And fend my fer%^ants fervant (caufe the world 
Shall not take notice of it) to pawne, or fell 
lewells, or Plate, tho’ I loofe halfe in halfe, 

Mull you fir, play the Marlhall, and commit him, 

As if he were a rogue \ goe and reieafe him, 

Send him home prefently, and pay his fees, doe you 
fee fir. 

Gold, My Lord, I do fee. 

Gent Leafl by the Innocent fellow, 

I lay you fall byth* heeles, doe this /are bell ; 

You may be gone. 

Gold, Heere’s a moH excellent jeall. Exit 

Enter Steward, 

Gefit Harke you, the Duke of Florence fent me 
once 

A lewell, have ye it ? For you laid it up. 

Ste, My Lord, I have it 
Gent Are you fure you have it % 

Why change you colour? Know you this? doe you 
know 

Your man, you fent to fell it? You belike 
Thought in my memory it had beene dead, 

And fo your honefly too came buried, 

Tis well, out of mine eye j what wo'd you with mee ? 

Enter Brother^ to Torrenti, 

Broth, Your pitty on a wretch late wrackt at fea, 
Beaten a Ihore by penury, 3. yeares a Turkilh 
Gally-llave. 

Gent Your birth ? 

Broth, Such Sir, 

As I dare write my felfe a gentleman, 

In Florence Hood my cradle, my houfe great, 



2J2 The Wonder of a Kingdome. 

In mony, not in mercy ; I am poore, 

And dare not with the begger paffe their doore. 

Gent. Name them, they dialbe forc't to thy reliefe. 
Broth. To fleale compafsion from them like a 
thiefe, 

Good my Lord pardon me, under your noble wing, 

I had rather fit, then on the higheil tree fing, 

That fliadowes their gay buildings/ 

Gent Young man I doe commend thee, where’s 
my fleward ? 

Give me thy hand, I entertaine thee mine, 

Make perfect your accounts, and fee the books de- 
livefd 

To this Gentleman. 

St This poore rogue Sir ? 

Gent Thou art a villaine, fo to tearme the man, 
Whom I to liking take ; Sir I difcharge you ; 

I regard no mans out-fide, ’tis the lineings 
Wliich I take care for. 

St Not if you knew how louzie they were. 

Gent Call not thy fcorne upon him, prove thou 
but jull, 

He raife the Cedars fpring out firll from duH. Exit 

Enter Nicolletto^ Dariene^ Alphonf. Alifandrai Tihaldo^ 
Cargo. 

Me. Madam this night I have received from 
court, 

A booke of deepe import, which I mull reade, 

And for that puipofe will I lie alone. 

Bar. Be Mr. of your owne content my Lord, 

He change you for fome femall bed-fellow. 

Me. With all my heart 

Tib. Pray madam then take me. 

Me. Doe prethee wife. 

Bar. And Sir, Ihe is moft welcome. 

Me. Wo’ld I were at it for it is a booke, 

My fingers itch till I be turning o’re ; 

Good reft faire Alphonfma you’le not faile. 
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Alp, Noj feare me not 
Nic, Ail all to bed, to bed. 

Alp, Mine eyes are full of fleepe ; lie follow you. 

Exit 

Dar, I to my clofet, and then bed-fellow 
Expedl your company. 

Tihat I will be for your Lady, 

Alejj, Madam fo pleafe you forfeit to my mother, 
And let your feife and I be bed-fellowes. 

Tib, Deare heart I humbly thanke you, but I mull 
not. 

Aleff, Lady I rather wilh your company,. 

Becaufe I know one maiden bell concealesy 
What’s bofom’d in another : but lie waite 
With patience a time fitting. 

Tib. Worthy Lady, 

This time is yours and mine. 

Aleff. Thus I begin then, 

And if I cannot woe reliefe from you, 

Let me at ieaft win pitty, I have fixt 
Mine eye upon your brother ; whom I never 
But once beheld here in this houfe, yet wifii 
That he beheld me now and heard me ; 

You are fo like your brother, that me thinkes I fpeake 
to him, 

that provokes a blulh to affaile ray cheeke ; 

He fmiles like you, his eyes like you ; pray Lady 
*Where is the gentleman 1 ’twas for his fake 
I would have lien with you, wo’d it were as lawfull to 
fellow nights with him. 

Tib. Troth I do wilh it. 

Alejf. And if in this you inrich me with your 
counfeil, 

He be a gratefuli taker. 

Tib. Sure my brother 
Is bleH in your afifedlion, and fhall have 
Good time to underfland fo. 

Dar. Alefanim. within. 

Akp[. Madam. 


4 
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Dar, A word, come quickly. Exit, 

Tib, 0 ye heavens ! how llrangely one houre 
works upon an other. It was but now heart-fick, and 
long’d for meat, 

Which being fet before me I abhorre. 

Alp, Brother. 

Enter Alphonfina, 

Tib, What frights you thus from your chamber I 
Alp. Such a fury as thou. 

Tib, How now ? haft loft thy witts ? 

Alp, He fweare thou haft, for thou haft candied 
Thy fweete but poyfonous language to diftionour 
Me thy moft wretched fifter, who no better then a vile 
Inftrument to thy defires, deferves to be ftiFd, 

Baud, worfe then the bauds. 

Wlio every day i’th’ weeke Ihake hands with hell. 

Tib, Ha’ patience deareft fifter ; I proteft, 

By all the graces that become a man, 

I have not wrong’d Darlene nor her Lord. 

Alp. Thou lhalt not then by heaven. 

Tib, By all goodnes, not 
With a well blufti difcourfe faire Aligandra, 

Suppofing me your fifter hath difcover’d 
The true pangs of her fancy towards Tibaldo, 

And in it crav’d my aide, which heard, Even then, 

My Bmtifti purpofe broke its neck, and I 

Will proue the daughters husband, that came hither, 

A traytour to the Mother. 

Alp, My noble brother, 

Our doings are alike, for by Trebatio 
(Whome I with honour name) his fathers foulenes fliall 
be 

Cut off and croft. 

Tib. Get to your chamber ; 

No longer will I play the womans part, 

This night fiiall change my habit with my heart Exit, 
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Enter Nkoletti with a light. 

NichoL In this chamber fhe lies, and that’s her 
window; wo’d I were in : the aire bites, but the bit 
that I lhall bite anon, Parpens my ilomack, the watch- 
word is a comet, {Cornet withhi) it fpeakes, fhe bids 
me come without a light, and reafon, fhes light enough 
herfelfe; wincke thou one-eyed baud, be thou an 
embieme of thy Mr. and burne in fecret. 

Enter Alphonfina., above. 

Alp. My Lord. 

Nic. What fayes my moll moill-handed fweete 
Lady. 

Alp, Who is there with you ? 

Nico. No chriflian creature, I enter folus. 

Alp. I feare I mull entreate you to ilay a little. 

Nk. As long as thou defir’ll, but-wilt come 
downe 1 

Alp. I would be loth to loofe all upon reft. 

Nic. Shall I mount then ? 

Alp. For mine honour being once crack’ t 

Nk. Crack a pudding : He not meddle with thine 
honour. 

Alp, Say you fhould get me with childe. 

Nk. I hope I am not the firfl Lord has got a lady 
with childe. 

Alp, Is the night hufh’t % 

Nic. Ther’s nothing flirring, the very mice are 
a fleepe, as I am noble, He deale with thee like a 
gentleman. 

Alp, He doe that then, which fome Citizens will 
not doe, to fome Lord. 

Mco. What’s that % 

Alp, Take your word, I come. 

Nico, Vd’s my life 1 

Alp, Whafs the matter fir % Muftcke within, 

Mco, I heare a lute, and fure it comes this way. 
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Alp. My mofl lov'd Lord, ftep you afide, I would 
not have you feene for the Ihving of my right hand, 
preferve mine honour, as I preferve your love. 

Enter Trehatio with Muficke. 

Nice. Pox on your Catts guts. 

* Alp. To an unworthy window, who is thus kind 1 

Treb. Looke out of it, and ’tis the richell cafement 
That ever let in Ayre. 

Alp. Trebatio. 

Treh. I, my moH faire Miflris. 

Alp. Neither of both good fir ; 

Pray play upon fome other, you abufe mee, 

And that which feemes worfe, in your fathers houfe. 

Nico. Brave girle. 

Alp. But you are young enough to be forgiven, 

If you will mend hereafter, the night has in it 
Vnwholfome foggs, and blafls j to bed my Lord, 

Leall they attach your beautie : nothing more, 

He pay you for your fong. Exit 

Treh. Are you gone fo ? 

Well, you hard-hearted one, you diall not ever 
Be Lady of your felfe — away. Exit 

Enter Cargo running. 

Car. Oh my Lord, I have flood Centinell as you 
bad me, but I am frighted. 

Nico. With whatl 

Carg. The Night-mare rides you, my Lady is con- 
jured up. 

Nic. Now the devill lay her down, prevented in 
the very Adi, 

Carg. She workes by magick, and knowes all. 

Enter Dariene. 

Dari. Doe you Ihrinke backe my Lord % you may 
with lhame ; Have I tane you napping my Lord f 
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Nko. But not with the manner my Lady. 

Dar. Have you no bird to die at, but what fits ot* 
your owne fonnes fifle 1 

Niclw, How ! my fonnes Me ? 

Dark, Yes, the Lady whom you wrought to have 
bin your Harlot 

Your fonne has long fmce wonne to be his bride, 

Both they and I have this night exercif'd 
Our witts to mocke your dotage. 

Nko, Am I then gulFd % 

Dare. Yes my Lord, and bulFd too, yonders 
Tihaldo Neri come this morning. 

Dare, So early, Is his filler with him ? 

Car. Not that I faw, but I faw him kifie my yong 
Miflris, three or foure times, I thinke 'twere good to 
aske the banes of Matrimony. 

JSiko, Wo^t twere no worfe, let's in, and give 'em 
the mornings Salutation. 

Dare, He tell him all. 

Nicho, Sweete Lady, feal my pardon with a 
kiffe, 

He ne're was borne, that never did amifie. Exeunt, 


A Utis quintus. Sct^na prtma. 


Enter Florence^ Fkro, F(fa, Mutia^ Torndli^ PhUippa, 


Pier, O Ir, I have found Angela with long and bufie 
^ fearch. 

Mo, And will he come % 
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Pier. Your honour (as you charg’d me) I im- 
pawn’d 

For his fafe pafiage. 

Mo. By my life hee lhall ; when will hee come ? 
Pie. My friend brings him along. 

Flo, Philipfo Mutio^ goe and perfwade our 
daughter 

To walke, and take the ayre. 

Pifa. He play that Orator. Exit. 

Flo. Attend the Duke of Pifa ; prethee Piero 
Difcover where this Angelo lay lurking. 

Pie. The world he has Ihut up, and now the 
booke 

He reades, is onely heere, fee where he comes. 

Enter Angelo as a Fryar^ Fyametta. 

Flo. Way for my daughter ; looke you, there’s 
Angelo. 

Fya. Ha % yes, ’tis the flarre I faile by ; hold me 
not, 

Why doe you fticke like rocks, to barre my way, 

And utterly to wracke mee ^ 

Flo. Art thou mad % 

Fya. Yes, I am mad, oh my beft life, my foule 1 

Puns to him. 

Ang. Whom feeke you Lady ? 

Fya. Doe you not know me fir 1 
Ang. Yes. 

Fia. DoeH thou not love mee 1 
Ang. Yes. 

Fya. At very heart ? 

Ang. Yes, at the very foule. 

Fya. Bumes not your love. 

With that moll holy fire, the god of marriage 
Kindles in man and woman % 

Ang. Noe. 

Fla. Ha, no ? 
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Flo. Hee fayes no. 

Fia. Then fo, quod dedi perdidi, 

Ang. How can I love you Lady ? 

I have dim’d too many of fuch fruitlefie trees. 

Fia. Have you indeede ? 

Ang, Yes, and have pull’d the apples. 

Fia. Now I befhrew your fingers. 

Ang. And when I touch’d ’em, found ’em turn’d 
to dufl. 

Why fhould you love me? I have chang’d my 
pleafure 

In beautious dames, more then I have my dreames, 
Foure in one night. 

Flo. Hee’le prove a luflie Larrence ; 

This is the flarre you fayle by tho. 

Ang. Why fhould you love me? I am but a 
Tombe, 

Gay out-fid e, but within, rotten and foule. 

Flo. He fweare th’art rnofl difeafd, even in thy 
foule ; 

Oh thou, thou mofl perfidious man alive. 

So profper, as my poore ficke heart doth thrive ; 

Give me thy hand, I hate thee, fare-thee-well. 

Gome, I make thee my heaven, wer’t once my Hell. 

To Pifa. 

Pifa. I’me rap’t above the fpheares, loy flrikes 
me dumbe. 

Fb. Th’afl lent unto mine age a fcore of yeares, 
More then ere nature promif’d, by thy loving 
This Noble Prince \ th’art his then ? 

Fya. His— to prove it ; hence 
Thou from mee ; ne’re more behold mine eyes, 

Ang. Now finde I, that a Lovers heart lafl dies. 

Exit 

Flo. I, I, fo, fo ] If it die, it fhall be buried. 

Fya. Good reverend Sir, flay you, and as you wit- 
neffe 

This my divorce, fo fhall you feale my contradl. 

Fryar. I will, your pleafure. 



a8o The Wonder of a Kingdome. 

Flo. Fyametfa^ 

Make choice thy felfe of thine owne wedding day. 

Fya. To morrow be it^ Loves poyfon is delay^ 
Gallants, pray flirre betimes, and rowfe your Miflreffes ; 
Let fome invite Lord Vmifii and his Lady ; 

Wee dine to day with Lord lacomo^ 

Thither let’s haflen : Sir, this holy man, 

Shall be this night my confeffor ; about mid-night, 
Expert my lending for you. 

Fryer. Your devotion 

Commands my fervice. W’are leall i’th fryers Head. 
The Prince be your confeffor j girle prepare 
To play the bride to morrow, and then being laid, 
One night paft o’re, thinke nere to rife a maide. Exit 

Trumpets founding fervices carried over the Hage^ Poore 
attending Torrentl one^ then enter lacomo bare 
betwixt the two Dukes^ Piero, Philippo, Tornelli, 
Mutio. 

Flo. No more of complement, my Lord Gentili ; 
Such noble welcomes have we had this day, 

We muH take blullnng leaves, caufe we can pay 
Nothing but thanks. 

Gent. That’s more then the whole debt comes to, 
Ne’re faw I tables crown’d with braver llore ; 

I know no man that fpends, nay nor gives more, 

And yet a full fea Hill : why yonder fellow, 

The brave mock-prodigall has fpent all indeed, 

He that made beggers proud, begs now himfelfe for 
need. 

Flo. But who releeves him now ? 

Gent None, for I know 
He that in riotous feafting, walles his Hore, 

Is like a faire tree which in fommer bore 

Boughes laden till they crackt, with leaves and fruite, 

Whofe plenty lafling, all men came unto’t ; 

And pluckt and hlld their lapps and carry away ; 

But when the boughes grow bare, and leaves decay : 
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And the great tree flands faplelle, wither’d dry, 

Then each one cafls on it a fcornfuli eye, 

And grieves to fee it fland, nay do not greeve, 

Albeit the Axe downe to the roote it cleave ; 

The fall of fuch a tree, vrill I beware, 

I know* both when to fpend, and when to fpare. 

Mo, ’Tis nobly fpoke. 

Pifa, Nay good my Lord make haft. 

Pier, Here’s a childe loH i’th Haying. 

Flo, Get 2 . at night for’t 
What is the bride yet dreft ? 

Pier, She’s rigging Sir. 

Flo, ’Tis well, muhcke 2 from whence ? 

What chambers that 1 

Mut. It loynes clofe to the 
Lodgings of the bride. 

Mo, Inquire 

If Hie be ready, Miitio^ fay her bride-groome 
Attends on her below. 

Mut I lhall my Lord. 

Fiametta above. 

Pier, Tarry, Ihe looks her felfe out. 

Flo, Come, come loiterer. 

Fia, Faire welcome to your grace, and to that 
Prince, 

That fhould have bin my bridegroome. 

Flo. Should ha beene % 

Pier, Is the Moone chang’d already 1 
Fia. In her changes 

The Moone is conilant, man is onely varying, 

And never in one Circle long is tarying, 

But one man in the moone at once appeaxes, 

Such praife (being true to one) a woman beares. 

Flo, Take thou that praife and to this Prince be 
true, 

Come downe and marry him. 

Fia, What would the world fay, 
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If I lliould marry two men in one day ? 

Flo. That viilaine has bewitch’ t her. 

Pier. Sir what viilaine ? 

Flo. That Have, the banifh’t runnagate. 

Pier. Call not on him 
Such foule afperfions, till you know his guilt ; 

Even now you faid he was a worthy fpirit, 

Crown’d him with praife, and do you now condemn e 
An abfent man unheard ? 

Flo. He hang thee traitor, 

Pifa. Locke all the gates of Florence, leall he 
fcape. 

Flo. Our pardon, whofoever takes and kill him. 
Pier. Oh ! who would trull in Princes, the vaine 
breath, 

Who in a minute gives one man life and death % 

Fia. Come forth thou threatned man, here kill 
him all, 

Lower then what you Hand on, none can faU. 

Angelo above. 

Am. I now muft Hand your arrowes, but you 
fhoote 

Againfl a breall as innocent — 

Flo. As a traytors. 

Ang. Your patience Sir, 

Pifa. Talk’ft thou of patience % that by thy mofl 
perfidious 


Enter frier above. 

Ang. Heare me pray. 

Of if not me, heare then this reverend man. 
Pifa. VVhat makes that Fryer there % 

Pier. Father fpeake your minde. 

Fryer. I was enjoyned to be her confefibr, 
And came, but then fhe wonn me to a vow, 

By oath of all my orders, face to face, 
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To keare her fpeak unto Arigtlo^ ’twas done, 

He came, when falling downe on both her knees, 

Her eyes drowned all in teares, fhe opes a booke, 
Chardging him read his oaths and promifes, 

The contract of their hands, hearts, yea and foules, 
And askd if Angelo would marry her. 

Fio, Very good. 

Fry, He looking pale as death, faid faintly no. 
Fz/a, Faintly, he then was willing ? 

Fier, Pray heare him out. 

Fry. Thrice tried : he thrice cried no ; At which 
this Ladie 

Defperately fnatching from her fide two knives, 

Had flab'd her felfe to th’ heart, but that we knit 
Our force againfl it, what fhould I doe in this ? 

Not marry her, or rob her of heavens blifie ? 

Which glory had bin greater to have tane, 

A husband from her, or to have feene her flaine ^ 

F/o. Then you have married her ? 

Fry. I have. 

Fier. Brave girle. 

Fifa. He cut that knot afunder with my fword. 
Fry. The hands which heaven hath joyn’d, no 
man can part. 

Fia. The hands they may, but never fhall the 
heart. 

Flo. Why didft thou make to him thy promife 
then 1 

Fia. Women are borne, but to make fooles of 
men. 

She thaf s made fure to him, fhe loves not well, 

Her banes are ask'd here, but fhe wedds in hell ; 
Parents that match their children gainfl their will, 
Teach them not how to live, but how to kill. 

Fk. Parrot, Parrot, 

He flop your prating, breake into her chamber, 

And lay the viilaine bleeding at her feete. Draw. 
Fia. Viilaine 1 it is my husband. 

Flo. Enter and kill him. 
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Pier, Enter, but kill him he that dares, I blulh 
To fee two Piinces fo degenerate. 

Fia, Oh noble brother 1 

Ficr„ What would you have him doe ? 

He well deferves to have her to his wife ; 

Who gives to you a daughter, her a life, 

In fight of angels die to him was given, 

So that in driking him, you fight with heaven. 

Flo, You fee there is no remedie. 

Pifa, Troth none ; 

I threw at all (and gameflers lucke) all’s gone ; 
Farewell brave fpirited girle, he that gaind winde, 

Fier and the fea, law and a womans minde, 

Strives, is a foole, that’s I, He now be wife, 

And neuer more put trud in woman’s eyes. 

Fia, I love thee for that word with-all my heart. 
Flo, Will you come downe pray ? 

Fia, Sweare as you are a Duke. 

Flo, Yet more adoe. 

Pifa, Will you not trad your father ? 

Fia, Why diould I ? you fee there is no trud i’th^ 
daughter ; 

Sweare by your hopes of good you will not touch 
His naile to hurt him. 

Flo, By my hopes I fweare. 

Fia, And you too ? 

Pifa, Yes, what’s falling none can reare. 

Fia, Wee come then noble friend, flagg not thy 
wings, 

In this warr I defie a campe of Kings. Exit, 

Enter Nkolletto^ Tibaldo,^ Alpkonfm, JDariene^ 
Aliffand^ Trehatio, 

Flo, See, fee, more fhoales of friends, mod 
beauteous Ladies, 

Faire welcomes to you all. 

Nk, My Lord thofe tides, 

Are turn’d, thefe Ladies are transform’d to brides. 
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Flo. We heard the happy newes, and therefore 
fent, 

To marry joyes with joyes, yours, with our owne, 
Yours (I ^e) profper, ours are overthroTOe. 

Nic. How meane you overthrowne ^ 

Enter Angel. Fiametta. 

Flo. Your owne eyes fhall be witneffe how : nay, 
nay, pray rife, 

I know your heart is up, tho’ your knees downe. 

A7ig. All that we ftand in feare of is your 
frowne. 

Fia. And all deare father which I begge of you, 

Is that you love this man but as I doe. 

Flo. What begg you of this Prince ? 

Fia. That he would take 
One favour from me, which my felfe lhall make. 

Flfa. Pray let it be of willow. 

Fia. Well then it fhall. 

Alph. Yliy willow 1 is the noble Prince forfaken % 
Fier. All womens faults, one for another taken. 
Alp. Now in good footh my Lord, fhee has but 
vs’d you 

As watermen ufe their fares, for fhee look’d one way 
And row’d another, you but wore her glove, 

The hand was Angeloes, and fhe dealt wifely. 

Let woman ne’re love man, or if fhe doe, 

Let him nere know it, make him write, waite, woe, 
Court, cogge, and cuife, and fweare, and lie, and pine, 
Till Love bring him to death’s doore, elfe hee’s not 
mine ; 

That flefh eates fweeteft that’s pick’d clofe toth’ 
bone, 

Water drinkes befl, that’s hew’d euen from the flone ; 
Men mull be put to ’t home. 

JVieo. He that loves ducking, let him come learne 
of thee. 

Flo. Shee has good skill ; 
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At table will wee heare a full difcourfe 
Of all thefe changes, and thefe Marriages, 

Both how they fliuffled, cut, and dealt about, 

What cards are bell, after the trumpes were out, 

Who plaid falfe play, who true, who fought to fave 
An Ace ith^ boltome, and turn'd up a knave ; 

For Love is but a Card-play, and all’s loft, 

Vnleffe you cogg, hee that pack’s bell, wins mofl. 

Alp. Since jTuch good gamllers are together met, 
As you like this, wee’le play another fett. Exeunt 
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To the Right Honorable 

Thomas Wriathesley, 
Earle of Southampton, Lord 
Wriathsley, of Tichfield, <Sfc. 


My Lord ! 

~ “Erodotus Reports that the y^gyp- 
tians by Wrapping their Dead in 
Glajfe, pre/ents them lively to all 
Pojierity ; But your Lordfliip will 
do ntore, by the Vivifying beames of your 
Acceptation, Revive the parents of this 
Orphan Poem, and make them live to Eter- 
nity. While the Stage florifht, the POEM 
liv'd by the breath of Generali Applaujes, 
and the Virtu4x.il Fervor of the Court; But 
Jince hath languifht for want of heate, and 
now neere fhrunk up with Cold, creepes (with 
a fhivering feari) to Extend it felfe at the 
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Flames of your Benignity. My Lord, 
though it Jeems Rough and Forlorn, It is the 
ijpue of Worthy parents, and we doubt 7 iot, 
but you will find it accomplifitt with their 
Veriue. Be pleajed then ( my Lord) to give 
it entertainement, the more Defiitute and 
needy it is, the Greater Reward may be 
Challenged by your Charity ; and Jo being 
Jheltef^d under your Wings, and Comforted 
by the Sunrfhine of your Favoure, it will 
become Proof e againji the Injufiice of Time, 
and like one Demetrius Jiatues appeare 
frefiier and frefher to all Jges. My Lord, 
were we not Confident of the Excellence of 
the Peece, we fhould not dare to Affume an 
impT-idence to pref err it to a P erf on of your 
HONOR, and KNOWN JUDGMENT; 
whoje HEARTS are ready SACRIFICES 
to your NAME and HONOR, Being my 
Lord 

Your Lordftiips mofl. humble, and mofl 
Obligedly, Submiffive Servants, 
Theophilus Bird. 

Andrew Penney cuicke.* 

* In fome copies of this play (1656) the fame Epiftle 
Dedicatory is addreffed" To the Right Honorable My very 
good Lady, the Lady Newton, Wife to the worihipfull Sir 
Henry Newton, Knight,” and the name of Andrew Pen- 
neycuicke is alone ftibfcribed. Other 'copies bearing the 
date of 1657 have the names as above. 




Vpon the Sun’s Darling. 

I S he then found? Phcehus make holliday : 
Tye up thy Steeds ; And let the 
Cyclops Play ; 

Mulceber leave thy Anvile, and be trim ; 
Combe thy black Muzle, be no longer Grim; 
Mercury be quick, with mirth furnilh the 
heavens, 

Jove, this day let all run at fix and feavens ; 
And Ganimede be nimble, to the Brim 
Fill Boules of Neliar, that the Gods may 
fwim, 

To folemnize their healths that did dif- 
cover 

The ofcure being of the Suns fon’d lover. 
That from the Example of their liberall 
mirth 

We may enjoy like freedome on Earth. 


yohn Tatham. 


U 2 




READER. 

I T is not here intended to prejent thee with 
the perfedl Analogy betwixt the World 
and man, which was made for Man ; Nor 
their Co-eodjience, the World determining 
with Man : this I prefume hath bin by others 
Treated on, But drawing the Curtain of 
this Morall, you Jhall finde him in his pro- 
grefjion as followeth. 


The firft Seafon. 


P Refents him in the Twy-light of his age 

Not Pot-gun-proofe, and, yet heel have his 
page : 

This fmale Knight-Errant will encounter things 
Above his pearch, and like the partridge Springs. 



The fecond Seafon. 


F Oily, his Squire, the Lady Humor brings^ 

Who in his eare farr fweeter No veils fings. 

He follows them ; forfakes the Apiill Queene, 

And now the Noone-tide of his age is feene. 

The third Seafon. 

A S foone as Nenid with llrength, he becoms 
Weake, 

Folly and Humor ^ doth his reafon breake ; 

Hurries him from his Noon-tide to his even : 

From Summer to his Autumne he is driven. 

The fourth Seafon. 

A Nd now the Winter^ or his nonage takes him ; 

The fad remembrance of his errours wakes him ; 
Hl^ and Humor, Faine hee’d call away, 

But they will never leave him, till hee’s Clay. 

Thus Man as Clay Defcends, Afcends in fpirit ; 

Dull, goes to dull, The foule unto It’s Merit 



The Names of the Perfons. 


Fhoehus the Sun, 
Rayhright the funs Dar- 
Lady Spring, (ling 
Youth, 

Delight 

Health, 

Summer, 

Plenty, 

Pomona, 

Cupid, 

Fortune, 

Autumne, 

Bacchanalian, 

Bounty, 


Winter, 

Conceit 

Detradiion, 

Time, 

Prieji of the Sun* 
Folly, 

A Souldier, 

A Spanyard, 

An Italian Dancer, 
A French Taylor, 
A Forrejier, 

JEolus, 

Maskers, 

3 Clowns, 





THE 

Sun’s-Darling, 


ACT. I. 


An Altar. 

Enter the Priefl of the Sun. 

Raybright dif covered fleeping. 

Et your tunes, you fweet-voic’d fpears, 
overtake him : 

Charm his fancies, ope his ears, 
now awake him. begin. 

SONG. 

Fancies are but fir earns 
of vainpieafure ; 
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They who by their dreams 
true joies meajure ; 

Fcafting^ Jiarve ; /aughmg, weep ; 
playtnq fmart^ whtlft in jleep 
fools with Jhadows fmilmg^ 
wake and finde 
hopes like wlnde, 

Idle hopes beguiling. 

Thoughts file away^ Time hath pajl ^em 
Wake now^ awake^ fee and tafie ^em, 

Ray, That I might ever flumber, and enjoy 
Contents as happie as the fouhs beft withes 
Can fancie or imagine, ^tis a crueltie 
Beyond example, to nfurp the peace 
I late inthron’d in, who was't plucked mee from it 

Rr, Young man look hither. 

Ray, Good ; I envie not 
The pomp of your high office : all preferment 
Of earthly glories are to me difeafes, 

Infeding thofe found parts which ffioukl preferve 
The flattering retribution to my thankfulnefs ; 

The times are better to me ; there’s no tafie 
Left on the pallate of my difeontent 
To catch at emptie hopes, whofe onely bleffednefs 
Depends on beeing miferable. 

Pr. Raybright : 

Thou drawft thy great defeent from my grand patron 
the Sun ; whofe priefl I am. 

Ray. For fmall advantage ; 

Hee who is high-bom never mounts yon battlement 
Of fparkling flars, unlefs I bee in fpirit 
As humble as the childe of one that fweats 
To eat the dear-earn’d bread of honefl thrift. 

Pr, Haft thou not flow’d in honors? 

Ray, Honors, I’de not bee baited with my fears 
Of loofing em, to bee their monflrous creature 
An age together, ’tis befide as comfortable 
To die upon the embrodrie of the grafs, 
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Unminded, as to fet a world at gaze, 

Wliilft from a pinacle I tumble down 
And breake my neck, to bee talk’d of, and wonder’d 
at. 

Pr, You have worn rich habits. 

Ray, Fine Afs-trappings. 

A Pedler’s heir turn’d gallant, follows faffflon. 

Can by a crofs-legg’d Tailor be transform’d 
Into a Jack a napes of palTing bravery : 

’Tis a flout happinefs to wear good clothes, 

Yet live and die a fool ^mew. 

Pr, You have had choice 
Of beauties to enrich your marriage-bed. 

Ray, Monkyes and Parakeetoes are as prettie 
To play withall, tho not indeed fo gentle. 

Honeflie’s indeed a fine jewel, but the Indies 
Where it grows is hard to bee difcovered, troath fir 
I care for no long travels with loll labor. 

Pr, Pleafures of every fence have been your fer- 
vants, 

When as y’ave commanded them. 

Ray, To threaten ruine, 

Corrupt the puritie of knowledg, wreifi 
Defires of better life, to thofe of thefe 
This fcurvie one, this life fcarce worth the keeping. 

Pr, ’Tis melancholy, and too fond indulgence; 

To your own dull’d affedlions ; fway your judgment, 
You could not elfe bee thus loft, or fufpe<fl: 

The care your ancefior the Sun takes of yee. 

Ray, The care, the fcorn hee throws on mee. 

Pr, Fie, fie ; 

Have you been fent out into firange lands, 

Seen Courts of forreign Kings, by them been grac’d, 
To bring home fuch negle6l. 

Ray^ I have reafon for’t 
Pr, Pray Ihew it 

Ray, Since my coming home I have found 
More fweets in one unprofitable dream, 

Then in my lives whole pilgrimage. 
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Fr, Your fantafie 

Mifleads your judgment vainly, fir in brief 
I am to tell you, how I have received 
From your Progenitor, my Lord, the Sun, 

A token, that he vifibly will defcend 
From the celellial orbe to gratifie 
all your wilde«»longings. 

Ray. Very likely, when pray : 

The world the whiles Ihall be beholding to him 
For a long night, new married men will curfe, 

Tho their brides tickle for^t, oh ! candle and lanthorn 
Will grow to an exceflive rate i’th Citie. 

Fr, Thefe are but flalhes of a brain difordered. 
Contein your float of fpleen in feemly bounds, 

Your eies fiiall bee your witnefs. 

Ray. Hee may come. 

Enter Time with a whip^ whipping Follie 
before him. 

Tim. Hence, hence, thou lhame of nature, man- 
kindes foil : 

Time whipps thee from the world, kicks thee, and 
fcorns thee. 

FoL Whip me from the world, why whip ? am I 
a dog, a cur, a mungrel : baw waw. Do thy worft, I 
defie thee. 

Sings. I wUl rote and fquander^ 

Cozen, and bee drunk too ; 

/ will maintein my Fander^ 

Keep my Horf and Funck too ; 
brawl and fcuffle, 

Jhift and ^ujfle^ 

Swagger in my Fotmeah : 

Dajnmes rank with, 
do mad pranck with 
Roarm^ botes and oatmeals. 

Pox a time, I care not, 
being pafi His nothing : 
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Fk be free and fpare not, 
forrows are lives loathing: 
melancholy 
is but folly, 

Mirth and youth are plotters. 

Time go hang thee, 

I will bang thee, 

Though I die in cotters. 

And what think you of this, you old doting moth- 
eaten bearded rafcal ; as I am Follie by the mothers 
fide, and a true-bred Gentleman, I will fing thee to 
death,' if thou vex mee : Cannot a man of faihion, for 
his pleafure, put on now and then his working-day 
robes of humility, but he mufl prefently be fubjedl to 
a Beadles rod of Corredlion 5 goe mend thy felfe 
Caniball, 'tis not without need, I am fure the Times 
were never more beggerly and proud, waiting-women 
flant it in Caft-fuits, and their Ladies fall for em; 
knaves over-brave wife men, while wife men iland 
with cap and knee to fooles : Pitifull Time ! pitifull 
Time ! 

Ty. Out foul, prodigious, and abortive birth ; 
Behold the fand glalTe of thy dayes is broke. 

FoL Bring me another, He fliatter that too. 

Ty. No; th’ail mifpent thy hours, lavifh fool, 
like 

The circuit of thy life, in ceafeleffe riots 
It is not therefore fit that thou Ihouldft live 
In fuch a Court as the Sunnes Majelly 
Vouchlafes to illuminate with his bright beames. 

FoL In any Court, father bald-pate, where my 
granam the Moon fhews her homes, except the Con- 
fiilory Court, and there fhe need not appeare ; Cuck- 
olds Carry fuch fharp Stelettoes in their fore-heads, lie 
live here and laugh at the bravery of ignorance, 
mauger thy fcurvie and abhominable beard. 

Tv. Prieil of th^ Sunne ’tis neere about the 
minute, 

thy Patron will defcend, fcourge hence this trifle ; 
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Time is ne're loll, till in the common Schools 
Of impudence, time meets with wilMl fooles. Exii. 

Fol. Farewell 1538 , 1 might have faid five thou- 
fand, but the others long enough a Confcience to be 
lionefl Condition’d, pox on him \ it’s a notable railing 
whipper, of a plain Time whipper. 

Ere. You heard the charge he left. 

FoL I, I, a may give a charge, a has been a petty 
Court-holder ever fmce he was a minute old, he tooke 
you for a fore-man of a Jurie. 

Ray. Pray fir, what are you ? 

FoL Noe matter what, what are you ? 

Ray. Not as you are, I thank my better fates, 

I am grand child to the Sun. 

Fol. And I am Cofen german, fome two or three 
hundred removes off, to the Moon, and my name is 
Folly. 

Ray. Folly, fir of what quality ? 

Fol. Quality \ any quality in fafhion : Drinkeing, 
Whoring, Singing, Dancing, Dicing, Swearing, Roring, 
Foifting, Lying, Cogging, Canting, cetera^ will you 
have any more. 

Ray. You have a merry heart, if you can guid it. 

FoL Yes faith ; fo, fo, I laugh not at thofe whome 
I feare, I fear not thofe whom I love, and I love not 
any whom I laugh not at, pretty flrange humor, is’t 
not? 

Ray. To any one who knowes you not, it is. 

Fre. You mull a void. 

Enter Recorders. 

Fol. Away away, I have no fuch meaning indeed- 
la. 

Fre. Hark the faire hour is com, draw to the 
Alter, 

And with amazement, reverence, and cdmfort 
Behold the broad ey’d lamp of heaven defcending, — 
Stand The Sunne above. 
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Fol, Oil brave ! 

Pre, Stand. 

SONG. 

Glorious and bright^ loe Jure we bend 
JBeJore iky throne^ tremblings attend 
Thy f acred pkafures^ he pleafed tJun 
To Jhower thy comforts downe, that men 
May freely tqjle in lifes extreams 
The influence of thy powerfull dreams. 

Pay, Let not my fate too fwiftly runne, 

Till thou acknowledge me thy funne. 

Oh theres no joy even from the wombe, 

Of frailty : till we be called home. 

Pol Now am I an arrant rafcall, and cannot fpeak 
one word for my felfe, if I were hang’d. 

Sun, Ray-bright. 

Pre, It calles yee, anfwer. 

Pay, Lord and Father. 

Sun, We know thy cares, appear to give releafe, 
Boldly make thy demands, for we wil pleafe 
To grant what ere thou faill for. 

Pay, Fair beam’d fir ; 

I dare not greedily prefer 
Etemitie of earths delights, 

Before that dutie which invites 

My filial pietie, in this 

Your love fiiall perfedl my hearts blifs ; 

If I, but for one onely year, 

Enjoy the feveral pleafures here. 

With every feafon in his kinde, 

Can blefs a mortal with. 

Sun, I finde 

Thy reafon breeds thy appetite, and grant it 
Thou mafter’fl thy defire, and fhall not want it ; 

To the fpring garden let him bee convey’d, 

And entertain’d there by that lovely maid : 
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All the varieties the Spring can lliew^ 

Be fubjedl to his will. 

Fre, Lights Lord, wee go. 

FoL And I will follow, that am not in love with 
fiich fopperies. Exit 

Sun. We mull defcend, and leav a while our 
fphere 

To greet the world ha, there does now appear 

A circle in this round, of beames that Ihine, 

As if their friendly lights would darken mine : 

No let em Ihine out ilill, for thefe are they, 

By whofe fweet favors, when our warmths decay, 

Even in the Horms of winter, daily nourifh 
Our a6live motions, which in Summer flourifli 
By their fair quickning dews of noble loves : 

Oh may you all like liars, whilll fwift time moves, 
Stand fixt in firmaments of bleft contents : 

Mean while recreations wee prefent. 

Shall llrive to pleafe ; I have the foremofl traft ; 

Each feafon elfe begins and ends an A£l. Exit 


A6lus Secundus. 


Enter Springs Rayhright^ Youths Healthy and Delight 
»S^r. T T TElcom the mother of the year, the 

V V Spring ; 

That mother on whofe back age ne’re can fit 
For age ftill waits upon her that Spring the Nurfe ; 
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Whofe milk the Summer fucks, and is made wanton, 
Phyfitian to the lick, flrength to the found ; 

By whom all things above, and under-ground 
Are quickned with new heat, frefh blood, brave vigor, 
That Spring on thy fair cheeks, in kifTes laies 
Ten thoufand welcoms, free as are thofe raies 
From which thy name thou borrowefl : glorious 
name I 

Raylbriqht^ as bright in perfon as in fame. 

Ray. Your eies amaz’d mee firfl, but now mine 
ears 

Feel your tongues charms, in you move all the 
fphears. 

Oh Ladie 1 would the Sun, which gave mee life, 

Had never fent me to you. 

S^r. Why I all my veins 
Shrink up, as if cold Winter were com back, 

And with his frozen beard have numm’d my lips 
To hear that figh fly from you. 

Ray. Round about mee 
A firmament of fuch full bleflings fhine, 

I in your fphear feem a flar more divine 
Than in my Fathers Chariot ; fhould I ride 
One year about the world in all his pride. 

Sp. Oh that fweet breath revives mee ! if thou 
never 

Part’fl. hence (as part thou fhalt not) bee happie ever. 
Ray. I know I lhalL 
Sfir. Thou to buy, whofe flate ? 

Kings would lay down their crowns, frefh Youth wait, 
I charge thee, on my darling. 

You. Madam I fhall, 

And on his fmoeth cheek fuch fweet rofes fet, 

You frill fhall fit to gather then, and when 
Their colours fade, brave friall fpiing ^en, 

Sfr. Thou (without whom they that have hills of 
gold 

Are Saves and wretches) Health that canft nor be 
fold 
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Nor bought, I charge thee make his heart a tower 
Guarded, for there lies the Springs paramour. 

Jlea. One of my hands is writing flill in heaven, 
(For that’s Healths librarie) t’other on the earth 
Is Phyficks treafurer, and what wealth thofe lay 
Up for my queen, all fhall his will obay. 

Ray. Mortalitie fure falls from me. 

Spr, Thou to whofe tunes 
The five nice Sences dance ; thou that doll fpin 
Thofe golden threds all women love to winde, 

And but for whom, man would cut off man- 
kinde. 

Delight not bafe, but noble, touch thy Lire, 

And fill my Court with brightefl Delphick fire, 

Del. Hover, you wing’d Muficians, in the air ; 
Clouds leav your dancing, no windes flir but fair. 

Hea. Leav bluflring March 

SONG. 

What bird fo Jlngs, yet fo does wail, 

’ Tis Philomel the Nightingale ; 

Teruejhe cries, 

And hating earth, to heauen Jhe flies Cuckow. 

Ha, ha, hark, hark, the Cuckows fmg 
Cuckow, to welcom in the Spring. 

Brave prickfong ; who idt now we hear ! 

^ Tis the larks fdver leer a leer : 

Chirrup the Sparrow flies away ; 

For hee fell todt ere break of day. 

Ha, ha, hark, hark, the Cuckcows fmg 
Cuckow, to welcom in the Spring. 

Spr. How does my fun-born fweet-heart like his 
queen ; 

Her court, her train. 

Ray. Wondrous, fuch ne’re were feen. 

Hea. Frefher and frefher paflimes, one delight 
Is a difeafe to th’ wanton appetite. 
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Dei, Mufick take Ecchoes voice, and dance quick 
rounds 

To thine owne times in reperculEve founds. Exit 
Eeclio qf Cor?ieis, 

Spr. Enough? I will not weaiy thee, pleafures 
change. 

ThoUj as the Sun in a free zodiack range. 

Enter Delight. 

DeL A company of rural fellows, fac’d 
Like lovers of your Laws, beg to bee grac'd 
Before your Highnefs, to prefent their fport. 

Spr. What is’t ? 

Del A Morris. 

Spr. Give them our Court : 

Stay, thefe dull birds may make thee flop thine ear, 
Take thou my lightning, none but Laurel here 
Shall fcape thy blalling ; whom thou wilt confound 
Smite ; let thofe Hand, who in thy choice fit crown'd. 

Ray. Let thefe then, I may furfet eife on fweets. 
Sound lleeps do not hill lie in Princes fheets. 

Spr. Becken the Rurals in, the Country-gray 
Seldom ploughs treafon, Ihouldh thou be hoin away. 
By great ones, thats my fear. 

Ray. Fear it not Lady ; 

Should all the worlds black forceries bee laid 
To blow mee hence, I move not 

Spr. I am made Morris 

In that word the earths Emprefs 

Are not thefe fports too ruhick ? 

Ray. No ; pretty and pleafmg. 

Spr. My youngeh girle, the violet-breathing May^ 
Being told by Ficfra that my love dwelt here, 

Is com to do you fervice, will you pleafe 
To honoV her arrivall. 

Ray. I fhall attend. 

Spr. On then, and bid my rofie-finger’d May 

Morris 


X 
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Rob hills and dales, with fweets to llrow his way. 

Exit, 

Ray, An Emprefs, faifl thou, fain in love with me. 
FoL Sheets a great woman, and all great women 
with to be Empreffes ; her name, the Lad^ie Humor, 
Ray, Strange name, I never faw her, knew her 
not: 

What kinde of creature is fhee 1 
FoL Creature ! of a skin foft as Pomatum, fleek as 
Jellie, white as blanch’d Almonds; no Mercers wife 
ever handled yard with a prettier breath ; fweet as a 
Monkies; lips of cherries, teeth of pearle, eies of 

diamond, foot and leg as 

Ray, And what’s thy name % 

FoL ’Tis but a folly to tell it, my name is Folly. 
Ray, Humor and Folly ; to my lifLning ear 
Thy Ladies praifes often have been fung. 

The trumpet founding forth her graceful beauties, 
Kindles high jflames within me to behold her. 

FoL Shee’s as hot as you for your heart. 

Ray. This Ladie, call’d the Spring, is an odd 
trifle. 

FoL A green ficknefs thing, I came by the way of 
a hobby-horfe letter of Attorney, fent by my Ladie as 
a fpie to you : Spring a hot Ladie, a few fields and 
gardens lafs, }can you feed upon fallets and tanzies, 
eat like an Affe upon graffe every day at my Ladies, 
corns to you now a Goofe, now a Woodcock, nothing 
but fowl ; fowl pies, platters all cover’d with foul, and 
is not fowl very good fare ? 

Ray, Yea marry is’t fir, the fowl being kept 
clean. 

My admiration waftes it felf in longings 
To fee this rare piece, He fee her ; what are Kings, 
were not their 

Pleafures varied ; fiiall not mine then 1 fhould day 
Lall ever, ’twould bee loath’d as night. 

Change is the fawce that fliarpens appetite ; 

The way, I’le to her. 
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FoL Tlie way is windie and narrow ; for look you, 
I do but winde this Comet, and if another anfwer it, 
Ihe corns. 

Ray, Be quick then Cornets, 

Enter Humor ^ a Souldier^ a Spa?iiard^ an Italian 
Dance^ a Fresich Tailor, 

Hum, Is this that flower the Spring fo dotes 
upon ? 

FoL This is that hony-fuckle, flie flicks in her 
mffe. 

Hum. A bedfellow for a Fairie. 

Ray, Admired perfedlion 1 
You fet my praifes to fo high a tune, 

My merits cannot reach em. 

Hum, My hearbilrings fliall then, 

As mine eie gives that fentence on thy perfon \ 

And never was mine eie a corrupt Judg, 

That Judg to fave thee would condemn a world, 

And lofe mankinde to gain thee ; ’tis not the Springy 
With all her gawdy arbors, nor perfumes 
Sent up in flattering incenfe to the Sun, 

For fliooting glames at her, and for fending 
Whole quires of fingers to her every mom. 

With all her amorous fires, can heat thy blood 
As I can with one kifle. 

Ray, The rofe-lipp^d dawning 
Is not fo melting, fo delicious. 

Tume mee into a bird that I may fit 
Still fmging in fuch boughs. 

FoL What bird 1 
SoL A Ring-tayl. 

Hu, Thou fhdt be turn’d to nothing but to 
mine, 

My Mine of pleafures which no hand fhall rifle 
But this, which in warm Nedlar bathes the palm : 
Invent fom other t 3 nres ; mufick ; flay ; none 
FoL Hoy-day. 


X 2 
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Hu. New gowns, frelh fafhions, I am not brave 
enough 

To make thee wonder at me. 

Ray. Not the Moon 
Riding at midnight in her criflal Chariot, 

With all her Courtiers in their robes of liars 
Is half fo glorious. 

Hu. This feather was a bird of Paradice, 

Shall it bee yours. 

Ray. No Kingdome buies it from mee. 

FoL Being in fools paradice he mull not lofe his 
bawble. 

Ray. I am wrapt. 

FoL In your mothers fmock. 

Ra. I am wrapt above mans being, in being 
fpher’d 

In fuch a globe of rarities, but fay Ladie 
What thefe are that attend you. 

Hu. All my attendants 
Shall be to thee fworn fervants. 

FoL Follie is fwom to him already, never to leav 
him. 

Ray. Hee. 

FoL A French Gentleman that trayls a Spanifh 
pike. A Tailor. 

Tay. Wee Mounfieur, hey nimbla upon de croffe 
caper, me take a de meafure of de body from de top 
a de noddle to de heel and great toe, oh ftifh de fine : 
dis coller is cut out in anger fcurvie, oh dis beelhes 
pincha de bum, me put one French yard into de toder 
hofe. 

FoL No French yards, they want a yard at leall. 

Ray. Shall I bee brave then 1 

Hu. Golden as the fun. 

Ra. What’s hee that looks fo fiiiickly ? 

FoL A Flounder in a fiying-pan, Hill skipping, one 
that loves mutton fo well, he alwaies carries capers 
about him j his brains lie in his legs, and his legs ferve 
him to no other ufe then to do tricks, as if he had 
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bought em of a Jugler, hee’s an Italian dancer, his 
name 

Da/i. Signior Lavolta (MefTer mio) me tefha all de 
bella Coran toes, galliardaes, piamettaes, capeorettaes, 
amorettaes dolche dolche to declamante do bona 
robaes de Tufcana. 

£ay. I nehe fhall be fo nimble. 

Ml Yes, if you powr quick-filver into your fhin- 
bones, as he does. 

This now ? 

Ml A moil fweet Spaniard 

Spa. A Confecianador, which in your tongue is, a 
Comfit -maker, of Toledo, I can teach fugar to flip down 
your throat a million of waies. 

Ml And the throat has but one in all, oh 
Toledo ! 

Spa. In Confervs, candies, marmalades, finkadoes, 
ponadoes, marablane, Bergamotu, aranxues muria, 
lymons, berengenas of Toledo, oriones, potataes of 
Malaga, and ten millions more. 

Ml Now ^tis ten millions, a Spaniard can mul- 
tiply. 

Spa. I am your fervidor. 

jkay. My pallate pleas’d to, what’s this lafl ? 

Sol I am a Gun that can rore, two flelettoes in 
one flieath, I can fight and bounce too, my Ladie by 
mee, prefents this fword and belt to you. 

Ray. Incomparable Miilrefle. 

Hu. Put them on. 

Sol I’le drill you how to giue the lie, and flab in 
the punto, if you dare not fight, then how to vamp a 
rotten quarrel without ado. 

Ray. How: dare not fight 1 there’s in me the 
Suns fire. 

Hu. No more of this, dances awake the muficL 
O yes 1 Mufick ! 

Ray. No more of this, this fword arms me for 
battel. 

Hu. Com then, let thou and I rife up in arms, 



310 The Sun' s-Dar ling. 

The field embraces, kiffes our alarms. 

FoL A dancer and a Tailor, yet Hand fiill : Hrike 
up. Dance. 


Enter Springy Healthy Youths Delight. 

Spr. Oh ! thou inticing llrumpet, how durfl thou 
Throw thy voluptuous fpells about a Temple 
Thaf s confecrate to me. 

Hu. Poor Springy goodie herb-wife ; 

How dar*ll thou call a glance on this rich jewel 
I ha bought for mine own wearing. 

Sp7\ Bought 1 art thou fold then ? 

Ray. Yes, with her gifts, Ihe buyes me with her 
graces. 

Heal. Graces ! A Witch. 

Spr. What can Ihe give thee. 

Ray. All things. 

Spr. Which I for one bubble cannot add a fea too. 
Fol. And fhew him a hobbie-horfe in my likenefs. 
Spr. My Raylright^ hear me ; I regard not thefe. 
Ray. What dowrie can you bring me ? 

Spr. Dowrie 1 ha ! is’t com to this 1 am I held 
poor and bafe % 

A girdle make, whofe buckles flretch*d toth’ length 
Shall reach from th’artick to th’antartick pole : 

What ground foever thou canll with that inclofe 
lie give thee freely, not a Lark that calls 
The morning up, fhall build on any turf 
But Ihee lhall be thy tenant, call thee Lord, 

And for her rent pay thee in change of fongs. 

Ray. I mull turn bird-catcher. 

Fol. Do you think to have him for a fong % 

Hu. Live with mee Hill, and all the meafures 
Plaid to by the fpheres, lie teach thee \ 

Lefs but thus dallie, all the pleafures 
The Moon beholds, her man fhall reach thee. 

Ray. Divinefl ! 

Fol Here's a Lady. 
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Is’t come to who gives moll ? 

The felf fame Bay tree into which was turn’d : 

Peneian Daphne^ I have Hill kept green ; 

That tree lhall now be thine, about it fit 
All the old poets with freOi Lawrel Crownd, 

Singing in verfe the praife of chaflity ; 

Hither when thou lhalt come, they all fhall rife, 

Sweet Cantoes of thy love, and mine to fmg : 

And invoke none but thee as Delian Kmg. 

Ray. Live by finging ballets % 

Pol. Oh 1 bale, turn poet, I would not be one 
my felf. 

Hu. Dwell in mine armes, aloft wee’l hover, 

And fee fields of armies fighting : 

Oh i part not from mee, I will difcover 
There, all but books of fances writing ; 

Del Not far off flands the Hipocrenian well, 
Whither ile leade thee, and but drinking there, 

To welcome thee, nine Mufes fhall appear : 

And with full bowles of knowledge thee infpire. 

Ray. Hang knowledge, drowne your mufe. 

FoL I, I, or they’l drown themfelves in Sack & 
Claret. 

Hu. Do not regard their toyes, 

Be but my darling, age to free thee 
From her curfe, fhall fall a dying ; 

Call me their Empreffe ; time to fee thee 
Shall forget his art of flying. 

Ray. Oh ! my all excellence. 

Sp. Speake thou for me ; I am fainting. 

Heal Leave her, take this and travel, tell the 
world 

Ile bring thee in to all the Courts of Kings ; 

Where thou fhalt flay, and learn their languages ; 
Kiffe Ladies, revell out the nights in dancing : 

The day in manly pafUmes ; fnatch firora time 
His glaffe, and let tlie golden fands run forth 
As thou fhalt jogg them, riot it, go brave ; 

Spend halfe a world, my Queen fhall beare thee out : 
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Yet all this while, tho thou climb hills of yeareSy 
Shall not one wrinckle fit upon thy brow, 

Nor any fickneffe fliake thee ; Youth and Health, 

As flaves, fhall lackie by thy Chariot wheeles ; 

And who, for two fuch jewelles, would not fell 
The Eajl^ and Weji Indies 3 both are thine, fo 
that 

Ray, What? 

FoL All lies gallap oTe the world, and not grow 
old, nor be fick ; a lie ; one gallant went but into 
France lafl day, & was never his own man fince, 
another llept but into the low Countries, and was 
drunk dead under the table, another did but peep 
into England^ and it coft him more in good morrows 
blowne up to him under his window, by Drums and 
Trumpets, then his whole voiage, befides he run mad 
uponk. 

Hil Here’s my lafl farewel, ride along with me 3 
I’le raife by art, out of bafe earth, a pallace 3 
Whither thy felfe, waving a Chriflal flream, 

Shall call together the mofl glorious fpirits 
Of all the Kings that have been in the world 3 
And they fhall come onely to feafl with thee, 

Ray Rare 1 

Hu, At one end of this pallace fhall be heard 
That Mufique which gives motion to the Heaven 3 
And in the midle Orpheus fhall fit and weep, 

For forrow that his Lute had not the charmes 
To bring his faire Euredice from hell 3 
Then at an other end 

Ray. He hear no more 3 
This ends your flrife, you onely I adore. 

Sp, Oh ! I am fick at heart 3 unthankfull man 
’Tis thou hafl wounded mee, farewel. Jhe is led in, 

Ray^ Farewell ? 

FoL Health, recover her 3 firrah Youth, look to 
her. 

Hea, That bird that in her nefl fleeps out the 
fpring 
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May fly in Summer, but with fickly wing. Exit 

Ray, I owe thee for this pill, Do6lor. 

Hu, The Spring will Dye fare. 

Ray, Lei her % 

Hu, If flie does, Folly here is a kind of a foolifli 
poet. 

And he lhall write her Epitaph. 

Ray, Againll the morning 
See it then writ, and I’le reward thee for it. 

Fol. It fhall not need. 

Ray, ’Tis like it fhall not need, this is your Folly. 
Hu, He fhall be ever yours. 

Fol, I hope ever to be mine own folly, 

Hee’s one of our fellows. 

Hu, In triumph now I lead thee; no, be thou 
Cefar, 

And lead me. 

Ray, Neither; weel ride with equall flate 
Both in one Chariot, fmce we have equall fate. 

Hu, Each do his ofSce to this man your Lord ; 
For tlio Delight, and Youth, and Health fhould leave 
him, 

This Ivory gated pallace fhall receive him. Exit 


Aflus Tertius. 


Enter Raybright Melancholy. 

Ray. my deer love the Spring, I am cheated 

of thee ; 

Thou hadfl a body the four elements 
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Dwelt never in a fairer ; a minde princely : 

Thy language like thy fingers, Mufical. 

How coole wert thou in anger, in thy dyet 
How temperate, and yet fumptuous ; thou wouldfl not 
walle 

The waight of a fad violet in exceffe ; 
yet ilill thy board had diihes numberlefle. 

Dumbe beafts even lov^d thee \ once a young Lark 
Sate on thy hand, and gazing on thine eyes 
Mounted and fung, thinking them moving skies 

Enter Follie, 

FoL I ha don my Lord : my Mufe has pumped 
hard for an Epitaph upon the late departed Springy 
and here her lines fpring up. 

Ray» Read. 

Fol Read ; fo I will, pleafe you to reach mee your 
high ears. 

Here lie's the hlith Spring, 

Who firji taught birds to fingi 
Yet in April herf elf fell a crying \ 

Then May growing hot 
A f wealing ficknefs fhee got ^ 

And the firft of fpune lay a dying. 

Yet no month can fay 

But her merry daughter May 

Stuck her Coffin with flowers great plenty ^ 

The Cuckow fung in verfe 
An Epitaph dre her herfe^ 

But affure you the lines were not dainty. 

Ray. No more are thine, thou Ideot ; hall thoiE 
none 

To poifon with thy naftie iggs but mine, 

My matchlefs frame of nature, Creations wonder, 

Out of my fight 

Fol I am not in’t, if I were, you’d fee but fcurvily 
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you finde fault as Patrons do with books, to give 
nothing. 

Ray, Yes ballM one, beaftly bafe one, blockiih 
away ; 

Vex me not fool, turn out a doors your rorer, 

French Tailor, and that Spanifli ginger-bread, 

And your Italian skipper ; then fir, your felf. 

FoL My felf 1 Carbonado me, bailinado me, 
llrapado me, hang me, He not flir; poor Follie, 
honeil Follie, jocundary Follie forfake your Lordlhip ; 
no true Gentleman hates me, and how many women 
are given daily to me (if I would take em) fome not 
far off know j Tailor gon, Spaniih figg gon, all gon 
but I 


Enter Humor, 

Hu, My waiters coited off by you, you flea them ; 
Whence com thefe thunder-bolts, what furies haunt 
you ? 

Ray, You. 

FoL Sheel 

Ray, Yes, and thou. 

FoL Baw waw. 

Ray. I fliall grow old, difeas^d, and melancholy j 
For you have robb*d me both of Youth and Health, 
And that delight my Spring beftow'd upon me : 

But for you two, I fhould be wondrous good ; 

By you I have been cozen’d, baffled, and tom’ 

From the embracements of the noblell creature. 

Hu, Your Spring, 

Ray, Yes flie, even flie, onely the Spring : 

One morning fpent with her, was worth ten nights 
With ten of the^prime beauties in the world : 

She was unhappie never, but in two fons, 

March a rade roring fool. 

FoL And April a whining puppie. 

Hu, But May was a fine piece. 

Ray, Mirror of faces. 
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FoL Indeed May was a fweet creature, and yet a 
great raifer of May-poles. 

Mu. When will you fing my praifes thus ? 

Fay. Thy praifes, that art a common creature. 

Mu. Common 1 

Fay. Yes, common : I cannot paffe through any 
Princes Court, 

Through any Countrie, Camp, Town, Citie, Village, 
But up your name is cried, nay curs’d j a vengeance 
On this your debauch’d Humor. 

FoL A Vintner fpoke thofe very words laH night, 
to a company of roring boies, that would not pay 
their reckoning. 

Fay. How many ballards hall thou ? 

Mu. None. 

Fay. ’Tis a lie, bee judg by this your fquire elfe. 

Fol. Squire 1 worfliipful Follie. 

Fay. The Courtier has his Humor, has he not 
Follie? 

Fol. Yes marry has he, follie ; the Courtier’s 
humor is to bee braue, and not pay for’t ; to bee proud, 
and no man cares for’t 

Fay. Brave Ladies have their humors. 

Fol. Who has to do with that, but brave Lords. 

Fay. Your Citizens have brave humors. 

Fol. Oh ! but their wives have tickling humors. 

Mu. Yet don. 

Fol. Humor Madam, if all are your ballards that 
are given to humor you, you have a companie of as 
arrant rafcals to your children, as ever went toth^ 
gallows ; a Collier being drunk jolTell’d a Elnight into* 
the kennel, and cry’d ’twas his humor ; the Knight 
broke his coxcomb, and that was his humor. 

Fay. And yet you are not common. 

, Mu. No matter what I am : 

Baile, curfe, be frantick, get you to the tomb 
Of your rare MidreUe ; dig up your dead Spring 
And lie with her, kifle her ; me, have you loft. 

Fol. And I Icorn to be found. 
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May. Stay : miifl I lofe all comfort, dearell flay ; 
There's fuch a deal of magick in thofe eies, 

I’me charm’d to kiffe thefe onely. 

FoL Are you fo? kilTe on, Tie be kifs’d fom 
where I warrant. 

May. I will not leav my FoUie for a world. 

FoL Nor I you for ten. 

May. Nor thee my love, for worlds pil’d upon 
worlds. 

Hu. If ever for the Spring you do but figh, I take 
my bells. 

FoL And I my hobby-horfe, — ^Will you be merry 
than, and jawfand. 

May. As merry as the Cuckows of the fpring. 

FoL Again. 

May. How Ladie, lies the way ? 

Hu. lie be your convoy, 

And bring you to the Court of the Suns queen, 
{Summer a glorious and majeilick creature) 

Her face oublhining the poor Springs, as far 
As a fun-beam doe's a lamp, the moon a liar. 

May. Such are the fpheres I'de move in, attend us 
FoUie. Ext 


Enter Mayhright and Humor. 

May. I mufe, my nimble Follie ilaies fo long. 

Hu. Hee’s quick enough of foot, and counts, (I 
fwear) 

That minute call away, not fpent on you. 

May. His companie is mufick, next to yours j 
Both of you are a Confort ; and I, your tunes 
Lull me afleep, and when I mofl am Jad, 

My forrows vanilh from me in foft dreams : 

But how far mufl we travel, is it our motion 

Puts us in this heat ; or is the air 

In love with us, it clings with fuch embraces, 

It keeps us in this warmth. 

Hu. This ihews, her Court 
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Is not fax off, you covet fo to fee : 

Her fubjefls feldom kindle needleffe fires, 

The Sun lends them his flames. 

Ray. Has flie rare buildings. 

Hu. ^ Magnificent and curious ; every noon 
The hoffes of the day bait there ; whilfl he 
(Who in a golden Chariot makes them gallop 
In twelve hours o’re the world) alights a while, 

To give a love-kiffe to the Summer-queen. 

Ray. And (hall we have fine fights there % 

Hu. Oh! 

Ray. And hear more ravifliing mufick ? 

Hu. All the quiriflers 

That learn't to fing i^th Temple of the Spring \ 

But her attain fuch cunning, that when the windes 
Bore and are mad, and clouds in an tick gambols 
Dance o^re our head, their voices have fuch charms, 

They’l all fland flill to liflen 

Ray. Excellent. 

Enter FolUe. 

Fol. I fweat like a pamper’d jade of Afia^ and 
drop like a Cob-nut out of Africa ^ 

Enter a Forrejkr. 

For. Back ; whither go you? 

Oyes ! this way. 

For. None muff paffe : 

Here’s kept no open Court ; our Queen this day 
Bides forth a hunting, and the air being hot, 

She will not have rude throngs to llifle her ^back. 

Exit. 


Enter Summer and Delight. 

Sum. And did break her heart then. 
Del. Yes with difdain. 
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Sum. The heart of my deer mother nurfe the 

rie breake his heart for’t : had fhe not a face, 

Too tempting for a 
Del. The graces fate, 

On her faire eye-lids ever, but his youth 
Lulling for change, fo doted on a Lady, 

Phantallick, and yet fair ; a peece of wonder : 

They call her Humor ; and her parafite Folly, 

He call the fweet Sprmg olF, and turn’d us from him ; 
Yet his celeflial kinfman, for young Raybrighi 
Is the Suns darling : knowing his jomeying hither 
To fee thy glorious Court, fends mee before 
To attend on you, and fpend all my hours 
In care for him 


Enter Sun. Recorders. 

Sum. Obay your charge — oh thou builder, 

Of me thy hand maid ! Landlord of my life, 

Life of my love, throne where my glories lit ; 

I ride in tryumph on a filver clowd ; 

Now I but fee thee. 

Sun. Rife ; is Ray bright come yet 
Del. Not yet 

Sun. Be you indulgent over him, 

And lavilh thou thy treafure 

Enter Plenty. 

Plen, Our princely Cofen Raybrighi, 

Your darling, and the worlds delight, is come. 

Sun. Who with them. 

Pie. A goddelfe in a woman, attended 
By a prating fawcie fellow, called Polite. 

Sun. They’l confound him, but he lhall run, 

Go and receive him. 

Sum. Your fparkling eyes, and his arivall, drawes 
Heapes of admirers earth it felf will fweat 
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To bear our weights; vouchfafe, bright power, to 
borrow 

Winds not too rough from jSoIus, to fan 
Our glowing faces. 

Sun. I will : ho JSolus ; 

Unlock the jayle, and lend a winde or two, 

To fan my girle the Summer. 

Mo. I will 
Sun. No rorers. 

Mo. No. 

Sun. Quickly. Mohoyes. 

Mo. Fly you flaves, Summer fweats ; cool her. 

The Sun takes his feat above. 

Enter Summer^ Raybright^ Htmor, Plenty, Folly, 
Comitry fellows and Wenches, 

SONG. 

Hay-makers, Rakers, Reafers and Mowers, 

Waite on your Summer- Queen, 

Dreffe up with Musk-rofe her Eglentine bowers, 
Dajfadills firm the greene, 

Sing dance and play 
^Tis Holy day, 

the Sun does bravely fhine 
on our ears of corn. 

Rich as a pearle 
corns every girle, 

this is mine, this is mine, this is mine ; 

Let us die, ere away they he born. 

Bow to the Sun, to our Queen, and that fair one 
com to behold our fports, 

Each bonny lafe here is counted a rare one, 
as thofe in Princes Courts, 
thefe and wee 
with Countrie glee 

will teach the woods to refound, 
and the hills with ecchds hollaw ; 
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skipping lambs 
ihdr bleating dams 

^mongft kids Jkcdl trip it rounds 
for joy thus our wenches we follow. 

Winde, jollie Hunts-men^ your neat Bugles Jhrilly^ 
Hounds make a liijiie crie : 

Spring up^ you Faulcofiers, the JPartridges freely^ 
then let your brave Hawks fiie. 

Horfes amain 
over ridg^ over plain^ 

the Dogs have the Stag in chace ; 

^Hs a fport to content a King. 

So ho ho^ through the skies^ 
how the proud bird flies^ 

and fowcing kills with a grace^ 

Now the Deer falls ^ hark how ihty ring. 

The Sun by degrees is clowded. 
Sum. Leav off, the Sun is angry, & has drawn 
A clowd before his face. 

Hu. He is vex’d to fee 
That proud liar fhine near you, at whofe rifing 
The Spring fell fick and dy’d ; think what I told you. 
His coynes will kill you elfe. 

Sum. It cannot — ^fair Prince 1 
Though your illuilrious name has touch’d mine ear : 
Till now I never faw you, nor never faw 
A man whom I more love, more hate. 

Ray. Ha Ladie i 

Sum. For him I love you, from whofe glittering 
raies 

You boafl your great name, for that name I hate you, 
Becaufe you kill’d my mother, and my nurfe. 

Rkn. Kill’d he my grandmother, Plenty will never 
Hold you byth’ hand again. 

Sum. You have free leave 
To thrull your arm into our treafurie 
As deep as I my felf : Plenty fliaJl wait 
Still at your elbow, all my fports are yours, 

4 


Y 
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Attendants yours, my flate and glorie’s yours ; 

But tliefe fliall be as fun-beams from a glaffe 
Reflected on you, not to give you heat 
To dote on a fmooth face, my fpirif s too great. Exit. 
Ray. Divinefl ! FloriJIi. 

Ml Let her go. 

Fol And He goe after, for I mufl and will have a 
fling at one of her plum-trees. 

Ray. I ne’re was fcorn’d till now. 

Ml This is that Alteza^ 

That Rhodian wonder, gaz'd at by the Sun : 

I fear’d thine eies fliould have beheld a face, 

The Moon has not a clearer, this 1 a dowdie. 

FoL An Ouzle, this a queen-apple ; or a crab fhe 
gave you. 

Mil She bid’s you fliare her treafure, but who 
keeps it 

FoL She point’s to trees great with childe with 
fruit, but when delivered grapes hang in ropes, but no 
drawing, not a drop of wine : whole ears of corn lay 
their ears together for bread, but tine clivel a bit I can 
touch. 

Hu. Be rul’d by me once more, leave her. 

Ray. In fcorn, as he doe’s me, 

Fol. Scorn ! If I be not deceived, I ha feen 
Summer go up and down with hot Codlings ; and that 
little baggage, her daughter Plenty, crying fix bunches 
of Raddifh for a peny. 

Mu. Thou fhait have nobler welcoms, for He 
bring thee 

To a brave and bounteous houfe - keeper, free 
Aiitumne. 

FoL Oh 1 there’s a lad let’s go then. 

Fkn. Where’s this Prince, my mother j for the 
Indies 

Mull not have you part — * 

Ra. Mufl not % 

Sum, No ,• mufl not. 

I did but chide thee like a whiflling wmde 
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Playing with ieavie dancers : when I told thee 
I hated thee, I lied ; I doat upon thee. 

Unlock my garden of th* Hefperides, 

By draggons kept (the Apples beeing pure gold) 

Take ail that fruit, ’tis thine. 

Plen. Love but my mother, lie give thee com 
enough to feed the world. 

Ray, I need not golden apples, nor your corn ; 
What land foe’re, the worlds furveyof, the Sun 
Can meafure in a day, I dare call mine : 

All kingdoms I have right to, I am free 
Of every Countrie ; in the four elements 
I have as deep a lhare as an Emperor : 

All beafls whom the earth bears are to ferv me, 

All birds to ling to me, and can you catch me 
With a tempting golden Apple. 

Pk7u Sheets too good for thee ; 

When the ■was born, the Sun for joy did rife 
Before his time, onely to kilTe thofe eies, 

Which having touched, he Hole from them fuch (lore 
Of light, fhe flione more bright then efre before : 

At which he vow’d, when ever fliee did die, 

Hee’d fnatch them up, and in his fillers fphere 
Place them, fince the had no two Ears fo clear. 

Ray, Let him now fnatch them up away. 

Hu. Away, and leav this Gipfie. 

Sum, Oh 1 I am loft. 

Ray, Love fcorn’d, of no triumph more then love 
can boaft. Exit, 

Plen, This flrump will confound him. Recorders, 
Sum, Shee has me deluded 

Enter Sun, 

Sun, Is Raybright gon. 

Sum, Yes, and his fpightfiil eies 
Have Ihot darts through me. 

Sun. I, thy wounds will cure, 

And lengthen out thy daies, his followers gon. 

Y 2 
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Cupid and Fortune take you charge of him. 

Here thou, my brightcfl Queen, mud end thy reign, 
Som nine months hence He lliine on thee again. 

Exeunt 


A 6 lus Quartus. 


Enter Pomona^ Pay bright, Cupid and Fortum,, 

Ray, “l^Our entertainment, Autumns bounteous 
X queen, 

Have feaded me with rarities as delicate, 

As the full growth of an abundant year 
Can ripen to my palate. 

Pom, They are but courtings 
Of gratitude to our dread Lord the Sun, 

From whom thou draw'fl thy name; the feaft of 
fruits 

Our gardens yield, are much too courfe for thee ; 
Could we contra6l the choice of natures plenty 
Into one form, and that form to contein 
All delicates, which the wanton fence 
Would relilh : or defire to invent to pleafe it, 

The prefent were unworthie far to purchafe 
A facred league of friendfhip. 

Ray, 1 have rioted 

In furfets of the ear, with various mufick 
Of warbling birds ; I have fmelt perfumes of rofes, 
And every dower with which the frelh-trim’d earth 
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Is mantled in : the Spring could mock my fences 
With thefe fine barren lullabies, the Summer 
Invited my then ranging eies to look on 
Large fields of ripen’d com, prefenting trifles 
Of waterifh pettie dainties, but my tafte 
Is onely here pleas’d, t’other objedls claim 
The ilyle of formal, thefe are real bounties. 

Fom. We can tranfcend thy wiflies, whom the 
creatures 

Of every age and qualitie polls, madding 
From land to land, and fea to fea to meet, 

Shall wait upon thy nod, Fortune and Cupid^ 

Love yield thy quiver, and thine arrotvs up 
To this great Prince of Time, before him Fortune^ 
Powr out thy mint of treafures, crown him Sove- 
reign 

Of what his thoughts can glorie to command : 

He fhall give paiment of a roial prize 
To Fortune, Judgment, and to Cupids eies. 

Fort Be a Merchant, I will firaight thee 
With all llore that time is bought for. 

Cup. Bee a lover, I will wait thee 
With fucceffe in life moH fought for. 

For. Be enamored on bright honor, 

And thy greatnelfe lhall fhine glorious. 

Cup. Chaflitie, if thou fmile on her, 

Shall grow fervile, thou vidlorious. 

Fort. Be a warrior, conquefl. ever 
Shall triumphantly renown thee. 

Cup. Be a Courtier, beauty never 
Shall but with her duty crown thee. 

Fort. Fortunes wheel is thine, depofe me, 

Fme thy flave, thy power hath bound me. 

Cup. Cupids fhafts are thine, difpofe me, 

Love loves love, thy graces wound me. 

Fort Cup. Live, reign, pitie is fames jewel ; 

We obay, oh I be not cruel. 

Ray. You ravifh me with infinites, and lay 
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A bountie of more fovereigntie and amazement^ 

Then the Atlas of mortalitie can fupport 

Enter Humor and Follie. 

Hu. Whais here. 

FoL Nay pray obferve. 

Ray. Be my hearts Empreffe, build your kingdom 
there. 

Hu. With what an earnellneffe he complies. 

FoL Upon my life he means to turn Coftermonger^ 
and is projedling how to foreftall the market ; I lhall 
crie Pippins rarely, 

Ray, Till now, my longings were ne’re fatisfied, 
And the clefires my fenfuall appetite 
Were onely fed with barren expedtations, 

To what I now am fill’d with. 

Fol Yes we are fill’d and mufl be emptied, ihefe 
wind frails have diftended my guts into a Lenten 
pudding, theres no fat in them, my belly fwclls, but 
my fides fall away, a month of fuch diet would make 
me a living Anatomic. 

Po, Thefe are too little, more are due to him, 

That is the pattern e of his fathers glorie ; 

Dwell but amongfl us, induflrie fhall flrive, 

To make another artificial! nature ; 

And change all other feafons into ours, 

Hu, Shall my heart breake, I can containe no 
longer. 

Ray, How fares my lov’d Humor % 

Hu, A little ilirr’d, no matter, i’ie be merry : 

Call for fome Mufick, do not ; i’le be melancholly. 

FoL A fallen humor, and common, in a dicer that 
has loft all his money. 

Po. Lady ! I hope ’tis no negledl of Courtefie 
In us, that fo diflurbs you, if it rife 
From any difcontent, reveal the caufe. 

It fhall be foone removed. 
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Hu, Oh ! my heart, helpe to unlace my gowne. 
FoL And unlace your peticoate. 

Hu, Sawcie, how now 1 ’tis well you have fome 
fweet heart, fome newfrefh fweet heart,* i’me a goodly 
foole to be thus piaied on, flail’d, and foyl’d, 

Po, Why Madam? 

We can be courteous without flame of honor ; 

'Tis not the raging of a luflfull blood 
That we defsre to tame with fatisfa<5lion : 

Nor hath his mafculine graces in our brefl 
Kindled a wanton fire, our bounty gives him 
A welcome free, but cliafte and honorable. 

Hu. Nay ’tis all one, I have a tender heart, 

Come, come, let’s drink. 

FoL A humor in fafhion with gallants, and brought 
out of the low Countries. 

Hu, Fie 1 there’s no mufick in thee, let us fmg. 

Fol. Here’s humor in the right trim, a few more 
fuch toies would make the little world of man mnne 
mad, as the Puritan that fold his confcieiice for a 

May pole Fiorijh : Jlw’wte. 

Fay. The meaning of this mirth. 

Po. My Lord is coming. 

Fay. Let us attend, to humble our befl thanks, 
For thefe high favours 

Enter Autumne & Baccanalian, Humor & FoUie. 

Pom, My dearefl Lord, according to th’ injundlion 
Of your command, I have with all obfervance, 

Given entertaineraent to this noble flranger. 

Au, The Sun-bom FayhrighL minion of ray love, 
Let us be twins in heart, thy grandfires beames 
Shine gracioufly upon our fruits, and vines : 

I am his vaCfail-fervant, tributarie : 

And for his fake, the kingdomes I poffefie, 

I will divide with thee, thou fhalt command 
The Lidian Tmolus, and Campanian mounts, 

To nodd their grape-crownd heads into thy bowles, 
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Expreffing their rich juice : a hundred graines 

Both from the Beltick and Sicilian fields^ 

Shall be Congelled for thy facrifice 
In Ceres fane, Tiber thall pay thee Apples, 

^ And Sky on Olives^ all the Choiceft fruits, 

Thy Fathers heat doth ripen. 

Ray. Make me but treafurer 
Of your refpedled favours, and that honor 
Shall equall my ambition. 

Au. My Pomona^ 

Speed to prepare a banquet of novelties ) 

This is a day of reft, and we the whiles, 

Will fport before our friends, and fhorten time 
With length of wonted revels. 

Pom, I obay : 

Wiirt pleafe you Madam, a retirement 
From thefe extreames in men, more tollerable, 

Will better fit our modefties. 

Hu, I’le drink, and be a Bacchanalian i no, I will 
not ) 

Enter, ide follow; ftay, ile go before. 

Po, Ee*ne what humor pleafeth. Exit Flori/hes, 

Au, Raybright a health to Phoebus-^ Drinks, 

Thefe are the Peans which we fmg to him. 

And ye wear no bales, our cups are onely 

Crowned with Lyeus blood, to him a health 

Drinks, 

Ray, I muft pledge that too. 

Au, Now one other health 
To our grand Patron^ called, good fellowfhip ; 

Whofe livery, all our people hereabout 

Are call’d in.— Drinks, 

Ray, I am for that too. 

Au, ’Tis well, let it go round, and as our cuftome 
is 

Of recreations of this nature, joyne, 

Your voices, as you drink, in lively notes ; 

Sing yos unto Baccus, 

Pol Hey hoes, a god of windes, there’s at 
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leall four and twenty of them imprifoned in my 
belly ; if I figh not forth fome of them, the refl will 
break out at the back door; and how fweet the 
Mufick of their roring will be, let an IriJJman judge. 

Ray, He is a fongfler too. 

FoL A very foolifh one ; my Mufiques naturall, 
and came by inheritance; my father was a French 
Nightingail, and my mother an Englifh wagtaile ; I 
was bom a Cuckow in the Sprinq^ and lofl my voice 
in Summer^ with laying my egges in a fparrowes nefl ; 
but i’le venture for one, fill my dilh ; every one take 
his own, and when I hold up my finger, off with it. 

Au, Begin. 

FoL Cajl away care, hee that Loves farrow, 

Lengthens not a day, nor can buy to morrow : 
Money is trajh, and he that will fpend it, 
let him drink merrily, Fortune will fend 
it 

Merrily, Merrily, Merrily, Oh ho. 

Play it off Jiiffiy^ we may not part fo : mer* 
rily &c. 

Wine is a Charme, it heates the Mood too. 

Cowards it will arm, if the wine be good too ; 
quickens the wit, and makes the back able) 
f comes to fubmitto the watch or Confkd>le, 

Merrily, &c. 

Pots fly about, give us more Liquor ; 

Brothers of a rowt, our braines wUl flow 
' quicker ; 

emptie the Cask, f core up, wee care not, 
fill all the Pots again, drink on, and 
fpare not, 

Merrily, &c. 

Now have I more air then ten Muficians, befides 
there is a whirlwinde in my braines, I could both 
caper and turn round. 
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All, Oh ! a Dance by all meanes, 

Now ceafe your healths, and in an active motion 
Beflir yee nimbly, to beguile the hours. 

FoL I am for you in that too, ^twill jogge clown the 
lees of thefe rowfes into a freer paffage ; but take 
heed of fure footing, *tis a flippery feafon; many 
men fall by rifmg, and many women are raifed by 
falling Dance, 

An, How likes our friend this paflime ? 

Ray, Above utterance, 

Oh ! how have I in ignorance and dullneffe, 

Run through the progreffe of fo many minutes ; 
Accufmg him, who was my lifes firfl author, 

Of flacknefie and negledt, whilft I have dream^t 
The folly of my daies in vaine expence, 

Of ufeleffe tafle and pleafure \ pray my Lord 
Let one health pafle about, whilfl I bethink me 
What courfe 1 am to take, for being denifon 
In your unlimited courtefies. 

Au. Devife a round. 

You have your liberty. 

Ray. A health to Antimns felfe. 

And here let time hold Hill his rellleffe glaffe, 

That not another golden fand may fall 
To meafure how it paffeth. 

Au, Continue here with me, and by thy prefence 
Create me favorite to thy faire progenitor \ 

And be mine heire. 

Ray. I want words to expreffe 
my thankfullneffe. 

Au, What ere the wanton Springs 
When the doth diaper the ground with beauties, 

Toils for, comes home to Auiumne^ Summers fweats 
Either in pafluring her furlongs, reaping 
The cropp of bread, ripening the fruits for food. 
Autmmes garners houfe them, Autumnes jollities 
Feeds on them ; I alone in every land 
Trajfiique my ufefull merchandize, gold and Jewells, 
Lordly poffeflions, are for my commodities 
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Morgag’d and iofl, I f^t Cheefe moderator 
Between the cheek-parch’d Summer^ and th extreames 
Of Wmters tedious frofl ; nay, in my felfe 
I do containe another teaming Spring : 

Surety of health, profperity of life 
Belongs to Auiimine^ if thou then canll hope 
T* inherit immortality in frailty. 

Live here till time be fpent, yet be not old. 

Ray. Under the Sun, you are the yeers great em- 
peror. 

Au^ On now, to new variety of feahs ; 

Princely contents are fit for princely guefls. Exit 
Ray. My Lord lie follow ; fare I am not well. 

Florijk. 

Fol Surely I am halfe drunk, or monllroufly 
millaken, you mean to ilay here belike. 

Ray. Whither fhould I go elfe ? 

Fol. Nay, if you will kill your felfe in your own 
defence. He not be of your Jurie 

Enter Htmor. 

Hil You have had precious pleafures, choice of 
drunkennefle ; will you be gon ? 

Ray. I feele a warr within me. 

And every doubt that refolution kills 
Springs up a greater in the years revolution ; 

There cannot be a feafon more delicious, 

When Plenty {Summers daughter) empties daily 
Her cornucopia.^ fill’d with choifell viands, 

Fol. Plenties home is alwaies full in the City. 
Ray. When temperate heat ofifends not with ex- 
tremes ; 

When day and night have their diflinguifhment 
With a more equall meafure. 

Hu. Ha 1 in contemplation. 

Fol. Troubling himfelf with this wincly-gufcts ; this 
belly-aking Autumne; this Apple Kent, and 

warden of Fruiterers hall 
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Ray, When the bright Sun, with kindly diftant 
beanies 

guilds ripcnkl fruit 

Hu, And Avhat fine meditation tranfports you thus, 
You fludy fome Encomium 
Upon the beauty of the gardens Queene, 

You’d make the paleneffe to fupply the vacancie 
Of Cinthids dark defedl. 

FoL Madam ! let but a green fickneffe chamber^ 
maid be throughly fleerd, if fhe get not a better color 
in one month, I’le bee forfeited to Aufumne for ever, 
and fruite-eat my fleih into a confumption. 

Hu, Come Raybrighf^ whatfoer’e fuggellions 
Have won on thy apt weakeneffe, leave thefe empty 
And hollow founding pleafures, that include 
Onely a windy fubflance of delight, 

Which every motion alters into ayre : 
rie ftay no longer here. 

Ray, I mufi. 

Hu, You fhall not, 

Thefe are adulterate mixtures of vain follies ; Tie 
bring thee 
Into the Court of 
Winter, there thy food ; 

Shall not be ficklie fruits, but healthfull broathes, 

Strong meat and dainty, 

Fol, Forke, Beefe, Mutton, (very fweet Mutton, 
veale Venfon, Capon, fine fat Capon, partridge, Suite, 
plover, larkes, Teale, admirable Teale, my Lord. 

Hu, Miftery there, like to another nature, 

Confedts the fubflance of the choifell fruits, 

In a rich candy, with fuch imitation 
Of forme and colour, ’twill deceive the eye : 

Untill the tafle be ravifhed. 

FoL Comfits and Carawaies, Marchpaines and * 
Marmalades 

Suger-plums and Pippin-pies, gingerbread and Walnuts 
Hu, Mor is his bounty limited, hee’le not fpare 
T’exhaull the treafure of a thoufand Indies, 
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Fol Two hundred pound fuppers, and neither 
fidlers nor broken gialTes reckoned, befides, a hundred 
pound a throw, ten times together, if you can hold out 
fo long. 

Ray. You tell mee wonders I 
Be my condudlrelle, lie die this place in fecret ; 

Three quarters of my time is almoll fpent, 

The lail remains to crown my full content 
Now if I fail, let man’s experience read me ; 

’Twas Humor, join’d with Follie, did millead me. 

Mu. Leav this naked feafon, 

Wherein the very trees ihake off their locks, 

It is fo poor and barren. 

Fol. And when the hair fall’s off, I have heard a 
Poet fay, ’tis no good fign of a found bodie, 

Ray. Com let’s go tafte old Winter’s fireffi de- 
lights, 

And fwell with pleafures our big appetites. 

The Summer, Autumne, and the Spring, 

As ’twere conjoin’d in one conjugal ring ; 

An embleme of four Provinces we fway, 

Shall all attend our paflimes night and day ; 

Shall both be fubjedl to our glorious date, 

While wee enjoy the bleffings of our fate : 

And fmce weeVe notice that fom barbarous fpirits 
Mean to oppofe our entrance, if by words 
Theyl not defift, wee’l force our way with fwords. 

Eoceimt 
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A6lus Quintus. 


E)iter three Clowns. 

1. T T Ear you the news neighbor? 

2. Yes, to my grief neighbor ; they fay our 
Prince Rayhright is coming hither, with whole troops 
and trains of Courtiers ; wee'r like to have a fine time 
on’t neighbors. 

3. Our Wives and Daughters are, for they are fure 
to get by the bargain, tho our barn be emptied, 
they will be fure to bee with barn for’t ; Oh ! thefe 
Courtiers, neighbors, are petlilent knaves ; but ere lie 
fuffer it, lie pluck a Crow with fom of em. 

1, Faith neighbor let’s lay our heads together, 
and refolve to die like men, rather then live like 
bealls. 

2, I, like horn-bealls, neighbor; they may talk 
and call us Rebells, but a figg for that, ’tis not a fart 
matter ; let’s be true amongft our felvs, and with our 
fwords in hand refill his entrance — 

Enter Winter. 

Wint What fuch murmurings does your gall bring 
forth, 

Will you prov’t true, no good corns from the North ; 
Bold faweie mortals, dare you then afpire 
With fnow and ice to quench the fphere of fire : 

Are your hearts frozen like your clime, from thence 
All temperate heat’s fled of obedience : 
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How durfl you elfe with force think to withlland 
Your Princes entrie into this his land ; 

A Prince who is fo excellently good, 

His \irrae is his honor, more then blood ; 

In whofe clear nature, as two Suns, do rife 
The attributes of JMerciful, and Wife : 

Whofe laws are fo impartial, they muH 
Be counted heavenly, caufe th’are truly juft : 

Who does with princely moderation give 
His fubjedls an example how to live ; 

Teaching their erring natures to diredl 
Their wills, to what it ought moll to affedl : 

That as the Sun does unto all difpence 
Heat, light, nay life from his full influence, 

Yet you wilde fools, poffefl: with g}^ant rage, 

Dare, in your lawlefle furie, think to wage, 

War againfl heaven, and from his Aiming thone 
Pull hirafelf, for you to tread upon ; 

Were your heads circled with his own green Oak, 

Yet are they fubjedl to his thunder- ftroak ; 

And he can fink fuch wretches as rebell, 

From heaven’s fublime height, into the depth of hell. 

I. The divei a can as foon, we fear no colors, let 
him do his worfl ; there’s many a tall fellow befides 
us, will die rather then fee his living taken from them, 
nay even eat up ; all things are grown fo dear, there’s 
no enduring more mouths then our own, neighbor. 

Thou ’rt a wife fellow, neighbor, prate is but 
prate i they fay this Prince too would bring new laws 
upon us, new rights into the Temples of our gods, and 

that’s abominable, weed all bee bang’d firft 

Wint A mod fair pretence. 

To found rebellion upon confcience j 

Dull ilubborn fools, whofe perverfe judgments fliil 

Are govern’d by the malice of your will, 

Not by indifferent reafon, which to you 

Corns, as in droughs the elemental dew 

Does on the parch’d earth, ’twets, but does not give 

Moiflure enough to make the plants to live : 
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Things void of foul, can you conceive that he, 

Whofe every thoughf s an a< 5 l of pietie, 

Who’s all religious, fumifli’d with all good 
That ever was compris’d in flefh and blood, 

Cannot diredl you in the fitteil way 
To ferv thofe powers, to which himfelf does pay 
True zealous worfhip, nay’s fo near ally’d 
To them, himfelf muft needs be deified- 

Enter FoIUe. 

FoL Save you Gentlemen I ’tis very cold, you live 
in froil, y’ave Winter fiill about you. 

2. What are you fir ? 

Fol A Courtier fir ; but you may guefie, a very 
foolifh one, to leav the bright beams of my Lord, the 
Prince, to travel hither ; I have an Ague on me, do 
you not fee me fiiake : Well, if our Courtiers, when 
they com hither, have not warm young wenches, good 
wines, and fires to heat their bloods, ’twill freez into 
an Apoplexie ; farewell frofi, I’le go feek a fire to 
thaw me, I’rae all ice I fear already. Eocit 

r. Farewel and be hang’d, ere fuch as thefe fhall 
eat what we have fweat or, wee’l fpend our bloods ; 
com neighbors, let’s go call our company together, and 
go meet this Prince he talks fo of. 

3. Som fliall have but a fowr welcom of it, if my 
Crab-tree cudgel hold here. 

Wint ’Tis, I fee, 

Not in my power to alter deftinie : 

You’r mad in your rebellious mindes, but hear 
What I prefage, with underflanding clear ; 

As your black thoughts are miftie, take from me 
This as a true and certain augurie, 

This Prince ihall com, and by his glorious fide 
Lawrel-crown’d conqueft fhall in triumph ride, 

Arm’d with the juflice that attend’s his caufe, 

You fhall with penitence embrace his laws : 

Hee to the frozen northern dime fliall bring 
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A warmth fo temperate, as fhall force the Spring 
Ufurp my privilege, and by his Ray 
Night fliall bee chang'd into perpetual day. 

Plentie and happine& Ihall llill increafe, 

As does his light, and Turtle-footed Peace 
Dance like a Fairie through his realms, while all 
That envie him fhall like fwift Comets fall, 

By their own fire confum’d, and glorious he 
Ruling, as ’twere, the force of defiinie, 

Shall have a long and profperous reign on earth, 

Then flie to heaven, and give a new liar birth. 

FloriJIi, 

Enter Rayhrighty Humor ^ Bountie^ Winter and 
Delight. 

But fee, our flar appear's, and from his eie 
Flie thoufand beams of fparkling majeflie. 

Bright fon of Phebus ! welcom, I begin 
To feel the ice fal from my crifled skin ; 

For at your beams the Waggoner might thow 
His Chariot, axell'd with Riphean fnow ; 

Nay, the flow moving North-flar having felt 
Your temperate heat, his ificles would melt. 

Ray. What bold rebellious Catives dare diflurb 
The happie progreffe of our glorious peace. 
Contemne the Juflice of our equall lawes, 

Prophane thofe facred rights, which flil mufl bee 
Attendant on monarchall dignitie. 

I came to frolick with you, and to chear 
Your drouping foules by vigor of my beams ; ^ 

And have I this ftrange welcom 1 reverend Winter I 
I'me come to be your guefl ; your bounteous free 
Condition does afliire, I fliall have 
A welcom entertainment. 

Win. Illuflrious fir ! I am ignorant 
How much expreflion my tnie zeale will want 
To entertain you fitlie, yet my love, 

And hartie dutie, fliall be fair above 
My outward welcome, to that glorious light 
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Of heaven, the Sunne which chaces hence the night ; 
I am fo much a vaffaile, that Fie ilrive, 

By honoring you, to keep my faith alive 
To him, brave Prince, tho you, who do inherit 
Your fathers cheerefull heat, and quickning fpirit ; 
Therefore as I am Winter, worne and ipent 
So faiTe with age, 1 am Tymes monument \ 

Antiquities example, in my zeale, 

I, from my youth, a fpan of Tyme will Ileale 
To open the free treafures of my Court, 

And fwell your foul with my delights and fport 
Ray, Never till now 
Did admiration beget in me truly 
The rare match’d twins at once, pittie and pleafure ; 
So royall, fo aboundant in earth’s bleffmgs, 

Should not partake the comfort of thofe beames, 

With which the Sun beyond extent doth cheere 
The other feafons, yet my pleafures with you, 

From their falfe charmes, doth get the flart as fair 
As heaven’s great lamp from every minor llarr. 

Bonn, Sir I you can fpeak wel, if your tongue 
deliver 

The melTage of your heart, without fome cuning 

Of retrain t, we may hope to enjoy 

The lafling riches of your prefence hence, 

Without dillruH or change. 

Ray, Winters fweet bride, 

All Conquering Bounty, queen of harts, life’s glory, 
Natures perfection j whom all love, all ferve j 
To whom Fortune, even in extreame’s a flave, 

When I fall from my dutie to thy goodnefs, 

Then let me be ranck’d as nothing. 

Bonn, Come, you flatter mee. 

Ray, I flatter you 1 Why Madam ? you are Bounty ; 
Sole daughter to the royall throne of peace. 

Hu, He minds not mee now. 

Ray, Bounties felf I 
For you he is no fouldier dares not fight, 

No Scholar he, that dares not plead your merites, 
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Or lludy your beft Sweetnefs, fhould the Sun, 

Eclips'd for many yeares, forbeare to fhine 
Upon the bofome of our naked paflures, 

Yet where you are, the glories of your f miles 
Would warm the barren grounds, arm hartlefs mifery, 
And cherifh defolation. Deed I honor you, 

And as all others ought to do, I ferve you. 

Hu. Are thefe the rare lights, thefe the promis’d 
Complements. 

Win. Attendance on our revells, let delight 
Conjoyn the day wifh fable-footed night ; 

Both llaall forfake their orbes, and in one fphere 
Meet in foft mirth, and harmleffe pleafures here ; 
While plump Lyeus lhall, with garland crown'd 
Of triumph-Ivie, in full cups abound 
Of Cretan wine, and lhall dame Ceres call 
To waite on you, at Winters fellivall : 

While gawdy Summer, Autumne, and the Springe, 
Shall to my Lord their Choycefl viands bring. 

Wee’l robb the fea, and from the fubtili ayre, 

Fetch her inhabitant, to fupply our fare. 

That were Apidous here, he in one night 
Should fate with dainties his llrong appetite. 

Begin our revells then, and let all pleafure 

Flow like the Ocean, in a boundleffe meafure 

Florijh. 


Enter Conceit^ and Detra^ion. 

Con. Wit and pleafure foft attention, 
Grace the fports of our invention. 

De. Conceit peace, for DetraPlion 
Hath already drawn a fadlion, 

Shall deride thee. 

Con. Antick leave me ; 

For in laboring to bereave me 
Of a fcholars praife, thy dotage 
Shall be hift at 
De. Here’s a hot age ; 
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When fuch pettie penmen covet 
Fame by folly, on, Fie prove it 
Scurvie by thy part, and trie thee 
By thine owne wit. 

CotL I defie thee, 

Here are nobler Judges, wit 
Cannot fuifer where they fit 

De, Pri’thee foolifh Conceit, leave olf thy fet- 
fpeeches, and come to the conceit it felfe in plain lan- 
guages ; what goodly thing is’t, in the name of 
laughter 1 

Con, Detradlion doe thy worfl. Conceit appears. 
In honour of the Sunne, their fellow-friend, 

Before thy cenfure ; know then that the fpheres, 

Have for a while refigned their orbes, and lend 
Their feats to the Four Elements, who joyn'd 
With the Four known Complexions, have atton’d 
A noble league, and leverally put on 
Materiall bodies ; here amongfl em none 
Obferves a difference ; Earth and Ayre alike 
Are fprightly adlive ; Fire and Water feek 
No glory of preheminencc 5 Phlegm and Blood, 

Choler and Melancholy, who have flood 
In contrarieties, now meet for pleafure, 

To entertain Time in a courtly meafure. 

De, Impoflible and improper; firfl to perfonate 
infenfible Creatures, and next to compound quite op- 
pofite humors ; fie, fie, fie, f ts abominable. 

Con, Fond ignorance I how darefl thou vainly 
fcan 

Impoffibility ; what reignes in man 

Without diforder ; wifely mixt by nature, Maskers, 

To fafliion and preferve fo high a creature. 

De. Sweete fir ! when fliall our mortall eyes be- 
hold this new peece of wonder ; 

We mufl gaze on the fiarres for it doubtleffe. 

Con. See, thus the clouds flie off, and run in chafe. 
When the Sun’s boiintie lends peculiar grace. 

The Maskers dif cover'd. 
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De. Fine ifaith ; pretty, and in good eamell j but 
firrah fcholar ; will they come down too % 

Con. Behold em well, the foremoft reprefents 
Ayr, the moll fportive of the Elements. 

De. A nimble rafcall, I warrant him fome Aider- 
mans fon ; wonderous giddy and light-headed ; one 
that blew his patrimony away in feather and Tobacco. 

Con. The next near him is Fire. 

Det A cholerick gentleman, I Ihould know him, a 
younger brother and a great fpender, but feldom or 
never carries any money about him ; he was begot 
when the fign was in Taurus^ for he rores like a Bull, 
But is indeed a Bell-weather. 

Con. The third in rank is Water. 

Dd, A phlegmatick cold piece of Huff, his father 
me thinks Ihould be one of the Dunce-table, and one 
that never drunk Urong beer in^s life* but at fellivai 
times, and then he caught the heart-burning a whole 
vacation and half a Term after. 

Con. The fourth is Earth. 

Dd. A Ihrewd plodding-pated fellow, and a great 
lover of news ; I guefle at the reft. Blood is placed 
near Air, Choler near Fire, Phlegme and Water are 
fworn brothers, and fo are Earth and Melancholic. 

Co7t. Fair nymph of Harmonie, be it thy task 
To fing them down, and rank them in a mask. — 

SONG. See the Elements confpire^ 

Nimble Air dois court the Earthy 
Water dois commix with Eire, 

To give our Princes pleafure birth ; 

Each delight, each joy, each fwed, 

In one compofition meet. 

All the feafons of the year. 

Winter dois invoke the Spring, 

Summer dois in pride appear. 

Autumn forth its fruits doth bring, 

. And with emulation pay 

Their tribute to this Holy-day ; 
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In which the Darling of the Sun is com^ 

To make this place a new Elifium. 

Wint How do thefe plcafures pleafe ? 

Hu. Pleafures 1 
Bonn. Live here, 

And be my Lord's friend, and thy fports fliall vary 
A thoufand waies, invention iliall beget 
Conceits as curious as the thoughts of change 
Can aim at. 

Hu, Trifles : progreffe o're the year 
Again my Raybright^ therein like the Sun, 

As he in heaven runs his circular courfe, 

So thou on earth run thine, for to be fed 

With flale delights, breeds dulneffe and contempt ; 

Think on the Spring. 

Ray, She was a lovely Virgin. 

Wmt My roial Lord ! 

Without offence, be pleas'd but to afford 
Me give you my true figure, do not fcorn 
My age, nor think, caufe I appear forlorn, 

I ferve for no ufe, 'tis my fliarper breath 
Does purge groffe exhalations from the earth ; 

My frofls and fnows do purifie the air 
From choking foggs, makes the skie clear and 
fair : 

And though by nature cold and chill I be, 

Yet I am warm in bounteous charitie ; 

And can, my Lord, by grave and fage advice, 

Bring you toth' happie fhades of Paradice. 

Ray, That wonder ; Oh ! can you bring me 
thither ? 

Wint I can direct and point you out a path. 

Hu, But where's the guide 
Quicken thy fpirits, Raybrightj I'le not leav thee, 
Wee'l run the felf fame race again, that happineffe 
Thefe lazie, fleeping, tedious winters nights 
Becom not noble adiiom 

Ray, To the Spring Recorders, 
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I am refolv’d Oh 1 what flrange light appears ; 

The Su7i is up fare. The Sun abme. 

Sun. Wanton Darling look, and worfhip with 
amazement. 

jRay. Yes ! gracious Lord. 

Sun. Thy lands are numbred, and thy glalie of 
firailtie 

Here runs out to the lall : here in this mirror 
Let man behold the circuit of his fortunes ; 

The feafon of the S^rifig dawns like the Morning, 
Bedewing Childhood with unrelifh’d beauties 
Of gawdie fights ; the Summer^ as the Noon, 

Shines in delight of Youths and ripens llrength 
To Autumns Manhood^ here the Evening grows, 

And knits up all felicitie in follie ; 

Winter at laft draws on the Night of Age ; 

Yet Hill a humor of lorn novel fancie 
Untafled, or untry’d, puts off the minute 
Of refolution, which ffiould bid farewel 
To a vain world of wearineffe and forrows. 

The powers from whom man do’s derive his pedigree 

Of his creation, with a roial bountie 

Give him health, youth, delight for free attendants 

To recSlifie his carriage : to b^e thankful 

Again to them, Man Ihould calheer his riots, 

His bofom whorifh fweet-heart, idle Humor \ 

His Reafons dangerous feducer, Follie ; 

Then lhall like four llreight pillars, the four Elements 
Support the goodly llru<5ure of mortalitie ; 

Then lhall the four Complexions, like four heads 
Of a clear river, llreaming in his bodie, 

Nouiilh and comfort every vein and fmew. 

No fickneffe of contagion, no grim death 
Of deprivation of healths real bleffings 
Shall then affright the creature built by heaven, 
E.eferv’d to immortalitie, henceforth 
In peace go to our Altars, and no more 
Quellion the power of fupernal greatneffe, 

But given us leav to govern as wee pleafe 
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Nature, and her dominion, who from us, 

And from our gracious influence, hath both being 
And prefervation ; no replies but reverence. 

Man hath a double guard, if time can win him ; 
Heavens power above him, his own peace within him* 
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Aftors Names. 


Sir Arthur Clarmgton. 

Old Thorney^ a Gentlema?i. 

Old Carter^ a rich Yeoman, 

Old Banhs, a Coimtry-man, 

Couniry-men. 

Three other Country-men, 

^n^erton } Cartels Daughters, 

Franks Tliornefs Son, 

Young Cuddy Banks ^ the Clown, 

Four Morice-Dancers , 

Old Rafcliffe. 

Sawgut, an old Fidler. 

Foldavis, a Barbers hoy, 

JuJiice, 

Conjlable, 

Officers. 

Servmgmen. 

Dog^ a Familiar. 

A Spirit, 


Women. 

Mother Sawyer, the Witch. 
Anne, Ratcliff* s Wife. 

Winnifride, Sir Arthurs Maid, 



The whole Argument is this Dyjlich, 

F orced Marriage, Murder; Murder, Blood re- 
quires : 

Reproach, Revenge ; Revenge, Hells help defires. 



PROLOGUE. 

T Be Town of Edmonton hath lent the Stage 
A Demi and a Witch, both in an age. 

To make comfarifons it were uncivil, 

Between fo even a fair, a Witch and Devil. 

But as the year doth with his plenty bring 
As well a latter as a former Spring; 

So has this Witch enjofd the firjt, and reafon 
Prefumes Jhe may partake the other feafon : 

In Atis deferving name, the Proverb fays, 

Once good, and euer : Why not fo in Plays ? 

Why not in this f fmee {Gentlemen) we flatter 
No Expediation : here is Mirth and Matter. 

Mr. Bird. 




The Witch of Edmonton. 


Act. I. Scaen. 1. 


Enter Frank Thorney, Winnifride with-child, 

Frmh Ome Wench ; why here’s a bufmefs 
foon difpatch’d. 

Thy heart I know is now at eafe : thou needft not 
Fear what the tattling Goffips in their cups 
Can fpeak againfl thy fame : thy childe lhall know 
Who to call Dad now. 

Win. You have difcharg’d the true part of an 
honell man ; 

I cannot requeft a fuller fatisfaflion 
Then you have freely granted : yet methinks 
’Tis an hard cafe, being lawful man and wife, 

We fhould not live together, 

Frank. Had I fail’d 
In promife of my truth to thee, we muH 
Have then been ever fundred ; now the longefl 
Of our forbearing eithers company, 

Is onely but to gain a little time 
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For our continuing thrift, that fo hereafter 
The Heir that fliall be born may not have caufc 
To curfe his hour of birth, which made him feel 
The niifery of beggery and want ; 

Two Devils that are occafions to enforce 
A fliameful end. My plots aim but to keep 
My father’s love. 

Win, And that will be as difllcult 
To be preferv d, when he fliall underfland 
How you are married, as it will be now, 

Should you confefs it to him. 

Frank, Fathers are 

Wonne by degrees, not bluntly, as our mailers, 

Or wronged friends are ; and befides, I’ll ufe 
Such dutiful and ready means, that ere 
He can have notice of whafs pafl, tlV inheritance 
To which I am born Heir, lliali be affur’d : 

That done, why let him know it ; if he like it not, 
Yet he lliall have no power in him left 
To crofs the thriving of it. 

Win, You who had 

The conquefl of my Maiden-love, may eafily 
Conquer the fears of my diflrufl. And whither 
Mufl I be hurried J 
Frank, Prithee do not ufe 
A word fo much unfuitable to the conflant 
AfFedlions of thy Husband : thou flialt live 
Neer Waltham Ahhy^t with thy Unkle Selman : 

I have acquainted him with all at large : 

He’ll ufe thee kindly ; thou fhalt want no plcafures, 
Nor any other fit fupplies whatever 
Thou canfl in heart defire. 

Win, All thefe are nothing 
Without your company. 

Frank, Which thou flialt have 
Once every month at leafl. 

Win, Once every month 1 
Is this to have a Husband ? 

Frank Perhaps oftner : 
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That’s as occafion ferves. 

Win, I, I, in cafe 

No other Beauty tempt your eye, whom you 
Like better, I may chance to be remembred, 

And fee you now and then. Faith, I did hope 
Youl’d not have us’d me fo ; ’tis but my fortune. 

And yet, if not for my fake, have fome pity 
Upon the childe I go with, that’s your own. 

And, ’iefs you’ll be a cruel hearted Father, 

You cannot but remember that. 

Heaven knows how. 

Frank, To quit which fear at once, 

As by the ceremony late perform’d, 

I plighted thee a faith, as free from challenge, 

As any double thought ; Once more in hearing 
Of Heaven and thee, I vow, that never henceforth 
Difgrace, reproof, lawlefs affedlions, threats, 

Or what can be fuggefled ’gainil our Marriage, 

Shall caufe me falfifie that Bridal-Oath 
That bindes me thine. And, Winnifride^ whenever 
The wanton heat of youth by fubtie baits 
Of beauty, or what womans Art can pradlice, 

Draw me from onely loving thee \ let Heaven 
Infiidl upon my life fome fearful ruine. 

I hope thou dofl believe me. 

Win. Swear no more ; 

I am confirm’d, and will refolve to do 
What you think mod behoofeful for us. 

Frank, Thus then \ make thylelf ready : at the 
forthefl houfe 

Upon the Green, without the Town, your Unckle 
Expedls you. For a little time farewel. 

Win, Sweet, ' 

We fhall meet again as foon as thou canfl poffibly 1 
Frank, We fhall . One kifs. Away, 

Ent, Sir Art. Clarington, 

Sir Art, Frank Thorney. 
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Frank, Here Sir. 

Sir Art Alone? then muH I tell thee in plain 
terms, thou had wrong’d thy Mafler’s houfe bafely 
and lewdly. 

Frank, Your houfe, Sir? 

Sir Art, Yes, Sir, if the nimble devil 
That wanton’d in your blood, rebcll’d againft 
All rules of honeft duty. You might, Sir, 

Have found out fome more fitting place then here, 

To have built a Stewes in. All the Country whifpers 
How fhamefully thou had undone a Maid, 

Approv’d for moded life, for civil carriage, 

Till thy prevailing perjuries entic’d her 
To forfeit lhame. Will you be honed yet ? 

Make her amends and marry her ? 

Frank, So, Sir, 

I might bring both my felf and her to beggery ; 

And that would be a diame worfe then the other. 

Sir Art, You fhould have thought on this before, 
and then 

Your reafon would have overfway’d the paffion 
Of your unruly lud. But that you may 
Be left without excufe, to falve the infamy 
Of my difgraced houfe, and ’caufe you are 
A Gentleman, and both of you my fervants, 

I’ll make the Maid a portion. 

Frank, So you promis’d me 
Before, in cafe I married her. I know 
Sir Arthur Clarington deferves the credit 
Report hath lent him ; and prefume you are 
A Debtor to your promife : but upon 
What certainty diall I refolve *1 Excufe me 
For being fomewhat rude. 

Sir Art ’Tis but reafon. 

Well Frank, what thinkd thou of gooL 
And a continual friend ? 

Fra, Though my poor fortunes 
Might happily prefer me to a choice 
Of a far greater portion ; yet to right 
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A wronged Maid, and to preferve your favour, 

I am content to accept your proiFen 
Sir Art Art thou % 

Frank, Sir, we fhall every day have need to 
employ 

The ufe of what you pleafe to give. 

Sir Art Thou fhalt have*t 
Fran, Then I claim your promife. 

We are man and wife. 

Sir A rt Already ? 

Frank, And more then fo, I have promis’d her 
Free entertainment in her Unkle’s houfe, 

Neer Walthafn Ahhey^ where fhe may fecurely 
Sojourne, till time and my endeavours work 
My fathers love and liking. 

Sir Art, Honefl Frank, 

Frank, I hope, Sir, you will think I cannot keep 
her 

Without a daily charge. 

Sir Art As for the money, 

’Tis all thine own ; and though I cannot make 
thee 

A prefent payment, yet thou fhalt be fure 
I will not fail thee. 

Frank, But our occafions. 

Sir Art, Nay, nay, talk not of your occafions, 
tmft my bounty : it fliall not fleep. Hafl married her, 
yfaith Frafik ? 

’Tis well, ’tis paffing well : then Winnifride^ 

Once more thou art an honefl woman. Franks 
Thou haft a Jewel. Love her ; fhe’ll deferve it. 

And when to Waltham % 

Frank, She is making ready. 

Her Unkle flays for her. 

Sir Art, Mofl provident fpeed. 

Franks I will be a friend, and fuch a friend. 

Thoult bring her thither I 
Fran, Sir, I cannot ; newly 
4 


A A 
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My father fent me word I Ihould come to him. 

Sir Art Marry, and do : I know thou haft a wit 
To handle him. 

Frank. I have a fuit t’ye. 

Sir Art What is’t 1 
Any thing, Franks command it. 

Frank. That you’ll pleafe, 

By Letters to affure my Father, that 
I am not married. 

Sir Art How ^ 

Frank. Some one or other 
Hath certainly informed him that I purpos’d 
To marry Winriifride; on which he threatned 
To dif-inherit me, to prevent it, 

Lowly I crave your Letters, which he feeing 
Will credit ; and I hope ere I return, 

On fuch conditions as I’ll frame, his Lands 
Shall be affufd. 

Sir Art But what is that to quit 
My knowledge of the marriage 1 

Frank. Why you were not 
A witnefs to it. 

Sir Art I conceive : and then, 

His Land confirmed, thou wilt acquaint him throughly 
With all that’s pall. 

Frank. I mean no lefs. 

Sir Art Provided, 

I never was made privy to it 

Frank. Alas, Sir, 

Am I a talker 1 

Sir Art Draw thy felf the Letter, 

I’ll put my hand to it I commend thy policy 
Th’art witty, witty Frank ; nay, nay, ’tis fit, 

Difpatch it 

Frank. I fhall write effedually. Exit 

Sir Art Go thy way Cuckow ; have I caught the 
young man % 
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One trouble then is freed. He that will feaft 
At others coll, mull be a bold-fac’d guell. 

Enter Win. in a riding-fuit 

Win. I have heard the news, all now is fafe. 

The worfl is pall. 

Sir Art Thy lip, wench : I mull bid 
Farewel, for falhions fake ; but I will vifit thee 
Suddenly, Girl. This was cleanly carried : 

Ha I was’t not Win % 

Win. Then were my happinefs, 

That I in heart repent I did not bring him 
The Dower of a Virginity. Sir, forgive me ; 

I have been much to blame. Had not my Laun- 
drefs 

Given way to your immoderate walle of Vertue, 

You had not with fuch eagemefs purfu’d 
The error of your goodnefs. 

Sir Art Dear, dear Win. 

I hug this Art of thine, it Ihews how cleanly 
Thou canfl beguile in cafe occafion ferve. 

To pradlice. It becomes thee, now we (hare 
Free fcope enough, without coiitrole or fear. 

To interchange our pleafures ; we will furfeit 
In our embraces, Wench. Come, tell me, when 
Wilt thou appoint a meeting ? 

Win. What to do % 

Sir Art Good, good, to con the lelTon of our 
loves, 

Our fecret game. 

Win. O blulh to fpeak it further 1 
As y’are a noble Gentleman, forget 
A fm fo monflrous : ’tis not gently done, 

To open a cur'd wound. I know you fpeak 
For trial ; troth you need not 
Sir Art I for trial ? 

Not I, by this good Sun-lhine. 

Win. Can you name 
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That fyllable of good, and yet not tremble, 

To think to what a foul and black intent, 

You ufe it for an Oath ^ Let me refolve you, 

If you appear in any Vifitatioxi 

That brings not with it pity for the wrongs 

Done to abufed Thorney^ my kinde husband ; 

If you infedl mine ear with any breath 
That is not throughly perfumed with fighs 
For former deeds of lull ; May I be curs'd 
Even in my prayers, when I vouchfafe 
To fee or hear you. I will change my life, 

From a loofe whore, to a repentant wife. 

Sir Art Wilt thou turn monfler now? art not 
afliam’d 

After fo many months to be honefl at laft ? 

Away, away, fie on’t. 

Win. My refolution 
Is built upon a Rock. This very day 
Young Thorney vow^d with Oaths not to be 
doubted, 

That never any change of love fliould cancel 
The bonds in which we arc to either bound, 

Of lading truth. And llrall I then for my part 
Unfile the facred Oath fet on Record 
In Heaven's Book ? Sir Arthur y do not fludy 
To add to your lafeivious lull, the fin 
Of Sacriledge ; for if you but endeavour 
By any unchafle word to tempt my conflancy, 

You drive as much as in you lies to ruine 
A Temple hallowed to the purity 
Of holy Marriage. I have faid enough : 

You may believe me. 

Sir Ant Get you to your Nunnery, 

There freeze in your old Cloyfler. This is fine. 

Win. Good Angels guide me. Sir, you'l give me 
leave 

To weep and pray for your converfion. 

Sir Art Yes, away to Waltham. Pox on your 
honefly. 
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Had you no other trick to fool me ? Well, 

You may want mony yet. 

Win. None that 111 fend for 
To you, for hire of a damnation. 

When I am gone, think on my juil complaint : 

I was your Devil, O be you my Saint 1 Exit Win. 
Sir Art. Go, go thy ways, as changeable a bag- 
gage 

As ever cozen’d Knight. I’m glad I’m rid of her. 
HonefL 1 marry hang her. Tliorney is my Debtor, 

I thought to have paid him too : but fools have for- 
tune. Exit S. A. 


SC^N. 2 . 

Enter Old Thorney, and Old Carter. 

O. Thor. You offer Mr. Carter., like a Gentleman, 
I cannot finde fault with it, ’tis fo kir. 

O. Cart No Gentleman, I, Mr. Thorney., fpare 
the Maflerfhip, call me by my name, John Carter \ 
Mailer is a title my Father, nor his before him, were 
acquainted with. Honeft Hertforjhire Yeomen, fuch 
an one am I ; my word and my deed fhall be proved 
one at all times. I mean to give you no fecurity for 
the Marriage-money. 

O. Thor. How ? no fecurity ? although it need 
not, fo long as you live ; yet who is he has furety of 
his life one hour ? Men^ the Proverb fays, are mortal : 
elfe, for my part, I diftruft you not, were the fum 
double. 

O. Cart. Double, trebble, more or lefs; I tell you, 
Mr. Thorney, 111 give no fecunty. Bonds and Bills 
are but Tarriers to catch Fools, and keep lazy Knaves 
bufie ,* my fecurity fhall be prefent payment. And we 
here, about Edmofiton, hold prefent payment as fure 
as an Alderman’s Bond in London, Mr, Ihorrny. 
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0. Thor, I cry you mercy^ Sir, I uuderftood you 
not. 

O. Cart I like young FranJz well, fo does my 
Sufiin too. The Girl has a fancy to him, which 
makes me ready in my Purfe. There be* other 
Suitors within, that make much noife to little purpofe. 
If Frank love Sue,, Sue fliall have none but Frank, 
’Tis a mannerly Girl, Mr. Thorney, though but an 
homely man’s Daughter. There have worfe Faces 
look’d out of black Bags, Man. 

O. Thor, You fpeak your minde freely and ho- 
neflly. I marvel my Son comes not : I am fure he 
willl be here fometime to day, 

O. Cart To day or to morrow, when he comes he 
lhall be welcome to Bread, Beer and Beef, Yoeman’s 
fare ; we have no Kickfliaws : full Diflies, whole 
belly-fulls. Should I diet three days at one of the 
flender City-Suppers, you might fend me to Barber- 
Surgeons Hall the fourth day, to hang up for an Ana- 
tomy Here come they that 

How now Girls 1 every day play-day with you ? 

Enter Warbeck with Sufan, Somerton with 
Katherine, 

Valentinis day too, all by couples % Thus will young 
folks do when we are laid in our Graves, Mr, Thorney, 
Here’s all the care they take. And how do you fmde 
the Wenches, Gentlemen ? have they any minde to a 
loofe Gown and a flrait Shooe ? Win ’em, and wear 
’em. They fliall chufe for themfelves by ray confent. 

Warh, You fpeak like a kinde Father. Sue, thou 
hearefl the liberty that’s granted thee. What fayefl 
thou % wilt thou be mine 1 

Suf, Your what, Sir 1 I dare fwear, never your 
wife. 

Warh, Canft thou be fo unkinde? confidering 
how dearly I aifedt thee ; nay, dote on thy perfec- 
tions. 
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Suf. You are fludied too Scholar-like in words : I 
iinderfland not I am too courfe for fiich a Gallants 
love as you are. 

Wark By the honour of Gentility. 

Good Sir, no fwearing ; yea and nay with us 
Prevails above all oathes you can invent 

Warh. By this white hand of thine. 

Suf. Take a falfe oath ? Fie, fie, flatter the wife : 
fools not regard it ; and one of thefe am 1. 

Warh, Doll thou defpife me % 

O. Cart Let ^em talk on, Mr. Thorney. I know 
Suds minde. The Flye may buz about the Candle, 
he fhall but fmge his Wings when all’s done. Franks 
Frank is he has her heart. 

Som. But Ihall I live in hope, Kate t 

Kat Better fo, then be a defperate man. 

Som. Perhaps thou thinkfl it is thy Portion 
I level at : wert thou as poor in Fortunes, 

As thou art rich in Goodnefs ; I would rather 
Be Suitor for the Dower of thy Vertues, 

Then twice thy Father’s whole Ellate ; and prithee 
Be thou refolved fo. 

Kat Mr. Somerton^ it is an eafie labour to deceive 
A Maid that will believe Mens fubtil promifes : 

Yet I conceive of you as worthily 
As I prefume you do deferve. 

Som. Which is 

As worthily in loving thee fmcerely, 

As thou art worthy to be fo belov’d. 

Kat I Ihall finde time to try you. 

Som. Do, Kate^ do : 

And when I fail, may all my joys forfake me. 

O. Cart. Warbeck and Sue are at it flilL I laugh 
to my felf, Mr. Thorney, to fee how eamellly he 
beats the Bulh, while the Bird is flown into anothers 
bofom. A very unthrift, Mr. Thomey ; one of the 
Country roaring Lads : we have fuch as well as the 
City, and as arrant Rake-hells as they are, though not 
fo nimble at their prizes of wit Sue knows the 
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Raskal to an hairs breadth, and will fit him acrord- 
ingly. 

0. 27wr. What is the other Cicntlcman ? 

0. Cari. One Somerton, llie honefler man of the 
two, by 5 /. in every Hone-weight. A civil Fellow. 
He has a fine convenient Eflate of land in Wejl-ham 
by Ejfex. M. Ranges that dwells by Enfield^ fent 
him hither. He likes Kate well I may tell you, I 
think fhe likes him as well If they agree. I'll not 
hinder the match for my part. But that Warheck is 

fuch another . I ufe him kindly for Mr. Somer- 

torts fake : for he came hither firfl as a Companion 
of his. Honefl men, Mr. Thorney^ may fall into 
Knaves company, now and then. 

Warh. Three hundred a yeer loynture, Site. 

SuJ. Where lies it, by Sea or by Land ? I think 
by Sea. 

Warl). Do I look like a Captain 1 
Suf. Not a whit, Sir. 

Should all that ufe the Seas be reckon'd Captains, 
There’s not a Ship fhould have a Scullion in her 
To keep her clean. 

Warh. Do you fcorn me, Mrs. Sufmi t 
Am I a fubjedl to be jeer'd at I 
Suf, Neither 

Am I a property for you to ufe 

As ilale to your fond wanton loofc difeourfe. 

Pray Sir be civil, 

Warb. Wilt be angry, Wafp ? 

0. Cart God-a-mercy, Sue, Shee’ll firk him on 
my life, if he fumble with her. 

Enter Frank. 

Mr. Francis Thorney^ you are welcome indeed. 
Your Father expected your coming. Plow docs the 
right worfliipful Knight, Sir Arthur Ciarington, your 
Mailer 1 

Frank, In health this morning. Sir, my duty. 



The Witch of Edmonton. 36 1 

O. Thor. Now 
You come as I could wifh. 

Warb. Frank Tho^'fiey., ha ! 

Suf. You mull excufe me, 

Frank. Vertuous Mrs. Snfan. 

Kinde Mrs. Katherine. Gentlemen, to both 

Salutes them. 

Good time o’th’ day. 

Som. The like to you. 

Warb. ’Tis he. 

A word, Friend. On my life, this is the Man 
Stands fair in croffing Safaris love to me. 

Som. I think no lefs. Be wife, and take no notice 
on’t. 

He that can win her, befl deferves her. 

Warb. Marry 
A Servingman ? mew. 

Som. Prethee Friend no more. 

O. Cart Gentlemen all, there’s ^^ithin a flight 
Dinner ready, if you pleafe to tafle of it: Mr. 
Thorney, Mr. Francis^ Mr. Somerion. Why Girls % 
what, Huf wives, will you fpend all your forenoon in 
tittle-tattles 1 away : It’s well yfaith. Will you go in, 
Gentlemen 1 

O. Thor. We’ll follow prefently : my Son and I 
Have a few words of huflnefs. 

O. Cart. At your pleafure. Fx. the refl, 

O. Thor. I think you guefs the reafon, Franks for 
which 

I fent for you. 

Frank. Yes, Sir. 

O. Thor. I need not tell you 
With what a labyrinth of dangers dayly 
The befl part of my whole Eflate’s encumbred : 

Nor have I any Clew to winde it out, 

But what occafion proffers me. Wherein 
If you fliould faiilter, I fhall have the fhame, 

And you the lofs. On thefe two points relie 
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Our happinefs or ruine. If you marry 
With wealthy Carfe/s Daughter, there’s a Portion 
Will free my Land : all which I will inflate 
Upon the marriage to you. Otherwife, 

I mull be of necelTity enforc’d 
To make a prefent fale of all : and yet, 

For ought I know, live in as poor diflrefs, 

Or worfe, then now I do. You hear the fum : 

I told you thus before. Have you confidered on’t ? 

Frank. I have, Sir. And however I could wifh 
To enjoy the benefit of fmgle Freedom, 

For that T finde no difpofition in me 
To undergo the burthen of that care 
That Marriage brings with it ; Yet to fecure 
And fettle the continuance of your Credit, 

I humbly yield to be diredled by you 
In all commands. 

0. Thor. You have already us’d 
Such thriving proteflations to the Maid, 

That file is wholly yours. And fpeak the truth, 
You love her, do you not ? 

Frank ’Twere pity, Sir, 

I fiiould deceive her. 

0. Thor. Better y’had been unborn. 

But is your love fo Heady that you mean, . 

Nay, more, defire to make her your Wife 1 
Frank Fife, Sir, . , ^ ^ 

It were a wrong not tohMight^.*' 

O. Thor. True, 

It were : and you will marry her 1 
Frank. Heaven profper it : 

I do intend it. 

O. Thor. 0 thou art a Villain ! 

A Devil like a Man. Wherein have I 
Offended all the Powers fo much, to be 
Father to fuch a gracelefs godlefs Son \ 

Frank To me, Sir, this % 0 my cleft heart I 
O. Thor. To thee, 
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Son of my curfe. Speak truth, and blufh, thou mon- 
ller, 

Haft thou not married Wmntfride ? a Maid 
Was fellow-fervant with thee. 

Fra. Some fwift fpirit 

Has blown this news abroad. I mufl out face it. 

O. Thor. D’you ftudy for excufe? why all the 
country 
Is full on^t. 

Fra. With your licenfe, kis not charitable, 

I am fure it is not fatherly, fo much 
To be o’refway'd with credulous conceit 
Of meer impoffibilities. But Fathers 
Are priviledg’d to think and talk at pleafure. 

O. Thor. Why canfl thou yet deny thou hafl no 
wife ? 

Frank. What do you take me for % an Atheifl % 
One that nor hopes the blelTednefs of life 
Hereafter, neither fears the vengeance due 
To fuch as make the Marriage-bed an Inne, 

Which Travellers day and night, 

After a toylfome lodging leave at pleafure ? 

Am I become fo infenfible of lofing 
The glory of Creations work ? My foul 1 

0 I have liv’d too long. 

O. Thor. Thou hafl, diffembler ; 

Darefl thou perfevere yet 1 and pull down wrath 
As hot as flames of hell, to flrike thee quick 
Into the Grave of horror % I believe thee not 
Get from my fight 
Fran. Sir, though mine innocence 
Needs not a flronger witnefs then the cleemefs 
Of an unperifh'd confcience ; yet for that 

1 was enform*d, how mainly you had been 
Poffefs’d of this untruth, To quit all fcruple 
Pleafe you perufe this Letter : ’tis to you. 

O. Thr. From whom? 

Fran. Sir Arthur Clarington my Mafler, 
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a Thor. Well, Sir. 

Fran. On every fide I am diflradlecl ; Am waded 
deeper into mifchicf, then vcrtue can avoid- But on 
I muft : Fate leads me : I will follow. There you 
read what may confirm you. 

0. Thor. Yes, and wonder at it Forgive me, 
Frank. Credulity abus’d me. My tears exprefs my 
joy : and I am forry I injured innocence. 

Frank. Alas I I knew your rage and grief pro- 
ceeded from your love to me : fo I conceiv’d it 
O. Thor. My good Son, I’ll bear with many faults 
in thee hereafter. Bear thou with mine. 

Frank. The peace is foon concluded. 


Enter Old Carter. 

O. Cart. Why Mr. Thorney^ d’ye mean to talk out 
your dinner? the Company attends your coming. 
What mull it be, Mr. Franks or Son Frank f I am 
plain Dunflable, 

O. Thor. Son, Brother, if your Daughter like to 
have it fo. 

Frank. 1 dare be confident, fhe’s not alter’d 
From what I left her at our parting lafl : 

Are you, fair Maid ? 

Suf, You took too fure poffeffion 
Of an engaged heart. 

Frank, Which now I challenge. 

0. Cart, Marry and much good may it do thee, 
Son. Take her to thee. Get me a brace of Boys at 
a burthen, Frank The nurfing lhall not ftand thee in 
a pennyworth of Milk. Reach her home and fpare 
not. When’s the day ? 

0. Thor. To morrow, if you pleafe. To ufe cere- 
mony 

Of charge and cuflome, were to little purpofe : 

Their loves are married fafi enough already. 
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O. Cart. A good motion. Well e’en have an 
houfhoid Dinner ; and let the Fiddlers go krape. Let 
the Bride and Bridegroom dance at night together : 
no matter for the Gueils. To morrow, Sue, to mor- 
row. ShalFs to Dinner now ? 

O. Thor. We are on all fides pleas’d, I hope. 

Siif. Pray Heaven I may deferve the blefling fent 
me. 

Now my heart is fettled. 

Trank. So is mine. 

O. Cart Your Marriage-money lhall be receiv’d 
before your Wedding-lhooes can be pull’d on. Bleff- 
ing on you both. 

Frank. No man can hide his lhame from Heaven 
that views him. 

In vain he flees, whofe delliny purfues him. 

Exeunt Omnes. 


Act. II. Scaen. i. 


Enter Elizabeth Sawyer, gathering Jlicks. 

Sawy. yV Nd why on me t why fhould the envi- 
ous world 

Throw all their fcandalous malice upon me % 

’Caufe I am poor, deform’d and ignorant, 

And like a Bow buckl’d and bent together, 

By fome more flrong in mifchiefs then my felf I 
Mufl I for that be made a common fink, 

For all the filth and rubbifh of Men’s tongues 
To fall and run into ? Some call me Witch ; 

And being ignorant of my felf, they go ^ 

About to teach me how to be one : urging, 

That my bad tongue (by their bad. ufage made fo) 
Forefpeaks their Cattle, doth bewitch their Com, 
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Themfelves, tlieir Servants: and their Babes at 
nurfe. 

This they enforce upon me : and in part 


Enter O. Banks. 

Make me to credit it. And here comes one 
Of my chief Adverfaries, 

O. Bank. Out, out upon thee, Witch. 

Sawy. Dofl call me Witch % 

0. Bank. I do, Witch, I do : and worfe I would, 
knew I name a more hateful. What makefl thou upon 
my ground 1 

Sawy. Gather a few rotten flicks to warm me. 

0. Bank. Down with them when I bid thee, 
quickly ; I’ll make thy bones rattle in thy skin elfe. 

Sawy, You won’t, Churl, Cut-throat, Mifer: there 
they be. Would they fluck crofs thy throat, thy 
bowels, thy maw, thy midriff, 

O. Bank Sayfl thou me fo % Hag, out of my 
ground. 

Sawy. Dofl ftrike me, Have? curmudgeon, now 
thy bones aches, thy joynts cramps, and convulfions 
flretch and crack thy finews. 

O. Bank. Curfing, thou Hag I take that, and that. 

Exit 

Sawy. Strike, do, and wither’d may that hand and 
arm 

Whofe blows have lam’d me, drop from the rotten 
Tmnk. 

Abufe me ! beat me ! call me Hag and Witch ! 

What is the name 1 where and by what Art leam’d 1 
What fpells, what charms, or invocations 1 
May the thing call’d Familiar be purchas’d ? 


Enter Young Banks, and three or four more^ 

Y. Bank. A new head for the Tabor, and filver 
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tipping for the Pipe. Remember that, and forget not 
five lefh of new Bells. 

1. Double Bells : Crooked Lane ye fhail have 'em 
flraight in. Crooked Lane : double Bells all, if it be 
poffible. 

Y. Bank. Double Bells % double Coxcombs ; Tre- 
bles : buy me Trebles, all Trebles : for our purpofe is 
to be in the Altitudes. 

2. All Trebles ? not a Mean 1 

Y. Bank, N'ot one : The Morrice is fo call, we'Ii 
have neither Mean nor Bafe in our company, Fellow 
BoiLUjland, 

3. What ? nor a Counter % 

Y. Bank. By no means, no hunting Counter ; 
leave that to Envile CJiafeM.m : all Trebles, all in the 
Altitudes. Now for the difpofing of Parts in the Mor- 
lice, little or no labour will ferve. 

2. If you that be minded to follow your Leader, 
know me, an ancient Honor belonging to our houfe, 
for a Fore-horfe, team, and for gallant in a Morrice : 
my Father’s Stable is not unfumiSi’d. 

3. So much for the Fore-horfe: but how for a 
good Hobby-horfe % 

Y. Bank. For a Hobby-horfe 1 Let me fee an 
Almanack. Midfummer-M.Qon, let me fee ye. When 
the Moon’s in the full, then’s wit in the wane. No 
more. Ufe your befl skill. Your Morrice will fuffer 
an Eclipfe. 

1. An Eclipfe? 

Y. Bank. A flrange one. 

2. Strange? 

Y. Bank. Yes, and moil fudden. Remember the 
Fore-gallant, and forget the Hobby-horfe. The whole 
body of your Morrice will be darkned. There be of 
us. But ’tis no matter. Forget the Hobby-horfe. 

I. Cuddy Banks^ have you forgot fince he pac’d it 
from Envile Chafe to Edmonton% Cuddy^ honefl 
Cuddy, call thy fluff. 

Y. Bank. Suffer may ye all. It fhail be known, I 
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can take mine eafe as well as another Man. Seek 
your Hobby-horfe where you can get him. 

L Cuddy, honeft Cuddy, we confefs, and are forry 
for our negled. 

2. The old Horfe fliall have a new Bridle. 

3. The Caparifons new painted. 

4. The Tail repair’d. 

1. The Snaffle and the Boffes new faffiron’d o’re. 

1. Kinde ; 

2. Honeft : 

3. Loving, ingenious : 

4. Affable Cuddy. 

Y. Bank. To fliew I am not flint ; but affable, as 
you fay, very well ftuft, a kiirde of warm Dowe or 
Puff-pafte, I relent, I connive, moft affable fack : let 
the Hobby-horfe provide a ftrong back, he flmll not 
want a belly when I am in ’em. But Uds me, Mother 
Sawyer. 

1. The old Witch of Ed?m?ii0n. If our mirth 
be not crofs’d, 

2, Blefs us, Cuddy, and let her curfe her tother 
eye out What doft thou ? 

y. Bank. Vugirt, unhlefdd, fays the Proverb. But 
my Girdle fhall ferve a riding knit : and a fig for all 
the Witches in Chriftendom. What wouldft thou ? 

1. The Divel cannot abide to be crofs’d. 

2. And fcorns to come at any man’s whiftle. 

3. Away. 

4. ’ With the Witch. 

Omn. Away with the Witch of Edmonton. 

Ex. in Jirange pqfiur. 
Sawy. Still vex'd? ftill tortur’d? That Curmudgeon 
Banks 

Is ground of all my fcandal. I am fhunn'd 
And bated like a ficknefs : made a fcorn 
To all degrees and fexes. I have heard old Bel- 
dames 

Talk of Familiars in the fliape of Mice, 

Rats, Ferrets, Weafels, and I wot not what, 
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That have appear’d, and fuck’d, fome fay, their 
blood. 

But by what means they came acquainted with 
them, 

I’m now ignorant : would fome power good or bad 
Inflrudl me which way I might be reveng’d 
Upon this Churl, I’d go out of my felf, 

And give this Fury leave to dwell within 
This ruin’d Cottage, ready to fall with age : 

Abjure all goodnefs : be at hate with prayer ; 

And iludy Curfes, Iinpreoitfons; — 

Blafphemous fpeeches, Oaths, detelled Oaths, 

Or anything that’s ill ; fo I might work 
Revenge upon this Mifer, this black Cur, 

.That barks, and bites, and fucks the very blood 
me, and of my credit. ’Tis all one, 

To be a Witch, as to be counted one. 
vengeance, fliame, mine, light upon that Canker. 


Enter Dog. 

Dog, Ho ! have I found thee curfmg ? now thou 
art mine own. 

Sawy. Thine ? what art thou % 

Dog. He thou hall fo often importun’d to appear 
to thee, the Devil. 

Sawy. Blefs me ! the Devil ? 

Dog. Come, do not fear, I love thee much too 
well 

To hurt or fright thee. If I feem terrible, 

It is to fuch as hate me. I have found 
Thy love unfeign’d : have feen and pitied 
Thy open wrongs, and come out of my love 
To give thee juft revenge againft thy foes. 

Sawy. May I believe thee ? 

Dog. To confirm’t, command me 
Do any mifchief unto Man or Beaft, 

4 


B B 
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I And I’ll effe6l it, on condition, 

1 That imcompellhl thou make a deed of Gift 
‘,\0f Soul and Body to me. 

Sawy, Out, alas i 
My Soul and Body? 

£>og. And that inflantly, 

And leal it with thy blood : if thou dcniefl, 

I’ll tear thy body in a thoufand pieces. 

Sawy. I know not where to feek relief : But 
lhalll 

After fiich Covenants feal’d, fee full revenge 
On all that wrong me ? 

Dog, Ha, ha, filly woman ! 

The Devil is no Iyer to fuch as he loves. 

Didll ever know or hear the Devil a Iyer 
To fuch as he affedls ? 

Sawy. When I am thinC; at leall fo much of me, 
As I can call mine own. 

Dog, Equivocations % 

Art mine or no ? fpeak, or Til tear. 

Sawy, All thine. 

Dog, SeaFt with thy blood. 

See, now I dare call thee mine ; {Sucks her arm 

thunder and lightning. 
For proof, command me, inflantly 111 run, 

To any mifehief, goodnefs can I none. 

Sawy, And I defire as little. There’s an old 
Churl, one Banks — 

Dog, That wrong’d thee ; he lam’d thee, call’d 
thee Witch. 

Sawy, The fame : firfl upon him lid be re- 
veng’d. 

Dog, Thou fhalt : Do but name how. 

Sawy, Go, touch his life. 

Dog, I cannot 

Sawy, Hafl thou not vow’d ? Go, kill the Have. 

Dog, I wonnot 

Sawy, 111 cancel then my gift 
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Dog, Ha, ha ! 

Sawy, Doll laugh 1 
Why wilt not kill him 1 

Dog, Fool, becanfe I cannot 
Though we have power, know, it is circumfcrib^d, 

And ti’d in limits : though he be curs’d to thee, 

Yet of himfelf he is loving to the world, 

And charitable to the poor. Now Men 
That, as he, love goodnefs, though in fmallell 
meafure, 

Live without compafs of our reach. His Cattle 
And Corn, I’ll kill and mildew : but bis life 
(Until I take him, as I late found thee, 

Curfing and fwearing) I have no power to touch. 

Saw, Work on his corn and cattle then. 

Dog, I lhalL 

The Witch of Edmonton lhall fee his fall. 

If fhe at leall put credit in my power, 

And in mine onely ^ make Orifons to me, 

And none but me. 

Saw, Say how, and in what manner % 

Dog, I’ll tell thee, when thou wifhefl ill ; 

Com, Man or Beaft, would fpoyl or kill, 

Turn thy back againfl the Sun, 

And mumble this Ihort Orifon : 

Jf thou to death or Jhamepurfue 
Saniiihketur nomen tuum, 

Sawy, If thou to death or Jhame purfue 
Sanliibecetur nomen tuum. 

Dog, Perfedl. FareweL Our firfl'made promifes 
We’ll put in execution againfl Banks, Exit, 

Sawy, Contaminetur mmen tuum, I’m an expert 
Scholar ; 

Speak Latine, or I know not well what Language, 

As well as the befl of ’em. But who comes here ^ 

Enter Y. Ba. 

The Son of my worfl Foe. To death furfue 
Et fanHahecetur mmen imm. 
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Y, Bank. What’s that (lie mumbles? the Devils 
Pater nojlcr ? 

Would it were elfe. Mother Sawyer, Good morrow, 

Sawy. Ill morrow to thee, and all the world, that 
flout a poor old woman. To death purfne '*cm, 
and fandtahacetur nomen iuum. 

Y, Bank. Nay, good Gammer Sawyer, what c’rc 
it pleafes my Father to call you, I know you are 

Sawy. A Witch. 

Y. Bank A Witch ? would you were elfe yfaith. 

Sawy, Your Father knows I am by this. 

Y. Bank I would he did. 

Sawy. And fo in time may you. 

Y. Bank I would I might elfe. But Witch or 
no Witch, you are a motherly woman : and though 
my Father be a kinde of God blefs us, as they fay, I 
have an earneil fuit to you ; and if youll be fo kinde 
to ka me one good turn, 111 be fo courteous as to 
kob you another. 

Sarciy. What’s that ? to fpurn, beat me, and call 
me Witch, as your kinde Father doth 1 

Y. Bank My Father ? I am aflram’d to own him. 
If he has hurt the head of thy credit, there’s money 
to buy thee a Playfter : and a fmall courtefie I would 
require at thy hands. 

Sawy. You feem a good young Man, and I muft 
diffemble, the better to accomplith my revenge. But 
for this fllver, what wouldft have me do? bewitch 
thee ? 

Y. Bank 'No, by no means; I am bewitch’d 
already. I would have thee fo good as to unwitch 
me, or witch another with me for company, 

Sawy. I underfland thee not Be plain, my 
Son. 

Y. Bank As a Pike-flaff, Mother ; you know 
JTate Carter. 

Sawy. The wealthy Yeomans Daughter. What 
of her I 

y. Bank That fame Party has bewitch’d me. 
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Sawy, Bewitch’d thee % 

Y. Bank. Bewitch’d me, Hifce aurtbus, I faw a 
little Devil flie out of her eye like a Burbolt, which 
flicks at this hour up to the Feathers ia my heart. 
Now my requeft is, to fend one of thy what d’ye call 
*ems, either to pluck that out, or flick another as fail 
in hers. Do, and here’s my hand, I am thine for 
three lives. 

Sawy. We fhall have fport Thou art in love 
with her. 

Y. Bank. Up to the very hilts, Mother. 

Sawy. And thou’ldll have me make her love 
thee too. 

Y. Bank. I think Ihe’ll prove a Witch in earnefl. 
Yes, I could finde in my heart to flrike her three 
quarters deep in love with me too. 

Sawy. But dofl thou think that I can do’t, and 
I alone ? 

Y. Bank. Truely, Mother Witch, 1 do verily be- 
lieve fo : and when I fee it done, I fhall be half per- 
fwaded fo too. 

Sawy. It’s enough. Wliat Art can do, be fure of : 
turn to the Weil, and whatfoe’er thou heareil or feefl, 
Hand filent, and be not afraid. She Jiamps. 

Enter the Dog \ he fawns and leaps upon her. 

Y. Bank. Afraid, Mother Witch ? turn my face to 
the Weft 1 I faid I ihould always have a back-friend 
of her 3 and now it’s out And her little Devil ihould 
be hungry, come fneaking behinde me, like a cowardly 
Catchpole, and clap his Talents on my Haunches. Tis 
woundy cold fure. I dudder and ihake like an Afpen- 
leaf every joynt of me. 

Sawy. To f caudal and difgrace purfm 
Et fanBahicetur nomen tuum. 

How now, my Son, how is’t % Exit Dog. 

Y. Bank. Scarce in a clean life, Mother Witch. 
But did your Gobblin and you fpout Latine together ? 

Sawy. A kinde of Charm I work by. Didft thou 
hear me ^ 

Y. Bank. I heard I know not the Devil what 
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mumble in a fcurvy bafe tone, like a Drum that had 
taken cold in the head the lafl MuEcr. Very com 
fortable words : what were they % and who taught 
them you t 

Sa7oy. A great learned Man. 

y. jBa/d. Learned Man 1 learned Devil it was as 
foon'? But what? what comfortable news about the 
Party ? 

Samy, Who 1 Carter ? I’ll tell thee, thou 

knowE the Style at the WeE-end of thy Father’s 
Peafe-Field, be there to morrow-night after Sun-fet \ 
and the firE live thing thou feeE, be Eire to follow, 
and that Eiall bring thee to thy Love. 

Y. Bank. In the Peafe-Eeld 1 Has Eie a minde to 
Codlings already ? The firE living thing I meet, you 
fay, fiiall bring me to her. 

Sawy. To a fight of her, I mean. She will foem 
wantonly coy, and flee thee : but follow her clofe, and 
boldly : do but embrace her in thy arms once, and 
file IS thine own. 

Y. Banh At the Style, at the WeE-end of my 
Father’s Peafe-land, the firE live thing I fee, follow 
and embrace her, and fhe fliall be thine. Nay, and I 
come to embracing once, the Eiall be mine ; I’ll go 
neer to make at Eaglet eife. Exit 

Sawy. A ball well bandied : now the fet’s half 
won : 

The Father’s wrong I’ll wreak upon the Son. Exit 


SC^N 2 . 


Enter Carter, Warbeck, Somerton. 

Care. How now Gentlemen, cloudy 1 I know 
Mr. Warbeck^ you are in a fog about my Daughters 
marriage. 
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Wark And can you blame me, Sir ? 

Cart. Nor you me jullly. Wedding and banging 
are tied up both in a Proverb ; and Defliny is the 
Juggler that unties the knot My hope is, you are 
referved to a richer fortune then my poor Daughter. 

Wark However, your promife. 

Cart. Is a kinde of debt, I confefs it 

Wark 'Which honell men Ihould pay. 

Cart. Yet fome Gentlemen break in that point, 
now and then, by your leave, Sir. 

Som. I confefs thou haft had a little wrong in the 
Wench: but patience is the onely falve to cure it 
Since Thorney has won the Wench, he has moH rea- 
fon to wear her. 

Warh. Love in this kinde admits no reafon to 
wear her. 

Cart. Then love’s a fool, and what wife man will 
take exception % 

Som. Come, frolick Ned^ were every man mailer 
of his own fortune, Fate might pick draws, and Def- 
tiny go a wool-gathering. 

Wark You hold yours in a firing though. *Tis 
well : but if there be any equity, look thou to meet the 
like ufage e’re long. 

Som. In my love to her Siller Katherine 1 Indeed, 
they are a pair of Arrows drawn out of one Quiver, 
and fhould flie at an even length, if fhe do run after 
her Siller. 

Warb. Look for the fame mercy at my hands, as 
I have received at thine. 

Som. Shell keep a furer compafs. I have too 
Urong a confidence to midrull her. 

Warb. And that confidence is a winde, that has 
blown many a married Man alhore at “Cuckolds 
Haven, I can tell you : I wilh yours more profperous 
though. 

Cart. Whate’re you wilh, Til mailer my promife 
to him. 

Wark Yes, as you did to me. 
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Cart No more of that, if you love me. But for 
the more affurance, the next offer'd occafion ili-all 
confummate the Marriage : and that once feal’d, 

Enter Young Thorney and Sufan. 

SoM. Leave the mannage of the refl to my care^ 
But fee, the Bridegroom and Bride comes ; the new 
pair of fitted both to one fheath, 

Warh The Sheath might have been better fitted,? 
if fome body had their due. But — 

Cart No harfh language, if thou loveil me. 
Frank Thorney has done — 

Warb, No more then I, or thou, or any many 
things fo fLanding, would have attempted. 

Som, Good morrow Mr. Bridegroom. 

Warh. Come, give thee joy. Mayfl thou live 
long and happy in thy fair choice, 

Y. Tlwr. I thank yee Gentlemen* Kinde Mr.- 
WarheeJt I find you loving, 

Warh, Thorney^ that creature, (much 'good cl 0 
thee with her) 

Vertue and beauty hold faire mixture in her. 

She's rich no doubt in both. Yet were the fairer, 
Thou art right worthy of her. Love her, Thorney^ 
®Tis noblenefs in thee, in her but duty. 

The match is fair and equal : the fuccefs 
I leave to cenfure. Farewell, Mrs. Bride : 

Till now ele<5led, thy old fcome deride. Exit 

Som. Good Mr. Thorney, 

Cart Nay, you lhall not part till you fee the 
Barrels run a-tilt, Gentlemen. Exit 

Su, Why change you your face, fweet-Heart ? 
Y,Thor, Who? I? For nothing. 

Suf. Dear, fay not fo : a Spirit of your conflancy 
cannot endure this change for nothing. I have ob« 
fervid flrange variations in you. 

Y, Thor, In me % 

Suf, In you, Sir. Awake : you feem to dream, 
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and in your fleep you utter fudden and diflradlied ac- 
cents, like one at enmity with peace. Dear loving 
husband, if I may dare to challenge any intereil in 
you, give me the reafon fully : you may trufl my bred 
as fafely as your own. 

Thor, With what ? you half amaze me, prithee. 

Suf, Come, you Ihall not ; indeed, you fhall not 
ihut me from partaking the lead dillike that grieves 
you. I am all yours. 

Y. Thor, And I all thine. 

Stif. You are not, if you keep the lead grief from 
me : but I find the caufe j it grew from me. 

Y. Thor. From you 1 

Suf. From feme didade in me or my behaviour : 
you are not kinde in the concealment 'Las, Sir, I am 
young, filly, and plain ; more drange to thofe contents 
a wife fhould offer. Say but in what I fail, I’ll dudy 
fatisfadlion, 

Y* Thor. Come, in nothing. 

Suf. I know I do. Knew I as well in what, you 
diould not long be fullen. Prithee Love, if I have 
been immoded or too bold, fpeak’t in a frown : if 
peevidily too nice, fhewd in a fmile. Thy liking is 
the glafs by which I’ll habit my behaviour. 

Y* Thor. Wherefore dod weep now ? 

Suf. You, Sweet, have the power 
To make me paffionate as an : 

Now fmile, then weep ; now pale, then crimfon red. 
You are the powerful Moon of my bloods Sea, 

To make it ebb or flow into my face, 

As your looks change. 

Y* Thor. Change thy conceit, I prithee : 

Thou art all perfection : Diana herfelf 
Swells in thy thoughts, and moderates thy beauty. 
Within thy left eye amorous Cupid fits 
Feathering Love-ftiafts, whofe golden heads he dip'd 

In thy chade bred. In the other lies 

Blufliing Adonis fcarft in modefties. 

And dill as wanton Cupid blows Love-fires, 
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Adonis qiienclies out unchaHe dcfires» 

And from thcle two I briefly do imjdy 
A perfect Embleme of thy moclefly. 

Then, prithee Dear, maintain no more difpnte ; 

For where thou fpeakfl, it’s fit all tongues be mute. 

Suf, Come, come, thofe golden firings of flattery 
Shall not tie up my fpeech, Sir ; I mufl know 
The ground of your diflurbance. 

Y. T/ior, Then look here ; 

For here, here is the fen in which this Hydra 
Of difeontent grows rank. 

Suf, Heaven fheild it : where ? 

Y. TAor, In mine own bofom : here the caufe has 
root ; 

The poyfoned Leeches twift about my heart, 

And will, I hope, confound me. 

Std You fpeak Riddles. 

Y. Tko. Take’t plainly then : ’twas told me by a 
woman 

Known and'approv’d in Palmeflry, 

I fhould have two wives. 

Suf, Two wives 1 Sir, I take it exceeding likely. 
But let not conceit hurt you : you are afraid to bury 
me 

Y. T/ior, No, no, my Wmmfride. 

Suf. How fay you 1 Winnfride% you forget me* 

Y. Thor. No, I forget my felf, Suf an. 

Suf In what ? 

Y. Thor. Talking of wives, I pretend Wi/mifride, 
A Maid that at my Mothers waited on me 
Before thy felf. 

Suf I hope, Sir, fhe may live to take my place. 
But why fhould all this move you 1 
Y. Thor. The poor Girl, flie has’t before thee, and 
that’s the Fiend torments me. 

Suf Yet why fhould this raife mutiny within you ? 
fuch prefages prove often falfe : or fay it fhould be 
true'i 

Y. Thor. That I fhould have another wife 1 
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Suf. Yes, many ; if they be good, the better. 

Y. Thor. Never any equal to thee in goodnefs. 

Suf. Sir, I could wifli I were much better for 
you ; 

Yet if I knew your fate 

Ordain’d you for another, I could wilh 

(So well I love you, and your hopeful pleafure) 

Me in my grave, and my poor vertues added 
To my fucceffor. 

Y. Thor. Prithee, prithe, talk not of death or 
graves ; thou art fo rare a goodnefs, as Death would 
rather put itfelf to death, then murther thee. But we, 
as all things elfe, are mutable and changing. 

Suf. Yet you flill move in your firll fphere of dif- 
content. Sweet, chafe thofe clouds of forrow, and 
fliine cleerly on me. 

Y. Thor. At my return I will. 

Suf. Return 1 ah me 1 will you then leave me 1 
Y. Thor. For a time I mull: but how? as Birds 
their young, or loving Bees their Hives, to fetch home 
richer dainties. 

Suf. Leave me? Now has my fear met its 
effedl. 

You lhall not, coll it my life, you lhall not. 

Y. Thor. Why ? your realon ? 

Suf. Like to the Lap-wing have you all this while 
with your falfe love deluded me ? pretending counter- 
feit fenfes for your difcontent, and now at lall it is by 
chance Hole from you. 

Y. Thor. What ? what by chance ? 

Suf Your pre-appointed meeting of fingle com- 
bate with young Warheck. 

Y. Thor. Hah ! 

Suf Even fo : difemble not ; ’tis too apparent. 
Then in his look I read it : deny it not ; I fee’t ap- 
parent : coll it my undoing, and unto that my life, I 
will not leave you. 

Y. Thor. Not until when? 

Suf Till he and you be Friends. 
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Was this your cunning % and then flam me off 
With an old Witch, two Wives, and Wmnifride ^ 
Y’are not fo kinde indeed as I imagin’d. 

Y. Thor, And you more fond by far then 1 ex- 
pedled. 

It is a vertue that attends thy kinde. 

But of our bufmefs within : and by this kifs, 

I’ll anger thee no more ; troth Chuck I will not. 

Suf, You ihall have no jufl caufe. 

Y. T/wr, Dear Sue^ I fhall not Exeunt 


Act. III. Scaen. 1 . 


E7ikr Cuddy Banks, and Morice-dancers, 

i, 'XT Ay, Cuddy,, prithee do not leave us now : 
\ if we part all this might, we fhall not 
meet before day. 

I, I prithee Banks, let’s keep together now. 

Ckw. If you were wife, a word would ferve : but 
as you are, I mufl be forc’d to tell you again, I have 
a little private bufmefs, an hours work ; it may prove 
but an half hours, as luck may ferve ; and then I take 
horfe and along with you. Have we e’re a Witch in 
the Morice ? 

I. No, no ; no womans part, but Maid-marian, and 
tlie Hobby-horfe. 

Ciow, 111 have a Witch ; I love a Witch. 

I. Faith, Witches themfelves are fo common now 
adays, that the counterfeit will not be regarded. They 
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fay we have three or four in Ednmtton, befifies Mother 

Sawyer, 

2. I would Hie would dance her part with us. 

3. So would not I ; for if the comes, the Devil and 
all comes along with her. 

Clow, Well, 111 have a Witch : I have lov'd a 
Witch ever fmce I play’d at Cherry-pit. Leave me, 
•and get my horfe drefs’d : give him Oats ; but water 
him not till I come. Whither do we foot it firfl % 

[^2. To Sir Arthur Claringlofls firfl, then whither 
thou vdlt. 

Clow, Well, I am content: but we muft up to 
Carter^ the rich Yeoman. I mufl be feen on Hobby- 
horfe there. 

I . O, I fmell him now : Til lay my ears Banks is 
in love, and that's the reafon he would walk melan- 
choly by himfelf. 

Clow. Hah 1 who was that faid I was in love 1 

1. Not L 

2 , Nor L 

Clow. Go to : no more of that. When I under- 
fland what you fpeak, I know what you fay : believe 
that. 

1. Well, 'twas I, 111 not deny it : I meant no hurt 
in’t I have feen you walk up to Carter^ s of Chejfum. 
Banks, were you not there laft Shrovetide % 

Clow, Yes, I was ten days together there the lafl 
.Shrovetide. 

2 . How could that be, when there are but feven 
•dayes in the week ? 

Clow. Prithee peace, I reckon JUla nova, as a Tra- 
veller : thou underfiandefl as a frefh-water Farmer, that 
never fawefl a week beyond Sea. Ask any Souldier 
that ever received his pay but in the Low Countries, 
and hell tell thee there are eight days in the week 
there, hard by. How dofl thou think they rife in high 
•Germany, Italy, and thofe remoter places ? 

3. I, but fimply there are but feven days in the 
week yet 
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Cloiv. No, fimply as thou undcrflandcfl. l^rilhec, 
look but in the Lover’s Almanack, when he has been but 
three days abfent ; Oh, fays he, 1 have not feen my 
Love thefe feven yeers : there’s a long cut. When he 
comes to her again, and embraces her, 0, fays he, 
now methinks I am in Heaven j and that’s a ])rctty 
Hep : he that can get up to Heaven in ten days, need 
not repent his journey. You may ride a hundred 
days in a Caroch, and be further off then when you 
fet forth. But I pray you, good Morrice-mates, now 
leave me. I will be with you by midnight 

I, Well, fmee he will be alone, we’ll back again, 
and trouble him no more. 

O^nn. But remember, Banks. 

Clow. The Hobby-horfe fliall be remembred. But 
hark you ; get Foldavis^ the Barber’s Boy for the 
Witch \ becaufe he can iliew his Art better then an- 
other. JixennL 

Well, now to my walk. I am neer the place where I 
fhould meet I know not what : fay X meet a Thief, I 
muff follow him, if to the Gallows : fay I meet a 
Horfe, or Hare, or Hound, ftill I muff follow ; fomc 
llow-pac’d Beaff, I hope : yet Love is full of lightnefs 
in the heavieft Lovers. Ha 1 my Guide is come. A 
Water-Dog. I am thy hrff man, Sculler ; I go with 
thee : ply no other but my felf : away with the Boat ; 
land me but at Katherini^ Dock, my fweet Katherini^ 
Dock, and I’ll be a Fare to thee. That way ? nay, 
which way thou wilt, thou know’ff the way better 
then I. Fine gentle Cur it is, and well brought up, I 
warrant him. We go a ducking, Spaniel ; thou fhalt 
fetch me the Ducks*, pretty kinde Rafcal 

Enter Spirit in fhape of Katherine, vizarded, and 
takes it off . 

Spir. Thus throw I off mine own effentiai 
horror, 

And take the fliape of a fweet lovely Maid 
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Whom this Fool doats on. We can meet his folly, 

But from his Vertues mufl be Run-aways. 

Well fport with him : but when we reckoning call, 

We know where to receive : th' Witch pays for all. 

iJDog harks. 

Clow. I ? is that the watch-w^ord 1 She's come. 
Well, if ever we be married, it diall be at Barking- 
Church, in memory of thee. Now, come behinde, 
kinde Cur. 

And have I met thee, fweet Kate ? 

I will teach thee to walk fo late. 

O fee, we meet in Metre. What ? doll thou trip from 
me 1 Oh that I were upon my Hobby-horfe, I would 
mount after thee fo nimble. Stay, Nymph, flay, 
Nymph, fmg’d A folio : tarry and kifs me ; fweet 
Nymph flay : tarry and kifs me, Sweet We will to 
Chejfum-Jlreeti and then to the houfe hands in the 
high-way. Nay by your leave, I mull embrace you. 
Oh help, help, I am drown’d, I am drown’d. 

Ex. Sfir. and Banks. 


Enter wet. 

Dog. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Clow. This was an ill night to go a wooing in \ I 
finde it now in Fondis Almanack : thinking to land at 
Katherines Dock, I was almoll at Gravefend. Til 
never go to a Wench in the Dog-days again ; yet ’tis 
cool enough. Had you never a paw in this Dog- 
trick % a mangie take that black hide of yours : 111 
throw you in at Limehoufe in fome Tanner’s Fit or 
other. 

Dog. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Clow. How now ? who’s that laughs at me % Hill 
to him [Dog harks.] Peace, peace ; thou dida but 
thy kinde neither. ’Twas my own fault 

Dog. Take heed how thou truaea the Devil 
another time. 
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Ctm. How now ? who’s that fpeaks ? I hope you 
have not your reading 'J^ongue about you. 

I)o§;. Yes, I can fpeak. 

Ctom. The Devil you can. You have read 
Fables then ; I have play’d one of your parts then ; 
the Dog that catch’d at the lliadow in the water. 
Pray you, let me catechize you a little ; What might 
one call your name, Do^ ^ 

Dog. My Dame calls me Tofn. 

Clow. ’Tis well i and Ihe may call me Afs : fo 
there’s an whole one betwixt us, Tom- Afs. She laid, 
I Ihould follow you, indeed. Well, Tom, give me thy 
fill j we are Friends : you fliall be mine Ingle : I love 
you I but I pray you let’s have no more of thefe ducking 
devices. 

Dog. Not, if you love me. Dogs love where they 
are beloved, Cherifh me, and I’ll do any thing for 
thee. 

Clow. Well, you diall have Jowls and Livers : I 
have Butchers to my Friends that lhall beflow ’em : 
and I will keep Crufts and Bones for you, if you'll be 
a kinde Dog, Tom. 

Dog. Any thing ; I’ll help thee to thy Love. 

Clow. Wilt thou 1 That promife lhall coll me a 
brown Loaf, though I fleal it out of my Father’s 
Cupboard. You’ll eat ftollen Goods, Tom, will 
you not 1 

Dog. Oh bell of all The fweetefl bits, thofe. 

Clow. You lhall not ftarve, Ningle Tom \ believe 
that, if you love Filh, I’ll help you to Maids and Soles. 
I’m acquainted with a Fifhmonger. 

Dog, Maids and Soles ? Oh, fweet bits ! Banquet- 
ting ftulF, thofe. 

Clow. One thing I would requefl you, Ningle, as 
you have play’d the Knavilh Cur with me a little, that 
you would mingle amongft our Morrice-Dancers in the 
morning. You can dance ? 

Dog. Yes, yes, any thing : I’ll be there, but unfeen 
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to any but tby felf. Get tbee gone before : feare not 
my prefence. I have work to night I ferve more 
Mailers, more Dames then one. 

Clow. He can ferve Mammon and the Devil 
too. 

Dog. It fhall concern thee, and thy Loves pur- 
chafe : 

There’s a gallant Rival loves the Maid ; 

And likely is to have her. Mark what a mifchief 
Before the Morrice ends, lhall light on him. 

Clow. Oh fweet Ningle, thy neufe once again. 
Friends mull part for a time; farewel, with this 
remembrance; lhalt have bread too when we meet 
again. If ever there were an honeH Devil, ’twill 
be the Devil of Edmontony I fee. Farewell Tom. 
I prithee dog me as foon as thou canll. Ex. Banks. 

Dog. I’ll not mifs thee, and be merry with thee. 
Thofe that are joys denied, mufl take delight 
In fms and mifchiefs, ’tis the Devil’s right. Ex. Dog. 


Enter Young Thorney, Winnifride as a Boy. 

Frank. Prithee no more : thofe tears give nourilh- 
ment 

To weeds and briers in me, which fhortly will 
O’regrow and top my head : my lhame will fit 
And cover all that can be feen of me. 

Win. I have not Ihewn this cheek in company, 
Pardon me now ; thus fingled with your felf, 

It calls a thoufand forrows round about. 

Some going before, and fome on either fide ; 

But infinite behinde : ail chain’d together. 

Your fecond adulterous Marriage leads ; 

That’s the fad Eclipfe, the effedls mufl follow. 

As, plagues of lhame, fpight, fcom, and obloquy, 

K Tho. Why ? haft thou not left one hours pa- 
tience 

To add to all the reft ? One hour bears us 

4 c c 
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Beyond the reach of all thcfe Enemies. 

Are we not now fet forward in the fligbij, 

Provided with the Dowry of my fm, 

To keep its in fome other Nation ? 

While we together are, we are at home 
In any place. 

Win. ’Tis fowl ill gotten coyn, 

Far worfe then Ufury or Extortion. 

Y. Thor. Let my Father then make the reflitution, 
Who forced me take the bribe : it is his gift 
And patrimony to me ; fo I receive it. 

He would not blefs, nor look a Father on me, 

Until I fatisfied his angry will. 

When I was fold, I fold my felf again 
(Some Knaves have done't in Lands, and I in Body) 
For money, and I have the hire. But, fwcei, no 
more, 

’Tis hazard of difeovery, our difeourfe ; 

And then prevention takes oiF all our hopes. 

For only but to lake her leave of me, 

My Wife is coming. 

Win. Who coming 1 your Wife 1 
Y. Tho. No, no, thou art here : the woman \ I 
knew 

Not how to call her now : but after this day 
She lhall be quite forgot, and have no name 
In my remembrance. See, fee, fhe’s come. 

Enter Sulan. 

Go lead the horfes to die hills top, there Pll meet 
thee. 

Suf. Nay, with your favour, let him flay a little. 

I would part with him too, becaufe he is 
Your foie Companion ; and I’ll begin with him, 
Keferving you the lafl. 

Y. Thor. I, with all my heart. 

Suf. You may hear, if it plcafc you, Sir. 

Y Thor. No, ’tis not fit 



The Witch of Edmonton. 387 

Some radiraents, I conceive, they muft be, 

To overlook my flippery footings. And fo. 

Suf. No, indeed, Sir. 

y. TJior. Tufh, I know it mull be fo, and ’tis 
neceffary. 

On, but be brief. 

Wm. What charge fo’ere you lay upon me, 
Millrefs, 

I lhall fupport it faithfully (being honell) 

To my befl ftrength. 

Suf. Believe’t lhall be no other. I know you 
were 

Commended to my husband by a noble Knight 
Win. Oh Gods 1 Oh, mine eyes I 
Suf. How now ? what ailll thou, Lad ? 

Win. Something hit mine eye, it makes it water 
Hill, 

Even as you faid, Commmded to my Husband. 

Some door I think it was. I was, forfooth, 
Commended to him by Sir Arthur Clarin^on. 

Suf. Whofe fervant once my Thorney was him- 
felf. 

That title methinks fhould make you almoU Fellows, 
Or at the leaft much more then a Servant ; 

And I am fure he will refpedl you fo. 

Your love to him then needs no fpur for me, 

And what for my fake you will ever do ; 

’Tis lit it Ihould be bought with fomething more 
Then fair entreats. Look here^s a Jewel for thee, 

A pretty wanton Label for thine ear \ 

And I would have it hang there, Hill to whifper 
Thefe words to thee, Thou haji my Jewel with thee. 

It is but eamell of a larger bounty, 

When thou retumll, with praifes of thy fervice, 
Which I am confident thou wilt deferve. 

Why, thou art many now, befides thy felf: 

Thou main be Servant, Friend, and Wife to him. 

A good Wife is then all A Friend can play 
The Wife and Servants part, and Ihift enough: 

c c 2 
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No lefs the Servant can the Friend and Wife, 

Tis all but fweet fociety, good counfcl, 

Enterchang’d loves ; yes, and counfchkccping. 

Y. Thor, Not done yet ? 

Suf. Even now, Sir. 

Win, MiErefs, believe my vow, your fevcrc eye 
Were it prefent to command ; your bounteous 
hand, 

Were it then by to buy or bribe my fervice, 

Shall not make me more dear or neer unto him, 

Then I fhall voluntary. Ill be all your charge, 
Servant, Friend, Wife to him. 

Suf, Wilt thou? 

Now bleffings go with thee fori : courtefies 
Shall meet thee coming home. 

Win, Pray you fay plainly, Miftrefs, 

Are you jealous of him ? if you be, 

111 look to him that way too. 

Suf, Sayil thou fo ? 

I would thou hadll a womans bofom now. 

We have weak thoughts within us. Alas, 

Therel nothing fo ilrong in us as fufpicion : 

But I dare not, nay, I will not think 
So hardly of my Thorney, 

Win, Believe it, Miftrefs, 

111 be no Pander to him ; and if I finde 
Any loole lubrick fcapes in him, 111 watch him, 

And at my return, protell 111 fhew you all 
He Ihall hardly offend without my knowledge. 

Suf, Thine own diligence is that I prefs, 

And not the curious eye over his faults. 

Farewel : if I fhould never fee thee more, 

Take it for ever. 

Y. Thor, Prithee take that along with thee, 

Gives his fwori. 

And hafte thee to the hills top ; 111 be there infiantly. 

Mx, Win. 

Suf, No hafle I prithee, flowly as thou canft. 

Pray let him obey me now : lis happily his lafl 



The Witch of Edmonton. 389 

Service to me. My power is e’en a going out of 
fight 

Y. Thor. Why would you delays we have no 
other 

Bufmefs now but to part. 

Suf. And will not that, fweet heart, ask a long 
time ? 

Methinks it is the hardefl piece of work 
That e’re I took in hand. 

Y. Thor. Fie, fie, why look, 

I’ll make it plain and eafie to you : Farewel. Kiffes. 

Suf. Ah, ’las 1 I am not half perfedl in it yet 
I mufl have it read over an hundred times. 

Pray you take fome pains, I confefs my dulnefs. 

Y. Thor. What a Thome this Rofe grows on? 
parting were fweet, 

But what a trouble ’twill be to obtain it % 

Come, again and again, farewel. Yet wilt return? 

Kifes. 

All quellions of my journey, my flay, imployment, 
And revifitation, fully I have anfwered all. 

There’s nothing now behinde, but nothing. 

Suf And that nothing is more hard then any 
thing, 

Then all the every things. This Requeft. 

Y.Thor. What is it? 

Suf That I may bring you through one paflure 
more 

Up to yon knot of trees : amongfl thofe fhadows 
I’ll vanifh from you, they fhall teach me how. 

Y. Thor. Why, ’tis granted : come, walk then. 

Suf Nay, not too fail. 

They fay flow things have befl perfedlion : 

The gentle fhowre wets to fertility. 

The churlifh florm may mifchief with his bounty. 

The bafer bealls take flrength, even from the 
womb : 

But the Lord Lion’s whelp is feeble longv Exeunt 
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E?iier Dog. 

Dog. Now for an early mifchicf and a fuddcn : 
The minde’s about it now. One touch from me 
Soon fets the body forward. 

Enter Young Thorney, Sufan. 

T. Thor. Your requell is out : yet will you leave 
me 9 

Suf. What? fo churlifhly? you’ll make me flay 
for ever, 

Kather then part with fuch a found from you. 

Y. Thor. Why you almoft anger me. Pray you be 
gone. 

You have no company, and ’tis very early ; 

Some hurt may betide you homewards. 

Suf. Tufh, I fear none. 

To leave you, is the greatell hurt I can fiiffcr : 

Befides, I expedl your Father and mine own, 

To meet me back, or overtake me with you. 

They began to ftir when I came after you : 

I know they’ll not be long. 

Y. Thor. So, I fhall have more trouble. 

Dog mbs him. 

Thank you for that. Then I’ll eafe all at once. 

’Tis done now ; what I ne’er thought on. You fliall 
not go back, 

Suf. Why? lhall I go along with tliee? fweet 
muhck ! 

Y. Thor. No, to a better place. 

Suf. Any place, I : 

I’m there at home, where thou pleafell to have me. 

Y. Thor. At home? Ill leave you in your laft 
lodging. 

I mud Mil you. 

Suj. Oh fine ! yould fright me from you. 

Y. Thon You fee I had no puri)ofe : Pm unarm’d. 
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’Tis this minutes decree, and it mull be. Look, this 
will ferve your turn. 

Suf. Ill not turn from it, if you be eaiil, 
Sir. 

Yet you may tell me wherefore youll kill me. 
y. T/ick Becaufe you are a whore. 

Suf, There’s one deep wound already : a whore *? 
’Twas even further from me then the thought 
Of this black hour : a whore ? 

Y. Thor. Yes, 111 prove it, 

And you lhall confefs it. You are my whore, 

No wife of mine. The word admits no fecond. 

I was before wedded to another, have her frill. 

I do not lay the fin unto your charge, 

Tis all mine own. Your marriage was my theft 
For I efpous’d your dowry, and I have it : 

I did not purpofe to have added murther ; 

The Devil did not prompt me : till this minute 
You might have fafe returned ; now you cannot : 

You have dogg’d your own death. her. 

Suf. And I deferve it. 

I’m glad my fate was fo intelligent, 

’Twas fome good Spirits motion. Die? Oh, ’twas 
time 1 

How many years might I have flept in fm ? 

Sin of my moft hatred too, Adultery % 

Y. Thor. Nay, fure ’twas likely that the mofr was 
pafr ; 

For I meant never to return to you 
After this parting. 

Suf. Why then I thank you more, 

You have done lovingly, leaving your felf, 

That you would thus befrow me on another. 

Thou art my Husband, Death, and I embrace thee 
With all the love I have. Forget the frain 
Of my unwitting fm : and then I come 
A Chryftal Virgin to thee. My Soul’s^ purity 
Shall with bold Wings afcend the Doors of Mercy p 
For Innocence is ever her Companion. 
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Y. Thor. Not yet mortal ? I would not linger you. 
Or leave you a tongue to blab, 

Suf. Now heaven reward you ne’er the worfe for 
me. 

I did not think that death had been lo Tweet ; 

Nor I fo apt to love him. I could ne’er die better, 
Had I llaid forty yeers for preparation : 

For I’m in charity with all the World. 

Let me for once be thine example, Heaven \ 

Do to this man as I him free forgive. 

And may he better die, and better live. Moritur. 
Y. Tho. ’Tis done ; and I am in : once paft our 
height, 

We fcorn the deepft Abyfs. This follows now, 

To heal her wounds by drelTing of the Weapon : 

Arms, thighs, hands, any place ; we mufl not fail, 

[ Wounds kimfetf. 

Light fcratches giving fuch deep ones. The befl 
I can 

To binde my felf to this Tree. Now’s the jflorm, 
Which if blown o’re, many fair days may follow. 

{Dog ties him. 

So, fo, I’m fall I I did not think I could 
Have done fo well behinde me. How profperous 
And effedlual mifehief fometimes is ? Help, help ; 
Murther, murther, murther. 

Enter Carter, and Old Thomey. 

Cart Ha I Whom tolls the Bell for % 

Y. nor. Oh, oh 1 

0. Thor. Ah me ! the caufe appears too foon : 
my Child, my Son. 

Cart Sufan^ Girl, Child. Not fpeak to thy 
Father^ Hah I 

Y. Tho. O lend me fome affillance to o’retake 
this haplefs woman. 

0. Thor. Let’s o’retake the mmtherers. Speak 
whim thou canft; anon may be too late* I fear 
thou haft deaths mark upon thee too. 
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Y. Tlior. I know them both \ yet fuch an Oath is 
pafs’d, 

As pulls damnation up if it be broke ; 

I dare not name ’em : think what forc’d men do* 

O. Thor. Keep oath with murtherers ? that were 
a confcience to hold the Devil in. 

Y. Thor. Nay, Sir, I can defcribe ’em ; 

Shall Ihew them as familiar as their names. 

1‘he Taller of the two at this time wears 
His Satten-doublet white, but Crimfon lin’d ; 

Hole of black Satten, Cloak of Scarlet. 

O. Thor. Warbeck^ Warbeck, Warbeck : Do you 
liH to this, Sir ? 

Cart. Yes, yes, I liflen you : here’s nothing to be 
heard* 

Y. Thor. Th’ others Cloak branch’d Velvet black. 
Velvet lin’d his Suit* 

O. Thor. I have ’em already : Somerfon, Somerton. 
Binal revenge, all this. Come, Sir, the firh work 
Is to purfiie the Murtherers, when we have remov’d 
Thefe mangled bodies hence. 

Cart Sir, take that Carcafe there, and give me 
this. 

I’ll not own her now ; fhe’s none of mine. 

Bob me off with a dumb Ihew 1 No, m have life. 
This is my Son too, and while there’s life in him, 

’Tis half mine ; take you halfe that filence for’t 
When I fpeak, I look to be fpoken to: forgetful 
Slut? 

O, Thor. Alas I what grief may do now ? 

Look, Sir, I’ll take this load of forrow with me. 

Cart I, do, and I’ll have this. How do you, 
Sir? 

Y. Thor. O, very ill, Sir* 

Cart Yes, I think fo ; but ’tis well you can fpeak 
yet 

There’s no mufick but in found, fotmd it mull be* 

I have not wept thefe twenty years before, 
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And that I guefs was eVe that Girl was horn ; 

Yet now niethinksj if J but knew tlie way, 

My heart’s fo full, I could weep night and day. 

Mxcunt 

Enter Sir Arthur Clarington, Warbcck, Somerton, 

Sir Art. Come, Gentlemen, wc mull all help to 
grace 

The nimble-footed youth of Edmoutm, 

That are fo kinde to call us up to day 
With an high Morrice. 

Wark I could with it for the bell, it were the 
worll now. 

Abfurditie’s in my opinion ever the bell Dancer in a 
Morrice. 

Som. 1 could rather deep tlicn fee ’em. 

Sir Art. Not well, Sir 1 

Som. Faith not ever thus leaden ; yet I know no 
caufe for’t. 

Wark Now am I beyond mine own condition 
highly difpos’d to mirth. 

Sir Art. Well, you may yet have a Morrice to 
help both ; 

To flrike you in a dump, and make him merry. 

Enter Fidier and Morrice \ all hut Banks. 

FidL Come, will you fet your felves in Morrice- 
ray 1 the fore-Bell, fecoud Bell, Tenor and Great Bell i 
Maid-maxion for the fame Bell. But where’s the 
Weather-cock now ? the Hobby-horfe 1 
I. Is not Banks come yet ^ What a fpight ’tis 1 
Sir Art When fet you forward, Gentlemen % 

I. We flay but for the Hobby-horfe, Sir : all our 
Footmen are ready, 

Som. Tis marvel your Horfe Ihould be behinde 
your Foot. 
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2. Yes, Sir : he goes further about : we can come 
in at the Wicket, but the broad Gate mull be opened 
for him. 


Enter Banks, Hohhy-horfe and Dog. 

Sir Art Oh, we flaid for you, Sir. 

Clow. Onely my Horfe wanted a Shooe, Sir ; but 
we fhall make you amends e’re we part. 

Sir Art I? well faid, make ’em drink e’re they 
begin. 


Ent ferv. with beer. 

Clow, A bowl, I prithee, and a little for my Horfe, 
he’ll mount the better. Nay, give me, I mufl drink 
to him, he’ll not pledge elfe. Here Hobby. {Holds 
him the bowll\ I pray you : No ? not drink ? 
You fee, Gentlemen, we can but bring our horfe 
to the Water; he may chufe whether he’ll drink 
or no. 

Som, A good Moral made plain by Hiflory. 

I. Strike up, Father Sawgut^ llrike up. 

Fidl. E’en when you will. Children. Now in the 
name of the beft foot forward. How now? not a 
word in thy Guts ? I think, Children, my Inflrument 
has caught cold on the fudden. 

Clow. My Ningli% knavery : black Toni!% doing. 

Om7i. Why what mean you. Father Sawgut% 

Clow. Why what would you have him do ? You 
hear his Fiddle is fpeechlefs. 

Fidl. I’ll lay mine Ear to my Inflrument, that my 
poor Fiddle is bewitch’d. I play’d The Flowers in 
May, e’en now, as fweet as a Violet ; now ’hvill not 
go againft the hair : you fee I can make no more 
Mufick then a Beetle of a Cow-turd. 

Clow. Let me fee, Father Saiogtd, fay, once you 
had a brave Hobby-horfe, that you were beholding 
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to. 111 play and dance too. Mngie, away with it. 

\Pog j^iays the Morrke; which ended^ 
miter a Conjlable and 0£kcr$. 


Omn. I marry. Sir ! 

Conjl. Away with jollity, ’tis too fad an hour. 

Sir Arthur Claringto?^, your own affillance, 

In the Kings Name, I charge, for apprehenfion 
Of thefe two Murderers, Warbeck and Somerion. 

Sir Art. Ha \ flat Murtherers ? 

Som. Ha, ha, ha, this has awakened my melan- 
choly. 

Warb. And llruck my mirth down flat. Mur- 
therers ? 

Cond* The accufation is flat againfl you, Gentle- 
men. 

Sir, you may be fatisfied with this. 1 hope 
Youll quietly obey my power : 

’Twill make your caufe the fairer. 

Ambo, Oh 1 with all our hearts, Sir. 

Clow. There’s my Rival taken up for Hang-man’s 
meat. Tom told me he was about a piece of Vil- 
lany. Mates and Morrice-men, you fee here’s no 
longer piping, no longer dancing. This news of Mur- 
der has flain the Morrice. You that go the foot-way, 
fare ye well : I am for a Gallop, Come, Mngie. 

Exe* 

Eidl. [Strikes his Fiddlei\ 1 1 Nay and my Fid- 
dle be come to himfelf again, I care not. I think 
the Devil has been abroad amongil us to day. I’ll 
keep thee out of thy fit now if I can. Bxe. 

Sir Art Thefe things are full of horror, full of 
pity. 

But if this time be conflant to the proof, 

The guilt of both thefe Gentlemen I dare take 
Upon mine own danger ; yet howfoever, Sir, 

Your power mull be obey’d. 
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Warb. Oh mofl willingly, Sir. 

*Tis a moll fweet afflidlion. I could not meet 
A joy in the bell lhape with better will. 

Come, fear not, Sir ; nor Judge, nor Evidence, 

Can binde him o’re, who’s freed by confcience. 

Sem. Mine Hands fo upright to the middle Zone, 
It takes no lhadow to’t, it goes alone. Exeutii. 


Act. IV. Scaen, L 


Enter Old Banks, and two or three Country-men. 

0. Bank. TV /r " 5 ^ Horfe this morning runs moH 

IVx phioully of the Glaunders, whofe 
nofe yeflernight was as clean as any Man’s here now 
coming from the Barbers ; and this I’ll take my 
death upon’t is long of this Jadilh Witch, Mother 
Sawyer. 

1. I took my Wife and a Servingman in our Town 
of Edmonton^ thralhing in my Bam together, fuch 
Com as Country-Wenches carry to Market ; and exa- 
mining my Polecat why Ihe did fo, Ihe fwore in her 
confcience Ihe was bewitch’d : and what Witch have 
we about us, but Mother Sawyer % 

2. Rid the Town of her, elfe all our Wives will 
do nothing elfe but dance about other Country May- 
poles. 

3. Our Cattel fall, our Wives fall, our Daughters 
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fall, and Maicl-fcrvants fall ; and wc our felves fliall 
not be able to Rand, if this BcaR be fullered to graze 
amongR us- 

EnUr W» Hamlac, with Thatch and a JJnk 

Haml Burn the Witch, the Witch, the Witch, the 
Witch. 

Omn, What haR got there 9 

Homl A handful of Thatch plucked off a Hovel 
of hers : and they fay, when ’tis burning, if Rie be a 
Witch, fhedl come running in. 

O. Bank Tire it, fire it : I’ll Rand between thee 
and home for any danger. 

As that hums, enter the Witch 

Sawy. Difeafes, Plagues ; the curfe of an old Wo- 
man follow and fall upon you. 

Omn. Are you come, you old Trot ? 

0. Bank You hot Whore, muR we fetch you with 
fire in your tail 1 

1. This Thatch is as good as a Jury to prove Rie 
is a Witch. 

Omn. Out Witch ; beat her, kick her, fet fire on 
her. 

Sawy. Shall I be murthered by a bed of Serpents ? 
help, help 1 

Enter Sir Arthur Clarington, and a yujfice* 

Omn. Hang her, beat her, kill her. 

yujl. How now ? Forbear this violence. 

Sawy, A crew of Villains, a knot of bloody Hang- 
men fet to torment me I know not why. 

yujl. Alas, neighbour Banks, are you a Ring- 
leader in mifehief? ■ Fie, to abufe an aged woman 1 

O. Bank Woman? a She-hell-cat, a Witch: tp 
prove her one, we no fooner fet fire on the Thatch of 
her pioufe, but in Ihe came running, as if Devil 
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had fent her in a Barrel of Gunpowder ; which trick as 
ftirely proves her a Witch, as the Pox in a fnuffling 
nofe, is a fign a Man is a Whore-mafter. 

yuft. Come, come ; firing her Thatch ? ridiculous : 
take heed Sirs what you do : unlefs your proofs come 
better arm’d, inftead of turning her into a Witch, 
you’ll prove your felves flarke Fools. 

Omn,, Fools ? 

ynjl. Arrant Fools. 

O. Bank, Pray, Mr. Jullice what do you call ’em, 
hear me but in one thing : This grumbling Devil 
owes me I know no good will ever fince I fell out with 
her. 

Samy, And brakedll my back with beating me. 

O. Bank, I’ll break it worfe. 

Sawy, Wilt thou 1 

yujl. You muft not threaten her : ’tis againfl 
Law. Go on. 

O. Bank, So, Sir, ever fince, having a Dun-Cow 
tied up in my Back-fide, let me go thither, ^ or but 
call mine eye at her, and if I Ihould be hang’d I 
cannot chufe, though it be ten times in an hour, but 
run to the Cow, and taking up her tail, kifs (faving 
your Worfliip’s Reverence) my Cow behinde ; That 
the whole Town of Edmontofi has been ready to be- 
pifs themfelves with laughing me to fcorn. 

ynjl. And this is long of her? 

O. Bank, Who the Devil elfe ? for is any man 
fuch an Afs, to be fuch a Baby, if he were not be- 
witch’d ? 

Sir Art, Nay, if lire be a Witch, and the harms 
£he does end in fuch fports, flie may fcape burning. 

yujl. Go, go ; pray vex her not : fire is a Subje<5l, 
and you muft not be Judges of the Law to flrike her 
as you pleafe. 

Omn, No, no, we’ll finde cudgel enough to flrike 
her. 
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0. Bank I, no lips to kifs but my Cows ? 

Hxcuni, 

Sawy, Rots and foul maladies eat up thee and 
thine. 

fujl. Here’s none now, Mother but 

this Gentleman, my felf and you j; let us to feme 
milde QueHions, have you milde Anfwers ? Tell 
us honeflly, and with a free confeffion, (we’ll do 
our bell to wean you from it) are you a Witch, 
or no % 

Sawy. I am none. 
yujl. Be not fo furious. 

Sawy, I am none. None but bafe Curs fo bark 
at me. I am none. Or would I were : if every poor 
old Woman be trod on thus by Haves, revil’d, kick’d, 
beaten, as I am daily, fhe to be reveng’d had need 
turn Witch. 

Sir Art And you to be reveng’d have fold your 
Soul to th’ Devil 

Sawy., Keep thine own from him. 
ytiji. You are too faweie, and too bitter. 

Sawy. Saweie 1 by what commiffion can he fend 
my Soul on the Divel’s Errand, more then I can his 1 
is he a Landlord of my Soul, to thrull it when he lift 
out of door'l 

yuji. Know whom you fpeak to. 

Sawy. A Man : perhaps, no Man. Men in gay 
clothes, whofe Backs are laden with Titles and 
Honours, are within far more crooked then I am ; and 
if I be a Witch, more Witch-like, 

Sir Art Y’ate a bafe Hell-hound, And now, 
Sir, let me tell you, Far and neer fhee’s bruited 
for a woman that maintains a Spirit that fucks her. 

' Suwy. I defie thee. 

Sir Art, Go, go, I «an, if need be, bring an 
hundred voyces e’en here in Edmonton^ that fhall lowd 
proclaim thee for a fecret and pernicious Witch. 

&55byl Bb, hat 
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1^0 you laugh ? why laugh you % 

^ Sawy. At my name : the brave name this Knight 
gives me, Witch. 

yuji. Is the Name of Witch fo pleafing to thine 
Ear? 

Sir Art Pray, Sir, give way, and let her Tongue 
gallop on. 

Sawy, A Witch ? who is not ? 

Hold not that univerfal Name in fcorne then. 

What are your painted things in Princes Courts % 
Upon whofe Eye-lids Lull fits blowing fires 
To burn Mens Souls in fenfual hot defires : 

Upon whofe naked Paps, a Leachers thought 
A^s Sin in fouler ihapes then can be wrought 
fujl. But thofe work not as you do. 

Sawy, No, but far worfe : 

Thefe, by Inchantments, can whole Lordihips change 
To Trunks of rich Attire : turn Ploughs and 
Teams 

To Flanders Mares and Coaches ; and huge trains 
Of fervitors, to a French Biitter-Flie. 

Have you not City-witches who can turn 
Their husbands wares, whole ilanding (hops of 
wares, 

To fumptuous Tables, Gardens of floln fin % 

In one yeer wafting, what fcarce twenty win. 

Are not thefe Witches % 

fujl. Yes, yes, but the Law 
Cafts not an eye on thefe. 

Sawy, Why then on me, 

Or any lean old Beldame ? Reverence once 
Had wont to wait on age. Now an old woman 
Ill-favour'd grown with yeers, if ihe be poor, 

Muft be call’d Bawd or Witch. Such fo abus’d 
Are the courfe Witches : t’other are the fine, 

Spun for 4 he Devil’s own wearing. 

Sir Art And fo is thine. 

Sawy, She on whofe tongue a whirlwind fits to 
blow 


D D 
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A man out of himfclf, from bis foil ^rillow, 
l^olcaii liis bead on Rocks and figliting vvaves, 

Is not that Scold a Witch i 'I1ic Man of La.w 
Whofe honeyed hopes the credulous (hient (Iravvs^ 

(As Bees by tinkling Ikifons) to fvvann to him, 

From his own Hive, to work the Wax in his ; 

He is no Witch, not he. 

Sir Art. But tliefe Men- Witches 
Are not in trading with Hells Merchandize, 

Like fuch as you are, that for a word, a look, 

Denial of a Coal of fire, kill Men, 

Children and Cattel. 

Sawy. Tell them, Sir, that do fo : 

Am I accusM for fuch an one ? 

Sir Art Yes, 'twill be fworn. 

Sawy. Dare any fwear I ever tempted Maiden 
With golden hooks flung at her chaftity, 

To come and lofe her honour ? and being’ lofl, 

To pay not a Denier for't ? Some llavcs have done it 
Men-witches can without the Fangs of Law, 

Drawing once one drop of blood, put counterfeit 
pieces 

Away for true Gold. 

Sir Art By one thing flie fpeaks, 

I know now fliers a Witch, and dare no longer 
Hold conference with the Fury. 

yuji. Let's then away : 

Old woman, mend thy life, get home and pray. 

lixemit 

Sawy. For his conMon. 

£nter Dog. 

My dear Tom-boy welcome. 

I am torn in pieces by a pack of Curs 
Clap'd all upon me, and for want of thee : 

Comfort me : thou (halt have the Teat anon. 

Dog. Bough wough : 111 have it now. 

Sarny. I am dri’d up 
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With curfing and with madnefs ; and have yet 
No blood to moyflen thefe fweet lips of thine. 

Stand on thy hind-legs np. Kifs me, my Tommy, 

And mb away fome wrinkles on my brow, 

By making my old ribs to llirug for joy 
Of thy fine tricks. What hall thou done? Let’s 
tickle, 

Hall thou llrack the horfe lame as I bid thee? 

Dog, Yes, and nip’d the fucking-childe. 

Sawy, Ho, ho, my dainty. 

My little Pearl. No Lady loves her Hound, 

Monkey, or Parakeet, as I do thee. 

Dog, The Maid has been charming Butter nine 
hours ; but it lhall not come. 

Sawy, Let ’em eat Cheefe and choak. 

Dog, I had rare fport 
Among the Clowns i’th’ Morrice. 

Sawy. I could dance 

Out of my skin to hear thee. But my Curl-pate, 

That Jade, that foul-tongu’d whore, Nan Ratcliff, 

Who for a little Soap lick’d by my Sow, 

Strack, and almoft had lam’d it ; Did not I charge 
thee, 

To pinch that Quean to th’ heart ? 

Dog. Bough, wough, wough : Look here elle. 

Enter Anne Ratcliff mad. 

Rate, See, fee, fee; the Man i’th’ Moon has 
built a new Windmill, and what running there’s from 
all quarters of the City to learn the Art of Grinding I 
Sawy. Ho, ho, ho 1 I thank thee, my fweet Mun- 
grel 

Rate. Hoyda 1 a-pox of the Devil’s falfe Hopper 1 
all the golden Meal runs into the rich Knaves purfes, 
and the poor have nothing but Bran. Hey derry 
down 1 Are not you Mother Sawyer 1 
Sawy. No, I am a Lawyer. 

Rate. Art thou? I prithee let me fcratch thy 

0 0 2 
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Face ; for thy Pen has flea’d off a great many mens 
skins. Youll have brave doings in the Vacation ; for 
Knaves and Fools are at variance in every Village. 
I’ll fue Mother Sawyer^ and her own Sow fliall give in 
evidence againfl her. 

Sawy. Touch her. 

Mate, Oh my Ribs are made of a paynd Hofe, 
and they break. There’s a Lancajhire Horn-pipe in 
my throat : hark how it tickles it, with Doodle, 
Doodle, Doodle, Doodle. Welcome Serjeants : wel- 
come Devil. Hands, hands ; hold hands, and dance 
a-round, a-round, a-round. 

Enter Old Banks, Ms Son the Clown^ Old Ratcliff, 
Coimtry-fellows. 

0. Rate. She’s here ; alas, my poor wife is here. 

O. Bank. Catch her fall, and have her into fome 
clofe Chamber do, for file’s as many Wives are, flark 
mad. ‘ 

Clow. The witch, Mother Sawyer, the witch, the 
devil [Car. her off. 

O. Rate. O my dear Wife ! help, Sirs ! 

O. Bank. You fee your work, Mother Bumby. 

Saw. My work ? fhould Ihe & all you here run 
mad, is the work mine % 

Clow. No, on my confcience, fhe would not hurt 
a Devil of two yeers old. 

Enter Old Ratcliff, and the rejl. 

How now ? what’s become of her ? 

O. Rate. Nothing : fhe’s become nothing, but the 
miferable trunk of a wretched woman. We were in 
her hands as Reeds in a mighty Tempefl : fpight of 
our flrengths, away file brake; and nothing in her 
mouth being heard, but the Devil, the Witch, the 
Witch, the Devil ; fhe beat out her own brains, and 
fo died. 
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Clow. It’s any Man’s cafe, be he never fo wife, to 
die when his brains go a wool-gathering. 

O. Bajiks. Maflers, be rul’d by me ; let’s all to a 
Juftice. Hag, thou hail done this, and thou ihalt 
anfwer it. 

Sawy. Banks, I defie thee. 

O. Ba?ik. Get a Warrant firft to examine her, then 
fliip her to Newgate : here’s enough, if all her other 
villanies were pardon’d, to burn her for a Witch. You 
have a Spirit, they fay, comes to you in the likenefs of 
a Dog ; we Ihall fee your Cur at one time or other : if 
we do, unlefs it be the Devil himfelf, he ihall go 
howling to the Goal in one chain, and thou in an- 
other. 

Sawy. Be hang’d thou in a third, and do thy 
worfl. 

Cloti). How, Father 1 you fend the poor dumb 
thing howling to th’ Goal ? He that makes him howl, 
makes me roar. 

O. Ba7tk. Why, foolifh Boy, dofl thou know him 1 

Clow. No matter, if I do or not. He’s baylable I 
am fure by Law. But if the Dog’s word will not be 
taken, mine lliall. 

O. Ba7ik. Thou Bayl for* a Dog? 

Clow. Yes, or a Bitch either, being my Friend. 
I’ll lie by the heels my felf, before Puppifon lhall : his 
Dog-days are not come yet, I hope. 

O. Bank What manner of Dog is it ? didfl ever 
fee him ? 

. Clow. See him? yes, and given him a bone to 
gnaw twenty times. The Dog is no Court foyiling 
Hound, that fills his belly full by bafe wagging his 
tayl \ neither is it a Citizens Water-Spaniel, enticing 
his Mailer to go a-ducking twice or thrice a week, 
whilft his Wife makes Ducks and Drakes at home : 
this is no P<arw-Garden Bandog neither, that keeps a 
Bough, wough, woughing, to have Butchers bring 
their Curs thither ; and' when all comes to all, they 
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run away like Sheep : neither is this the black Dog of 
JSFew-gaie, 

O, Bank No, Good-man Son-fool, but the Dog of 
Hell-gate. 

Clow. I fay, Good-man Father-fool, it’s a lye, 

Omn. He’s bewitch’d. 

Clow. A grofs lye as big as my felf. The Devil in 
St. Dunjlaiis will as foon dxink with this poor Cur, as 
with any Temple Bar-Laundress, that wafhes and 
wrings Lawyers. 

Dog^ Bough, wough, wough, wough. 

Omn. O the Dog’s here, the Dog’s here. 

O. Bank. It was the voice of a Dog. 

Clow. The voice of a Dog? if that voice were 
a Dog’s, what voice had my Mother? fo am I 
a Dog : bough, wough, wough : it was I that 
bark’d fo, Father, to make Cocks-combs of thefe 
Clowns. 

O. Bank. However, we’ll be Cocks-comb’d no 
longer ; away therefore to th’ Juflice for a Warrant ; 
and then, Gammer Gurton, have at your Needle of 
Witch-craft. 

Sawy. And prick thine own eyes out Go, peevilh 
Fools. Exe, 

Clow. Ningle^ you had like to have fpoyl’d all 
with your Boughings. I was glad to put ’em off with 
one of my Dog-tricks, on a fudden, I am bewitch’d, 
little Coft-me-nougbt, • to love thee — a Pox, that 
Morrice makes me fpit in thy mouth, I dare not 
Hay. Farewel, Ningle ; you whorefon Dogs-nofe. 

Farewel Witch. ExiL 

Dog. Bough, wough, wough, wough. 

Sawy. Minde him not, he’s not worth thy worry- 
ing : run at a fairer Game : that fowl-mouth’d Knight, 
fcurvy Sir Arthur^ flie at him, my Tommy ; and pluck 
out’s throat 

Dog. No, there a Dog already biting’s con- 

fcience. 
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I Suwy. That's a fure Blood-hound. Come, let's 
home and play. 

Our black work ended, we’ll make holiday. Exeunt 


SC^N. 2. 


Enter Katherine : a Bed tkruji forth^ on it Frank 
m a Jlumher. 

Kat Brother, Brother 1 So found alleep ? that’s 
well. 

Frank, No, not I, Sifter : he that’s wounded here. 
As I am ; (all my other hurts are bitings 
Of a poor flea) but he that here once bleeds, 

Is maim’d incurably. 

Kat, My good fweet Brother, 

(For now my Sifter muft grow up in you) 

Though her lofs ftrikes you through, and that I feel 
The blow as deep, I pray thee be not cruel 
To kill me too, by feeing you call away 
In your own helplefs forrow. Good Love, ftt up : 
And if you can give Phyfick to your felf, 

I fhall be well. 

Frank, I’ll do my beft. 

Kat I thank you. What do you look about for ? 
Frank, Nothing, nothing; but I was thinking, 
Sifter. 

Kat Dear heart, what ? 

Fran, Who but a fool would thus be bound to 
a bed, 

Having this Room to walk in ? 

Kat, Why do you talk fo '1 would you were fall 
afleep. 

Frank, No, no, I’m not idle : 

But here’s my meaning : being rob’d as I am, 

Why fhould my Soul, which married was to hers, 
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Live in divorce, and not die after her % 

Why Ihould not 1 walk hand in hand with death 
To finde my Love out ? 

Kat That were well, indeed. 

Your time being come, when death is fent to call 
you, 

No doubt you lhall meet her. 

Frank. Why fhould not I go without calling % 

Kat Yes, Brother, fo you might, were there no 
place 

To go to when /are gone, but onely this. 

Frank. Troth, Siller, thou fayll true : 

For when a man has been an hundred yeers, 

Hard travelling oVe the tottering bridge of age. 

He’s not the thoufand part upon his way. 

All life is but a wandring to finde home : 

When we are gone, we are there. Happy were man, 
Could here his Voyage end \ he Ihould not then 
Anfwer how well or ill he fleer’d his Soul, 

By Heaven’s or by Hell’s Compafs ; how he put in 
(Loofing blefs’d Goodnefs fhore) at fuch a fin ; 

Nor how life’s dear provifion he has fpent : 

Nor how far he in’s Navigation went 
^Beyond CommifTion. This were a fine Raign, 

To do ill, and not hear of it again. 

Yet then were Man more wretched then a Beall : 

For, Siller our dead pay is fure the beft, 

Kat. ’Tis fo; the bell or worfL And I wifli 
Heaven 

To pay (and fo I know it will) that Tray tor, 

That Devil Somerton (who flood in mine eye 
Once as an Angel) home to his defervings. 

What Villain but himfelf, once loving me, 

With WarhecUs Soul would pawn his own to Hell, 

To be reveng’d on my poor Siller ? 

Frank. Slaves 1 a pair of mercilefs Slaves 1 
Speak no more of them. 

Kate. I think this talking hurts you. 

Frank. Does me no good, I’m fure, 
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I pay for’t everywhere. 

Kat I have done then. 

Eat, if you cannot fleep : you have thefe two days 
Not tailed any food. J^ane, is it ready ? 

Frank, What’s ready ? what’s ready % 

Kat I have made ready a rofled Chicken for 
you. 

Sweet, wilt thou eat ? 

Frank, A pretty flomach on a hidden — ^yes — 
There’s one in the houfe can play upon a Lute : 

Good Girl, let’s hear him too. » 

Kat You fhall, dear Brother. Lute plays. 

Would I were a Mufician, you ihould hear 
How I would feafl your ear. 

Stay, mend your Pillow, and raife you higher. 

Frank, I am up too high : am I not, Siller, now ; 
Kat No, no j ’tis well : fall to, fall to. A Knife : 
here’s never a Knife, Brother, I’ll look out yours. 

Enter Eog^ Jhrugging as it were for joy, and dances, 

Frank, Sifter, O Sifter, I am ill upon a hidden ; 
and can eat nothing. 

Kat In very deed you ftiall. The want of Food 
makes you fo faint. Ha 1 here’s none in your pocket. 
I’ll go fetch a Knife. Exit 

Frank. Will you % ’Tis well, all’s well. 

[Ske gone, he fear dies firft one, then the other Pocket 
Knife found. Dog rum off. He lies on one fide: 
the Spirit of Sufan his fecond Wife comes to the 
Bedsfide, He flares at it; and turning to the 
other fide, ifs there too. In the mean time, Winni- 
fride as a Page comes in, fiands at his Bedsfeet 
fadly ; he frighted, fits upright. The Spirit 
vanijhes, 

Frank, Wliat art thou ? 

Win, A loft Creature. 



4X0 The Witch of Edmonton. 

Frank. So am I too. Win ? Ah, my She-Page ! 
Win. For your fake I put on a thape thaf s falfe ; 
yet do I wear a heart true to you as your own. 

Frank. Would mine and thine were Fellows in 
one houfe. Kneel by me here : on this fide now ? 
How dar’fi thou come to mock me on both fides of 
my bed ? 

Win. When ? 

Frank. But juft now : out-face me, ftare upon me 
with ftrange poftures : turn my Soul wilde by a face 
in which were drawn a thoufand Ghofts leaped newly 
from their Graves, to pluck me into a winding- 
Sheet 

Win. Believe it, I came no neerer to you then 
yon place, at your beds-feet ,* and of the houfe had 
leave, calling my felf your Horfe-boy, in to come, and 
vifit my fick Mailer. 

Frank. Then ’twas my Fancy. Some Wind-mill 
in my brains for want of fleep. 

Win. Would I might never fieep, fo you could 
reft. 

But you have pluck’d a Thunder on your head, 

Whofe noife cannot ceafe fuddainly : why fhould you 
Dance at the wedding of a fecond wife ? 

When fcarce the Mufick which you heard at mine 
Had tane a farewel of you. O this was ill 1 
And they who thus can give both hands away, 

In th’ end fhall want their beft Limbs. 

Frank. Winnifride^ the Chamber door fall % 

Win. Yes. 

Frank. Sit thee then down ; 

And when th’aft heard me fpeak, melt into tears : 

Yet I to fave thofe eyes of thine from weeping, 

Being to write a Story of us two, 

In ftead of Ink, dip’d my lad Pen in blood. 

When of thee I took leave, I went abroad. 

Onely for Pillage, as a Freebooter, 

What Gold foere I got, to make it thine. 

To pleafe a Father, I have Heaven difpleafd. 
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Striving to call two wedding Rings in one, 

Through my bad workmanfhip I now have none. 

I have lofl her and thee. 

Win, I know Ihe's dead: but you have me 
Hill 

Frank, Nay, her this hand murdered; and fo I 
lofe thee too. 

Win, Oh me 1 

Frank, Be quiet, for thou my evidence art, 

Jurie and Judge : iit quiet, and 111 tell all 

As they whifper^ enter at one end d tK Stage Old 
Carter and Katharine, Dog at tli other, pawing 
foftly at Frank. 

Kat, I have run madding up and down to find 
you, being laden with the heaviefl News that ever 
poor Daughter carried. 

Cart, Why ? is the Boy dead ? 

Kat, Dead, Sir 1 O Father, we are cozen’d : you 
are told the Murtherer fings in Prifon, and he laughs 
here. 

This Villaine kiPd my Siller : fee elfe, fee, 

A bloody Knife in^s Pocket 
Cart Blefs me, patience ! 

Frank. The Knife, the Knife, the Knife I 
Aat What Knife % Exit Fog, 

Frank, To cut my Chicken up, my Chicken ; be 
you my Carver, Father. 

Cart, That I will 

Kat, How the Devil fteels our brows after doing 
ill! 

Frank, My ftomack and my fight are taken from 
me ; all is not well within me. 

Cart, I believe thee, Boy : I that have feen fo 
many Moons clap their Horns on other mens Fore- 
heads to Hrike them fick, yet mine to fcape, and be 
well ! I that never call away a Fee upon Urinals, but 
am as found as an honefl mans Confcience when hee’s 
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dying, I llaould cry out as thou dofl, All is not well 
within me, felt I but the Bag of thy impoflhumes. Ah 
poor Villaine 1 Ah my wounded Rafcal 1 all my grief 
is, I have now fmall hope of thee, 

Frank. Do the Surgeons fay, My wounds are dan- 
gerous then % 

Cart Yes, yes, and there’s no way with thee but 
one. 

Frank. Would he were here to open them. 

Cart He go to fetch him : He make an holiday to 
fee thee as I wifh. Exit to fetch Officers. 

Frank. A wondrous kinde old man, 

Wt7i. Your fins the blacker, fo to abiife his good- 
nefs. 

Mafler, how do you % 

Fra7ik. Pretty well now, boy : I have fuch odd 
qualms come crofs my ftomack ! He fall too ; boy, 
cut me. 

Win. You have cut me, I’m fure, a Leg or Wing, 
Sir. 

Fra7ik. No, no, no : a Wing? would I had Wings 
but to foar up yon Tower : but here’s a Clog that 
hinders me. Whafs that % 

\Father with her in a Cofiini\ 

Cart That ? what ? O now I fee her f *tis a 
young Wench, my Daughter, Sirrah, fick to the 
death : and hearing thee to be an excellent Bafcal 
for letting blood, Ihe looks out at a Cafement, and 
crys, Help, help, ftay that paan ; him I muft have, or 
none. 

Frank. For pities fake, remove her : fee, fhe Hares 
with one broad open eye Hill in my face. 

Ca7± Thou putteH both hers out, like a Villaine 
as thou art \ yet fee, Hie is willing to lend thee 
one againe to finde out the Murtherer, and that’s thy 
felf. 

FrafiL Old man, thou lieH. 
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Cart So flialt thou fth’ Goal Run for Offi- 
cers. 

Kat O thou mercilefs Slave ! ffie was (though yet 
above ground) in her Grave to me, but thou haft tom 
it up againe. Mine eyes too much drown'd, now 
mull feel more raine. 

Cart Fetch Officers. Exit. Kaiherhie. 

Frank. For whom ? 

Cart. For thee, firrah, firrah : fome knives have 
foolifh Pofies upon them, but thine has a villanous 
one ; look, Oh ! it is enammeld with the Heart-Blood 
of thy hated Wife, my beloved Daughter. What faill 
thou to this evidence % is't not ffiarp % does’t not 
Hrike home '1 thou canfl not anfwer honeflly, and 
without a trembling heart, to this one point, this terri- 
ble bloody point. 

Win. I befeech you. Sir, flrike him no more ; you 
fee he’s dead already, 

Caut. O, Sir 1 you held his Horfes, you are as 
arrant a Rogue as he : up, go you too. 

Fra7ik. As y’are a man, throw not upon that 
Woman your loads of tyrannic, for fhe’s innocent. 

Cart How % how % a woman ? is’t grown to a 
I fafhion for women in all Countries to wear the 
{ Breeches ? 

Win. I am not as my difguife fpeaks me, Sir, 
his Page ; but his firfl onely wife, his lawful wife. 

Cart How ? how % more fire i’th’ Bed-flraw 1 

Win. The wrongs which fingly fell on your Daugh- 
ter, on me are multiplyed : ffie loll a life, but I, an 
Husband and my felfe mud lofe, if you call him to a 
Bar for what he has done. 

Cart. He has done it tlien ? 

Win. Yes, 'tis confelTdto me. 

Frafik. Dolt thou betray me ? 

Win. 0 pardon me, dear heart I I am mad to 
lofe thee, and know not what I fpeak : but if thou 
didfl, I mull arraigne this Father for two fins, Adul- 
tery and Murthei. 
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Enter Katherine, 

Kat, Sir, they are come. 

Cart, Arraigns me for what thou wilt, all Middkfex 
knows me better for an honeft man, then the mid- 
dle of a Market place knows thee for an honell 
woman : rife, Sirrah, and don your Tacklings, rig 
your felf for the Gallows, or I'll carry thee thither 
on my back ; your Trull fhall to th’ Goal go with you ; 
there be as fine New-gate birds as fhe, that can draw 
him in. Pox on’s wounds, 

Frank, I have ferv'd thee, and my wages now are 
paid, 

Yet my worfl punifhment fhall, I hope, be flaid. 

ExeimL 


Act. V. Scsen, i. 


Enter Mother Sawyer alone, 

Sawy, O Till wrong'd by every Slave ? and not 
, O a Dog 

Bark in his Dames defence % lam call'd Witch, 

Yet am my felf bewitched from doing harm. 

Have I given up my felf to thy black lull 
Thus to be fcorn'd ? not fee me in three days ? 

I'm loft without my Tomalin : prithee come, 

Revenge to me is fweeter far then life ; 

Thou art my Raven, on whofe cole-black wings 
Revenge comes flying to me : O my befl love 1 
I am on fire, (even in the midfl of Ice) 
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Raking my blood up, till my ilirunk knees feel 
Thy curl’d head leaning on them. Come then, my 
Darling, 

If in the Aire thou hover’ll, fall upon me 
In fome dark Cloud ; and as I oft have feen 
Dragons and Serpents in the Elements, 

Appear thou now fo to me. Art thou i’th’ Sea ? 

Mufler up all the Monllers from the deep, 

And be the ugliell of them : fo that my bulch 
Shew but his fwarth cheek to me, let earth cleave, 

And break from Hell, I care not : could I run 
Like a fwift Powder-Mine beneath the world, 

Up would I blow it, all to finde out thee, 

Though I lay ruin’d in it Not yet come 1 
I muS then fall to my old , Prayer : 

Sanctibketer nomem iuum. 

Not yet come ! worrying o^ Wolves, biting of mad 
Dogs, the Manges and the-^— 

Enter Dog. 

Dog How now 1 whom art thou curfmg ? 

Sawy. Thee. Ha ! No, ’tis my black Cur I am 
curfmg, for not attending on me. 

Dog. I am that Cur. 

Smvy. Thou lieft : hence, come not nigh me. 

Dog. Baugh, waugh. 

Sawy. Why doll thou appear to me in white. 

As if thou wert the Gholl of my dear love ? 

Dog. I am dogged, liH not to tell thee, yet to 
torment thee : my whitenefs puts thee in minde of 
thy winding Sheet. 

Smsjy. Am I near death ? 

Dog. Yes, if the Dog of Hell be near thee. 
When the Devil comes to thee as a I^mb, have at 
thy Throat. 

Sawy. Off, Cur. 

Dog. He has the back of a Sheep, but the belly 
of an Otter : devours by Sea and Land. Why am I 
in white ? didll thou not pray to me % 
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Saray. Yes, thou diffembling Hell-hound: why 
now in white more then at other times ? 

Be blaHed with the News; whitenefs is 
days Foot-boy, a forerunner to light, which fliews 
thy old river d face : Villaines are llrip’t naked, the 
Witch mull be beaten out of her Cock-pit. 

Sawy. MuH Ihe ? the (hall not ; thou art a lying 
Spirit : 

Why to mine eyes art thou a Flag of truce ? 

I am at peace with none ; ’tis the black colour 
Or none, which I fight under : I do not like 
Thy puritan-palenefs : glowing Furnaces 
Are far more hot than they which flame out-right. 

If thou my old Dog art, go and bite fuch as 1 fhall 
fet thee on. 

I will not. 

Sawy, I’ll fell my felf to twenty thoufand Fiends, 
to have thee tom in pieces then. 

Dog. Thou canfl not : thou art fo ripe to fall into 
Hell, that no more of my Kennel will fo much as 
bark at him that hangs thee. 

Samy. I lhall run mad. 

Dog. Do fo, thy time is come, to curfe, and rave 
and die. 

The Glafs of thy fms is full, and it mull run out at 
Gallows. 

\Sa'wy. It cannot, ugly Cur, I’ll confefs nothing ; 
And not confefling, who dare come and fwear 
I have bewitched them ? I’ll not confefs one 
mouthful. 

Dog. Chule, and be hang’d or burn’d. 

Sawy. Spight of the Devil and thee, I’ll muzzle 
up my Tongue from telling Tales, 

Dog Spight of thee and the Devil, thou’lt be 
condemn’d. 

Sawy. Yes, when ? 

Dog. And ere the Executioner catch thee full in’s 
Claws, thou’lt confefs all, 

Sawy. Out Dog 1 
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JDo^, Out Witch 1 Thy tryal is at hand : 

Our prey being had, the Devil does laughing Hand. 

TJie Dog Jiands aloof. Eiiter Old Banks, Ratcliff, 
and Countrymm. 

O. Bank. She’s here ; attach her : Witch, you muft 
go with us. 

Sawy. Whither? to Hell? 

O. Bank. No, no, no, old Crone ; your Mittimus 
lhall be made thither, but your own Jaylors fhail re- 
ceive you. Away with her. 

Sawy. My Tommie ! my fweet Tom-hoy I O thou 
Dog I doll thou now fly to thy Kennel and forfake me ? 

Plagues and Confumptions Exeunt. 

3og. Ha, ha, ha, ha 1 

Let not the World, Witches or Devils condemn ; 

They follow us, and then we follow them. 

[ Young Banks to the Dog. 

Clown. I would fain meet with mine Ingle once 
more ; he has had a Claw amongfl ’um : my Rival 
that lov’d my Wench, is like to be hang’d like an 
innocent ; a kinde Cur, where he takes ; but where 
he takes not, a dogged Rafcall. I know the Villaine 
loves me : no. [Barks.] Art thou there ? that’s 
Toms voice, but ’tis not he ; this is a Dog of another 
hair ; this ? bark and not fpeak to me ? not Tom then : 
there’s as much difference betwixt Tom and this, as 
betwixt white and black. 

Dog. Haft thou forgot me ? 

Clown. That’s Tom again : prithee Ningle fpeak, 
is thy name Tom ? 

Dog. Whilfl I ferv’d my old Dame Sawyer^ ’ twas : 
I’m gone from her now. 

Clown. Gone ? away with the Witch then too : 
Ihee’ll never thrive if thou leav’fl her ; fhe knows no 
more how to kill a Cow, or a Horfe, or a Sow, with- 
out thee, then fhe does to kill a Goofe. 

4 EE 
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Dog. No> Ihe has done killing now, but muH be 
kill’d for what fhe has done: fhe’s Ihortly to be 
bang’d. 

Clown. Is the? in my confcience if the be, ’tis 
thou haft brought her to the Gallows, Tom. 

Dog. E-ight : I ferv’d her to that purpofe, ’twas 
part of my Wages. 

Clown. This was no honeft Servants part, by your 
leave Tom : this remember, I pray you, between yon 
and I ; I entertain’d you ever as a Dog, not as a 
Devil. 

Dog. True ; and fo I us’d thee doggedly, not 
&velliflily. 

I have deluded thee for fport to laugh at. 

The Wench thou feek’ft ^ter, thou never fpakeft with, 
But a Spirit in her form, habit and likeness. Ha, 
ha ! 

Clown. I do not then wonder at the change of 
your garments, if you can enter into ftiapes of Women 
too. 

Dog. Any fhape, to blind fuch ftlly eyes as thine ; 
but chiefly thofe courfe Creatures, Dog or Cat, Hare, 
Ferret, Frog, Toad. 

Clown. Loufe or Flea ? 

Dog. Any poor Vermine. 

Clown. It feems you Devils have poor thin fouls, 
diat you can beftow your felves in fuch fmall bodies : 
but pray you Tom^ one queftion at parting, I think I 
fhall never fee you more ; where do you borrow thofe 
Bodies that are none of your own % the garment- 
fliape you may hire at Brokers. 

Dog. Why wouldft thou know that ? fool, it availes 
thee not. 

Clown. Onely for my mindes fake, Tom^ and to 
tdl fome of my Friends. 

Dog. I’ll thus much tell thee : Thou never art fo 
diftant 

From an evil Spirit, but that thy Oaths, 
purfes and Blafphemies pull him to thine Elbow : 
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Thou never telfl a lie, but that a Devil 
Is within hearing it ; thy evil purpofes 
Are ever haunted ; but when they come to aft, 

As thy Tongue llaundering, bearing falfe witnefs, 

Thy hand llabbing, flealing, cozening, cheating, 

He’s then within thee : thou play’fl, he bets upon thy 
part; 

Although thou lofe, yet he will gaine by thee. 

Clown, I % then he comes in the ihape of a Rook. 

Dog, The old Cadaver of fome felfe-llrangled 
wretch 

Will fometimes borrow, and appear humane 
The Carcafe of fome difeafe-flain llrumpet, 

We varnifh frelh, and wear as her firfl Beauty. 

Didft never hear % if not, it has been done. 

An hot luxurious Leacher in his Twines, 

When he has thought to clip his Dalliance, 

There has provided been for his embrace 
A fine hot fiaming Devil in her place. 

Clow, Yes, I am partly a witnefs to this, but I 
never could embrace her : I thank thee for that, Tom ; 
well, againe I thank thee, To7n^ for all this counfel, 
without a Fee too ; tliere’s few Lawyers of thy minde 
now : certainly To7n^ I begin to pity thee. 

Dog. Pity me % for what % 

Clow. Were it not poflible for thee to become an 
honeil Dog yet % ’tis a bafe life that you lead, Tom^ to 
ferve Witches, to kill innocent Children, to kill harm* 
lefs Cattle, to ftroy Corn and Fruit, ^twere better 
yet to be a Butcher, and kill for your felf. 

Dog. Why ? thefe are all my delights, my pleafures, 
fool. 

Clow. Or Tom,, if you could give your minde to 
ducking, I know you can fwim, fetch and carry, fome 
Shop-keeper in London would take great delight in 
you, and be a tender mailer over you : or if you have 
a mind to the Game, either at Bull or Bear, I think ,I 
could prefer you to Mal-Cutpurfe. 


E E 2 
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Dog. Ha, ha ! I fhould kill all the Game, Bulls, 
Bears, Dogs, and all, not a Cub to be left. 

Clow. You could do, Tom^ but you miifl play fair^ 
you lliould be flav’d off elfe : or if your flomach did 
better like to ferve in feme Noble Mans, Knights or 
Gentlemans Kitchin, if you could brook the wheel, 
and turn the fpit, your labour could not be much ; 
when they have Boll-meat, that's but once or twice in 
the week at moft, here you might lick your own Toes 
very well : Or if you could tranllate your felf into a 
Ladies Arming-puppy, there you might lick fweet lips, 
and do many pretty Offices ; but to creep under an 
old Witches Coats, and fuck like a great Puppy, Fie 
upofft ! I have heard beallly things of you, Tom. 

Dog. Ha, ha ! The worfe thou heardll of me, the 
better 'tis. 

Shall I ferve thee, Fool, at the felf-fame rate ? 

Clow. No, ril fee thee hang’d, thou llialt be 
damn’d hrll ; I know thy qualities too well, lie give 
no fuck to fuch Whelps ; therefore henceforth I defie 
thee ; out and avaunt. 

Dog. Nor will I ferve for fuch a filly Soul, 

I am for greatnefs now, corrupted greatnefs j 
There 111 Ihug in, and get a noble countenance : 

Serve forae Briarean Footcloth-llrider, 

That has an hundred hands to catch at Bribes, 

But not a Fingers nayl of Charity. 

Such, like the Dragons Tayl, fhall pull down hun- 
dreds . 

To drop and link with him : I’ll ffretch my felf, 

And draw this Bulk fmall as a Silver-wire, 

Enter at the leaft pore Tobacco fume 
Can make a breach for : hence filly fool, 

I fcom to prey on fuch an Atorae foul. 

Clow. Come out, come out, you Cur ; I will beat 
thee out of the bounds of Edmonton^ and to morrow 
we go in Proceffion, and after thou fbalt never come 
in againe : if thou goeff to London^ I’ll make thee go 



The Witch of Edmonton. 421 

about by Tiburn, Healing in by Theeving Lane : if 
thou canil rub thy Shoulder againfl a Lawyers Gown, 
as thou palTefl by WeJiminJkr-'EjsiSS.^ do ; if not, to the 
Stayers amongfl the Bandogs, take water, and the 
Devil go with thee. 

Eouwit K Banks, Vio^harhing. 

Enter Juflice, Sir Arthur, Warbeck, Carter, Kate. 

yuji. Sir Arthur^ though the Bench hath mildly 
cenfur’d your Errours, yet you have indeed been the 
Inflrument that wrought all their mif-fortunes ; I 
would wiih you pay^d down your Fine fpeedily\nd 
willingly. 

Sir Art, 111 i\eed no urging to it 
Cart. If you ihould, Iwere a fhame to you ; for if 
I ihould fpeak my confcience, you are worthier to be 
bang’d of the two, all things confidered ; and now 
make what you can of it : but I am glad thefe Gentle- 
men are freed. 

Warb, We knew our innocence. 

So7n. And therefore fear’d it not 
Kat But I am glad that I have you fafe. 

JSfoife within. 

yuJi. How now ! what noyfe is that % 

Cart Young Frank is going the wrong way ; Alas, 
poor youth 1 now I begin to pity him. 

Enter Y. Thorney and Holberts. Enter as to fee the 
Execution^ O. Carter, O. Thorney, Katharine, 
Winnifride weeing. 

O. Thor. Here let our forrows wait him : to prefs 
neerer 

The place of his fad death, fome apprehenfions 
May tempt our grief too much, at height already. 
Daughter, be comforted. 

Win. Comfort and I 
Are too far feparated to be joyn’d 
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But in eternity. I fhaxe too much of him that’s 
going thither. 

Cart, Poor woman, ’twas not thy fault : I grieve 
to fee 

Thee weep for him that hath my pity too. 

Win, My fault was lull, my puniihment was 
fhame ; 

Yet I am happy that my foul is free 

Both from confent, fore-knowledge, and intent 

Of any Murther, but of mine own Honour, 

Rellor’d again by a fair fatisfadlion, 

And fince not to be wounded. 

O. Thor, Daughter, grieve not for what neceffity 
forceth ; rather refolve to conquer it with patience. 
Alas, the faints 1 

Win, My griefes are flrong upon me : my weak- 
nefs fcarce can bear them. 

Within, Away with her ! hang her, Witch ! 

Enter Sawyer to Executmi, Officers with Holberts, 
country’-people. 

Cart, The Witch, that inilrument of mifchiefl did 
not fhe witch the Devil into my Son-in-law, when he 
kill’d my poor Daughter % do you hear, Mother 
Sawyer % 

Sawy, What would you have ? cannot a poor old 
woman have your leave to die without vexatbn 1 
Cart, Did not you bewitch Frank to kill his wife % 
he could never have don’t without the Devil. 

Sawy, Who doubts it % but is every Devil mine ? 
Would I had one now whom I might command 
To tear you all in pieces : Tom would have don’t be- 
fore he left me. 

Cart, Thou did’fl bewitch Anne Ratcliff to kill 
her felf. 

Sawy, Churl, thou ly’H; I never did her hurt: 
would you were all as neer your ends as I am, tha 
gave evidence againll me for it 
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Countr, III be fwom, Mr. Carter.^ flie bewitched 
Gammer Wajhbowls Sow, to cafl her Pigs a day 
before fhe would have farried ; yet they were fent up 
to London^ and fold for as good Wejiminjfer Dog-Pigs, 
at Bariholomew Fair^ as ever great belly’d Ale-wife 
longed for. 

Sawy. Thefe Dogs will mad me : I was well 
refolv’d 

To die in my repentance ; though ’tis true, 

I would live longer if I might : yet fince 
I cannot, pray torment me not ; my confcience 
Is fetled as it fliall be : all take heed 
How they believe the Devil, at lafl heel cheat 
you. 

Cart Th*adfi: befl confefs all truly, 

Sawy, Yet again ? 

Have I fcarce breath enough to fay my Prayers ? 

And would you force me to fpend that in bawling 1 
Bear witnefs, I repent all former evil ; 

There is no damned Conjurer like the Devil. 

Omn, Away with her, away ! 

Enter Frank to Exemfion^ Officers^ J^uJikey Sir Arthur, 
Warbeck, Somerton. 

O. Thor. Here's the fad obje6l which I yet mud 
meet 

With hope of comfort, if a repentant end 
Make him more happy then mif-fortune would 
Suffer him here to be. 

Frank. Good Sirs, turn from me ; 

You will revive afHi(Sion almofl kill'd 
With my continual forrow. 

O. Thor. 0 Franks Frank I 
Would I had funk in mine own wants, or died 
But one bare minute ere thy fault was a<5led. 

Frank. To look upon your forrows, executes me 
before my Execution. 
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Win, Let me pray you, Sir. 

Frank, Thou much wrong’d woman, I mufl figli 
for thee, 

As he that’s onely loatii to leave the World, 

For that he leaves thee in it unprovided, 

Unfriended ; and for me to beg a pity 
From any man to thee when I am gone, 

Is more then I can hope \ nor to fay truth, 

Have I deferv’d it : but there is a payment 
Belongs to goodnefs from the great Exchequer 
Above ; it v^l not fail thee, Wimifride ; 

Be that thy comfort. 

O. Thor, Let it be thine too. 

Untimely loll young man, 

Frank, He is not loll, 

Who bears his peace within him : had I fpun 
My Web of life out at full length, and dream’d 
Away my many years in lulls, in furfeits, 

Murthers of Reputations, gallant fins 
Commended or approv’d ; then though I had 
Died eafily, as great and rich men do, 

Upon my own Bed, not compell’d by Juftice, 

You might have mourn’d for me indeed; my miferies 
Had been as everlahing, as remedilels : 

But now the Law hath not arraign’d, condemn’d 
With greater rigour my unhappy Fa<^, 

Then I my felf have every little fin 
My memory can reckon from my Child hood : 

A Court hath been kept here, where I am found 
Guilty ; the difference is, my impartial Judge 
Is much more gracious then my Faults 
Are monhroiis to be nam’d; yet they are mom 
flrous. 

O. Thor. Here’s comfort in this penitence. 

Win. It fpeaks 

How truly you are reconcil’d, and quickens 
My dying comfort, that was neer expiring 
With my lall breath : now this Repentance makes 
thee 
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As white as innocence \ and my firfl fm with thee. 
Since which I knew none like it, by my forrow,’ 

Is clearly cancelFd : might our Souls together 
Climb to the height of their eternity, 

And there enjoy what earth denied us, Happinefs : 

Eut fmce I mufl furvive, and be the monument 
Of thy lov'd memory, I will preferve it 
With a Religious care, and pay thy afhes 
A Widows duty, calling that end bell, 

Which though it Hain the name, makes the foul bleft. 
Frank. Give me thy hand, poor woman ; do not 
weep : 

Farewel. Thou doR forgive me ^ 

Win. ^Tis my part 
To ufe that Language. 

Frank. Oh that my Example 
Might teach the World hereafter what a curfe 
Hangs on their heads, who rather chufe to marry 
A goodly Portion, then a Dowr of Vertues 1 
Are you there, Gentlemen ^ there is not one 
Amongfl you whom I have not wrong’d : you moft ; 

I rob’d you of a Daughter ; but fhe is 
In Heaven ; and I mull fuffer for it willingly. 

Cart. I, I, Ihe’s in Heaven, and I am glad to fee 
Thee fo well prepared to follow her : 

I forgive thee with all my heart ; if thou 
Had’R not had ill counfel, thou would’R not have 
Done as thou didll ; the more lhame for them. 

Som. Spare your excufe to me, I do conceive 
What you would fpeak : I would you could as eafily 
Make fatisfadlion to the Law, as to my wrongs. 

I am forry for you. 

Ward. And fo am I, and heartily forgive you. 
Fate. I will pray for you, for her fake, who, I am 
fure, did love you dearly. 

Sir Art. Let us part friendly too : I am alham’d 
of my part in thy wrongs, 

Frank. You are all merciful, and fend me to my 
Grave in peace. Sir Arthur^ Heavens fend you a 
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new heart Laflly to you, Sir ; and though I have 
deferVd not to be call’d your Son, yet give me leave 
upon niy knees, to beg a bleffing. 

O, Thor, Take it : let me wet thy Cheeks with 
the lafl 

Tears my griefs have left me. O Franks Frank, 
Fra7ik I 

Frank, Let me befeech you, Gentlemen, to 
Comfort my old Father ; keep him with yee ; 

Love this diftrefled Widow ; and as often 
As you remember what a gracelefs man 
I was, remember likewife that thefe are 
Both free, both worthy of a better Fate, 

Then fuch a Son or Husband as I have been. 

All help me with your prayers. On, on, ’tis jufl 
That Law fhould purge the guilt of blood and luft. Exit, 
Cart, Go thy ways : I did not think to have Ihed 
one tear for thee, but thou hail made me water my 
plants fpight of my heart. M. Thormy, chear up, 
man ; whilil I can Hand by you, you fhall not want 
help to keep you from falling. We have loft our 
Children both on^s the wrong way, but we cannot 
help it : better or worfe, ’tis now as *tis. 

O, Thor, I thank you, Sir ; you are more kinde 
then I have caufe to hope or look for. 

Cart, Mr, Somerton, is Kate yours or no ? 

Som, We are agreed. 

Kai. And, but my Faith is paii’d, I ihould fear to 
be married, Husbands are fo cruelly unkind : excufe 
me that I am thus troubled. 

Som, Thou fhalt have no caufe. 

Cart. Take comfort Miilris Witmifride, Sir 
Arthur, 

For his abufe to you, and to your Husband, 

Is by the Bench enjoynd to pay you down 
A thoufand Marks. 

Sir Art, Which I will foon difcharge. 

Win. Sir, ’tis too great a fum to be imploy’d upon 
my Fmieral. 
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Cart Come, come, if luck had ferv’d, Sir Arthur j 
and every man had his due, fomebody might have 
totter’d ere this, without paying Fines : like it as you 
lift. Come to me Winnifride^ ftialt be welcome : 
make much of her, Kate^ I charge you: I do not 
think but ftie’s a good Wench, and hath had wrong as 
well as we. So let’s every man home to Edmonton 
with heavy hearts, yet as merry as we can, though not 
as we would. 

fuji. Joym Friends in forrow; make of all the 
heft: 

Harms paft may be lamented, not redreft. Exeunt 




EPILOGUE. 


Win, T Am a Widow and mttjl not fort 
A fecond choice^ withoid a good r^ort; 
Which though feme Widows finde^ and few deferve^ 
Yd I dare mt prefume^ hut will not fwerve 
From modeji hopes. All nolle tongues are free ; 

The gentle may fpeak one hinde word for me, 

THEN. 


FINIS, 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 


Page i. 

The Virgin Marfir, 

Of this tragedy there are four editions in quarto (1622, 1631, 
1651, and i 66 i) ; the lafl of which is infinitely the worft. The 
plot is founded on the tenth and lafl general perfecution of the 
Chriftians, which broke out in the nineteenth year of Dioclefian’s 
reign, with a fury hardly to be expreffed ; the Chriftians being 
everywhere, without diftindlion of fex, age, or condition, dragged 
to execution, and fubjedled to the moft exquifite torments that 
rage, cruelty, and hatred could fuggeft. 

Page 8. 

So well hath jiejkd his 7 naiden /word, 

A curious coincidence of expreffion with Shakefpeare 
(Hen. IV.) ; 

** Come, brother John, full bravely haft thou flelh’d 
Thy maiden fword.” 

Page 9. 

Send your fair daughters, 

Gifford fuggefts that we fhould read fend for your fair 
daughters.” 

Page 13. 

In all gr&wing Empires 
Ed n cruelty is uffull; 

There is an allufion to Virgil in the opening of this 
Speech : — 
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Res dura, et novitas regni me talia cogunt 
Moliri, &c. 

Page 13. 

And rohs him of his vidiory^ as weak Peideus 
Did great ^milius. 

It is laid that Perfeus fent to defire Paulus not to 

exhibit him as a fpedtacle to the Romans, and to fpare him the 
indignity of being led in triumph. .®milms replied coldly : 
** The favour he asks of me is in his own power ; he can pro- 
cure it for himfelf.** 


Page 15. 

Fair Venus fon^ draw forth a leaden dart 
The idea of this double effedl is from Ovid : — 

Films huic Veneris ; Figat tuus omnia, Phoebe, 

Te mens arcus ait : — Pamaffi conftitit arce, 

Eque fagittifera promfit duo tela pharetra 
Biverforum operum : fiigat hoc, facit illud amorem. 

Quod facit, auratum eft, et cufpide fulget acuta ; 

Quod fiigat, obtufum eft, et habet fub arundine plumbum. 

Met lib . L 470. 

Page 18. 

Was almoji dead witk fear. 

The reading of the ftrft quarto is drad^ which may perhaps be 
genuine word. The fable is from the Greek. In a preceding 
line there is an allufion to the proverb, Froeul a fove, fed frocul 
a fulmine. 

Page 20 , 
and wilt not take 
A Gaoernors place upon thee. 

From the Latin : ne fis mihi tutor. 

Page 27. 

Gladft thou in fuch fcorn ? 

Theophilus, who is reprefented as a farious zealot for pagan- 
ifm, is mortified at the indifference with which Macrinus returns 
the happmefs he had wifhed him by his god. Mr. Monck Mafon 
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reads, ** Gaddeji thou in fuch fcom ?” He may be right ; for 
Macrinus is evidently anxious to pafs on : the reading of the 
text, however, is that of all the old copies. 

Page 29, 

This Macrinus 

The time upon which l(we errands run 

Mr, Monck Mafon reads “line” inflead of tifne. The allufion 
is to the rude fire- works of our anceftors. Gifford had altered 
the word to “twine” before he faw Monck Mafoii's emenda- 
tion. 

Ik 

To paih j^our Gods in peeces. 

This word is ufed again in the fourth a(5i. It is now obfolete, 
which is to be regretted, as we have none that can adequately 
fupply its place. Perhaps the lateft inftance of its ufe in a proper 
fenfe is in the following paffage of Dryden : — 

“ Thy cunning engines have with labour railed 
My heavy anger, like a mighty weight, 

To fail m.dLpaJh thee,” 

Page 31. 

And arm, owing Ccc/area. 

Gifford reads “ awing.” 

Page 34. 

Sirra, bandog, 

Wilt thou in pieces tear our yupiter, &c. 

A ha^idog, as the name imports, was a dog fo fierce as to 
require to be chained up. Bandogs are frequently mentioned by 
our old writers (indeed the word occurs three times in this play), 
and always with a reference to their favage nature. If the term 
was appropriated to a fpecies, it probably meant a large dog, of 
the maftiff kind, wHch, though no longer met with here, is ftill 
common in many parts of Germany : it was familiar to Snyders, 
and is found in mofl of his hunting-pieces. 

In this country the bandog was kept to bait bears ; and with 
the decline of bear-baiting, probably, the animal fell into difufe, 
as he was too ferocious for any domeftic purpofe. (See alfo 7 h 
Witch of Edmonton, pp. 405, 421,) 
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Page 49. 

It is the ancientft ^odling; do not fear him. 

So all the old copies : but Monck Mafon, and after him 
Gifford, read patient^ft/' 

Page 55. 

And to hear money to a fort of rogues^ 

i, e. fet, parcel, lot The word occurs fo frequently in this 
fenfe in our old writers that it is unneceffary to give any examples 
of it. 

Ib. 

before that peevijh Lady 

Had to do with you. 

“Peevifh ” is foolijh. Thus, in The Merry Wives oj Whtdfor^ 
Mrs. Quickly fays of her fellow-fervant : His worft fault is that 
he is given to prayer ; he is {ometbiiigpeevifi that way.” Malone 
was miilaken in fuppofmg this to be one of Dame Quickly’s blun- 
ders, and that fhe meant to fay precife. Again, in GoePs Revenge 
againft Adultery*. “Albemare kept a man-fool of fome forty 
years old in his houfe, who indeed was fo naturally peevi/k as not 
Milan, hardly Italy, could match him for fimplicity.** 

Page 61. 

O treafure, &c. 

Monck Mafon, and after him Gifford, read “ To treafure,” and 
remove the note of interrogation at the end of the fecond line. 

Page 62. 

you hitherto 

Have HiU had goodnefs fpar*d wtthin your eyes 
Let not that orb be broken. 

Sparred is fkui up^ enclofed. But the word orb in the lafl line 
fuggefts ‘‘fphered” as the more appropiiate and probably the 
corredt reading. This emendation was fuggefted by Monck 
Mafon and adopted by Gifford. 

Page 65. 

Ang. They are come^ fr, at your call. 

Gifford alfigns this fpeech to Macrinus. 
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Page 69. 

if I were to heat a buck, / canjirike no Mf'de^, 

To buck is to walh clothes by laying them on a fmooth plank 
or ftone, and beating them with a pole flattened at the tides. 

Page 71. 

Cupid once more hath chanfd hlsjkafts with death, 

And kills injlead of giving life. 

This is a beautiful allufion to a little poem among the Elegies 
of Secimdus (lib. ii. Eleg. 6). Cupid and Deatlr unite in the 
defl:ru( 51 ion of a lover, and in endeavouring to recover their 
weapons from the body of the vidlim, commit a mutual miftake, 
each plucking out the fliafts of the other. 

Page 73. 

your fabdd Jffefperian Orchards : 

The Golden fruit k^t by the watchful Dragon, 

Which did require Hercules to get it. 

See Maffinger's Emperor of the Eafi (1632), adl iv. fc. 2 : — 

** Thofe golden apples in the Hefperian orchards 
So ftrongly guarded by the watchful dragon, 

As they required great Hercules to get them,” 

Page 77. 

As a curious Painter 
When he has made fame admirable piece, 

Intlead of admirable, the later quartos have ** honourable,” 
and even Gifford has overlooked the true reading of the firff 
edition in this paffage. 


Page 80. 

Hoe’s at Barli-break, and the lafi couple are n<m in hell. 

To the amufement of barley-break aHufions occur repeatedly in 
our old writers, (See DekkePs Honefi Whore, vol. ii, p. 85,, 
374.) This celebrated pafUme was played by flx people (three 
of each fex) who were coupled by lot. A piece of ground was 
then chofen, and divided into three compartments, of which the 

F F 
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middle one was called hell. It was the objedl of the couple 
condemned to this divifion to catch the others, who advanced 
from the two extiemities ; in which cafe a change of fituation 
took place, and hell was filled by the couple who were excluded 
by preoccupation from the other places. In this catching, how- 
ever, there was fome difficulty, as by the regulations of the 
game, the middle couple w’-ere not to feparate before they had 
fucceeded, while the others might break hands whenever they 
found themfdves hard-preffed. When all had been taken in 
turn, the laid couple was faid to be “ in hell,” and the game 
ended. 


Page 84. 

Ep. This happy match^ &c. 

Gifford affigns this fpeech to Maxirainus. It is, lie fays, evi- 
dent that the King of Epire cannot be the fpeaker. 

Page 113. 

7he Fetid of Happines. 

The name beftowed upon this pageant, as is remarked by 
Malcolm {Londinium Redwimmii vol. ii.), “is a quibble upon 
the name of the mayor, Campbell, reverfed into the French 
words le hell or heaU’champy a beautiful field or country ; to which 
were invited, and hither came. Titan, Flora, Ceres, Pomona, Ver, 
and Eflas, from their blifsfiil fields, to ride through the dirty 
ftreets, and a crowd who knew them not.” From an examina- 
tion of the books of the Ironmongers’ Company, he adds, “ the 
fum paid for thefe pageants, including every expenfe, was 
The fea-lion and eftridge were preferved, and placed in the hall 
^of the company), and thirty-two trumpeters were employed.” 

In Strype’s Stow we are told that Sir James Campbell was 
fon of Sir Thomas Campbell, ironmonger, who was mayor in 
1609, to whom Dekker alludes in the dedication to the pageant 
hei*e reprinted, and who was himfelf ‘‘fon to Robeit Campbell, 
of Fulfam, in Norfolk.” 

A copy of this rare pageant, with two leaves in manufeript in 
the handwriting of Mr. Rhodes, was fold with the reft of his 
library, April, 1825 ; this copy is now in the poffeffion of Mr. 
Payne Collier. A perfedi copy is in the library of the Duke of 
Devon&ire. 
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It lliould be mentioned that two-thirds of the original title- 
page is occupied by a large woodcut of the iromnongers’ arms, 
which have fo encroached upon the ufual fpace, that no imprint 
appears m either of the copies above alluded to. 

Page iiS. 

Sr. John S/iaw. 

Lord Mayor in 1501. 

Page 120. 

t/ze wilde hoare has tujked up Ms vim. 

An allufion to the famous thirty years’ war at this time raging 
on the continent of Europe. It had commenced in 1619, when 
Frederick, the Elector Palatine, who married the daughter of 
James the Firft, accepted the crown of Bohemia. The war was 
confidered as a religious one — a ftruggle between Catholic and 
Proteftant interefts, and was always warmly and favourably 
advocated in this country, many high-fpirited young Englifh- 
men going to fight at their own expenfe in the caufe of the 
Eledlor and his wife, who was known as the ‘‘Queen of hearts,” 
from her engaging manners. 

Dekker’s fimile is obtained from Pfalm Ixxx., verfes 8 and 
13 : the vine is the church, or the true faith ; the wild boar its 
enemies. 

Page 121. 
the French Company. 

According to Lewis Roberts’ Merchants Map of Commerce^ 
1638, this company traded to France with cloths, kerfeys, and 
bays of Englijh manufadbire, and galls, filks, and cottons, from 
Turkey; their imports being buckrams, canvas, cards, glafs, 
grain, linens, fait, claret, and white wines, wood, oils, almonds, 
pepper, with fome filk ftuflfe, and fome other petty manufactures. 
It was an infignificant commercial intercourfe, and the company 
does not appear to have been incorporated. 


Jb. 

this Lyon {yohich is cut out of wood to the life). 

This notice, and that on the fame page of the “ eftridge cut 


F F 2 



436 


out of timber to the life,’* are the only ones I remember to have 
met with of wooden carved figures iifed in the pageants ; but 
Gerard Chriilmas, who was employed in the conflrudlion of this 
year’s pageants, was an adept in that art, and it is very likely 
that thefe figures frequently re-appeared in other years. 

Page 122. 

thunder and lightning. 

Thefe words fhow that fome attention to theatrical effedls was 
occafionally indulged in. 


Page 123. 

fparrc/whils to cloute Pan^s Jkoone. 

The modem way of fpelling the name flill given to thefe nails 
Xd^fparahles, Dekker has here given us the true etymology : 
the name appears to have been derived from their refemblance 
to the fliarp bill of the fparrow. 


Ib. 

a golden handle make for my wi/es fan. 

The ladies’ feather fans at this period frequently had handles 
of the moll coftly kind, as thofe who have vifited the Exhibition 
of Fans at South Kenfington will remember. In the notes to* 
the Merry Wives of Windfor^ in the variorum edition, will be 
found much information on this fubjedt, and fome few engravings 
of coftly fan handles. ' Steevens fays, mention is made in the 
Sydney Papers of a fan prefented to Queen Elizabeth, the 
handle of which was fludd^ with diamonds.” 

Page 124. 

foundt in the lafl line but three, fliould mofl probably be 
hounds 


Page 127. 

Go on in your full glones. 

In the original it is “ Good in your full glories,” but this is 
evidently wrong. 
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Page 128. 

Gerard Ckrifmas, 

In Walpole’s Anecdotes of Painting (Dallaway’s edition), tlie 
bell account of this artift occurs. Speaking of Bernard Janfen, 
who built the greater part of Northumberland Houfe, he fays : — 
‘‘Before the poital of that palace was altered by the prefent 
Earl, there was, in a frieze near the top, in large capitals, C. M., 
an enigma long inexplicable to antiquaries. Vertue found that 
at the period when the houfe was built lived Chrifrnas, an archi- 
te(fr and carver of reputation, who gave the defign of Alderfgate, 
and cut the bas-relief on it of James the Firft on horfebaclc, and 
thence concluded that thofe letters fignified Chrifrnas Addificavit, 
Janfen probably built the houfe, which was of brick, and the 
frontifpiece, which was of Hone, was finifhed by Ohrifmas.** In 
a note is added “It may be prefumed that Gerard Chrifinas 
was as much fculptor as architedl, and, like Nicholas Stone, was 
equally employed in either art The front of Northampton 
Houfe (as it was called when firft built by Henry Howard, Earl 
of Northampton, in 1614), was profufely ornamented with rich 
fcrolls of architedlural carving, and with an open parapet, 
worked out with letters and other devices.” 

Brayley {Londinianay vol. it p. 277) fays : — “ The entrance 
gateway ftiH exhibits the original work of Gerard Chriftmas, 
and is a curious example of his time.” 

He was very frequently employed by the city in the conflruc- 
tion of their yearly pageants, and is always highly complimented 
by the poets who invented them. As he was undoubtedly a man 
of much ability, it is fair to infer that the city were indebted to 
him for great improvements in their fhows, as is more particu- 
larly pointed out by Dekker this year. His fons fucceeded him 
in his office, which he appears to have held until his death with 
all due honour. He died in 1635, as appears from Heywood’s 
pamphlet defcribing the great fhip built at Woolwich. 

Page 133. 

Lodowick Carlell. 

Lodowick Caxlell was himfelf a dramatifl^of no inconfiderable 
merit A lilt of his plays and fome account of his life may be 
found in Langbaine, Gildon, Cibber, and the other dramatic 
biographers. 
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Page 222. 

And all my Pimtoes, Pimtillioes. 

ke, probably “ piintos and puntilios.” Such a miftake was veiy 
eafy in printing from a manufcript. The Hoftefs in The Merry 
Wives of Windfor^ and Mercutio in Romeo and Juliet both ufe 
punto as a term in fencing. 


Ib. 

my fmoahe goes, 

Out at my kitchen chimney, not my nofe. 

So in the Scornful Lady of Beaumont and Fletcher : 

** You keep your chimnies fmoking there, yotir noJirilsT 

Page 224. 

Genoway. 

i,e. Genoefe. 


Page 225, 

By cajiing of thy water* 

This was the phrafe in ufe for finding out diforders by the 
infpedlion of urine : it occurs again in Act 2. See Macbeth : 

“ If thou couldft, Dodor, cafi 
The water of my laud, find her difeafe.” 

And The Puritan, Ad iv. fc. r. “There^s phyficians enough 
there to call his wader P 


Page 230. 

In fuck a fea of troubles. 

In all probability borrowed from Hamlefs famous foliloquy. 
Page 231. 

Commend me to this Angelica. 

The Angelica here alluded to, is the renowned princefs of 
Cathay, whofe beauty is celebrated in the poems of Boiardo and 
Ariollo. She is called by Milton “the faireft of her fex and 
Xhe enamoured Vanni compares Alphonfina to her on this 
jaccount. 
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Page 236. 

I know all^ but ^lay on none ; I am no Barhei\ 

Barbers, in our author’s time, were fuppofed to be imiverfally 
able to play on the lute or cittern. 

Page 242. 

r me ait I'tB cockfcomhe. 

“ Cut i’ the coxcomb,” and ‘‘ cut i’ the back” were common 
phrafes when fpeakmg of one drunk. 

Page 255. 

any man that has a iooke, 

Stigmatically drawne, tike to a furus. 

Le. misfhapen, deformed. In the third part of King Henry VI, 
the Queen calls Richard 

“A foul misfhapen Jiigfnatk^ 

Mark’d by the deftinies to be avoided.” 

And in the Comedy of Errors, Adriana fays : 

** He is deformed, crooked, old, and fere, 

Ill-fac’d, worfe body’d, fhapelefs every where ,* 
Vicious, ungentle, foolifh, blunt, unkind, 

Stigmaiical in making, worfe in mind.” 

Page 267. 

A moath that eats up gownes, doublets and ho/e. 

One that with Bills, leades /mocks and /Juris together 
To linnen clo/e adultery, and upon them 
Strowes lavender, /o Jlrongly, that tJu owners 
Bare never /mdl them after; heis a breaker. 

This affords an explanation of a palTage in Maffinger’s play, 
A New Way to pay Old Debts ; — 

“ Over, I lent you 

A thoufand pounds : put me in good fecurity 
And fuddenly by mortgage, or by ftatute 
Of fome of your new poffefiions, or 111 have you 
Bragg'd in your lavender robes to the gaoL” 

The term denotes that his robes were redeemed from a pawn- 
broker’s. 
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Ib. 

he may he fir’d. 

2>. affiidled with the venereal difeafe, which was then called 
the hreimingi or burning difeafe. 

Pack 275. 

What /ayes my moji moift-handed fweete Lady, 

A moift hand in a woman is fuppofed to indicate a luxurious 
temperament. So in Othello ; 

‘‘This hand is inoijli my lady'; 

This argues fruitfulnefs and liberal heart,” 

And in Antony and Cleopatra : 

“ If an oily palm be not a fruitful prognoflication,” &c. 

Page 277. 

But not with the manner my Lady, 

A thief who is taken with the ftolen goods about his perfon is 
in law, faid to be “ taken with the manner,” and is not bailable : 
Vanni’s intention was evident, but the fadl was not committed. 

Page 279. 

Beile prove a lujik Larrence, 

This would appear to have been a well-known denomination 
on thefe occafions. It is found in The Captain and Tamer Tamed 
of Beaumont and Fletcher, 

Page 285, 

I know your heart is upy tM your knees downe. 

So Shakefpeare in Richard II , ; — 

“ Up, coufin, up ; your heart is up, I know 
Thus high at leaft although your knee be low.” 

Page 289, 

To the Right Honorable Thomas Wriathejhy^ Earle of 
Sotithampton, 

Thomas, fourth Earl of Soutliampton, fucceeded his father 
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Henry, third earl, the friend and patron of Shakefpeare, in 1624, 
and died in 1667, He was eminent for his rare virtues ; more 
eminent for thofe of his daughter, the admirable Lady Rachel 
RulTell. If more be wanting to his fame, it may be added that 
he enjoyed the friendfhip and merited the praife of the Earl of 
Clarendon. 


Page 29a 
TheopkUus Bird. 

little more is known of Bird than what is told by the author 
of the m/loria Hidrionka, that ‘^he was one of the eminent 
adlors at the Cockpit before the wars.” He probably played in 
The Lad^s Trial by Ford, to which, as alfo to Dekker and Ford^s 
Wkeh of Edmonton^ he wrote a Prologue ; and he is known to 
have taken a part in feveral of Beaumont and Fletcher’s pieces. 
In 1647, w'’heh the fuccefs of the Puritans had enabled them to 
clofe the theatres and confign the great adtors of that period to 
hopelefs poverty, he joined with Lowin, Taylor, and others, in 
bringing out a folio edition of Beaumont and Fletcher. 

Ih. 

Andrew Penneycukhe. 

Andrew Penneycuicke was alfo an a«£lorof fome celebrity. He 
is entitled to our gratitude for having refcued not only this, and 
perhaps the following drama, but alfo Maffinger’s admirable 
comedy of The City Madam horn what he calls *‘the teeth of 
time.*’ 


Page 299. 

Thotigh I die in totters. 

i.e. faUers. So the word was ufually written by our old dra- 
matics. 


Page 30a 

Farewell 1538 , 1 might have fold five thmfand. 

See Nates and Queries (3rd S. xi., June 15, 1867, p. 47S). 
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Page 301. 

The influence of thy powerfuU dreams. 

Gifford confidered this an evident mifprint for ** beams,” 
wliicb word, he, and Mr. Dyce after him, have fubftituted in the 
text. 


Page 301. 

To grant what ere thou faift for, 

Gifford and Dyce read fueft.” 

Page 302. 

We mtifl defend and leav a while our Iphere, See. 

“The ‘fphere,’ fays Gifford, “in which the Mord of light ’ 
appeared, was probably a creaking thro7te which overlooked 
the curtain at the back of tire ftage ; from this he deicended 
to the raifed platform. Befides his robe, flammas imitante 
fyropo^ his folar majefly was diftinguifhed by a tiara, or rayed 
coronet ; but this is no fubjedl for light merriment. Whatever 
his fkape might be, his addrefs to the audience of the Cockpit 
is graceful, elegant, and poetical. I believe it to be the com- 
position of Dekker.” 

Page 304. 

What bird fo fings^yet fo does wail, &e 

This is a variation of the beautiful fong of Trico in Lyl/s Alex-- 
ander and Campafpe, which runs as follows : — 

“ What bird fo frags, yet fo does wail? 

O, ^tis the ravifb'd nightingale. 

* TO Teren,^ flie cries, 

Andjfbill her woes at midnight rife. 

Brave prick-fong ! who is’^t now we hear ? 

None but the lark, fo Ihrill and clear ; 

How at heaven's gates Ihe claps her wings. 

The mom not waking till Ihe fings. 

Hark, hark, with what a pretty throat 

Poor Robin Redbreaft tunes his note ; 

Hark how the jolly cuckoos frag 

* Cuckoo r to welcome in the fpnng,’* 
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Page 307. 

For Jkooting glames at her, 

Mr. Byce reads “glances,” which is in all probability 
corredl. 


Ib. 

Fol. What bird ? 

Sol. a RtngdayL 

So in the quarto ; but doubtlefs Humour alks the queftion and 
Folly makes the reply. 


Page 308. 
a Spanifli pike. 

i.€i a needle. Our heft fword-blades, fciffors, needles^ &:c., 
were in the poet^s days imported from Spain. Thus Greene : 
“He [the tailor] had no other weapon but a plain Spanifli 
needle,’ 


Jb, 


Whafs hee that looks fo fmickly ? 


i.e., fo finkally^ fo effeminately. Ford has the word in Fame's 
Metnorial: 


“he forfook 

The fmicker ufe of court humanity.” 


Page 310- 
not a Lark that calls 

The morning uy^JhaXl build on any turf^ &c, 

“ I attribute,” fays Gifford, “ without any fcraple, all thefe 
incidental gKmpfes of rural nature to Dekker. Ford, rarely, if 
ever, indulges in them. The lark is juftly a great faYOurite with 
our old poets.” 


Page 31 i. 

take this and travel^ tell the world, 
Gifford and Dyce read, “travel through the world,” 



Page 312, 

And in the midle Orpheus Jhall fit and weep, 

Qy ? midft. The previous Speech of Humour is hopelefUy 
corrupt 


Page 317. 

If ever for the Spring you do hut figh, 

I take my hells, 

i.e, fiy away, — art allufion to falconry. Before the hawk was 
thrown off the fift, a light ftrap of leather, gamifhed with bells, 
was buckled round her leg, by which the courfe of her erratic 
flight was difcovered. 


Ib. 

Will you he merry than^ andj^wfaxid, 

Gifford reads ** jocund and fuggefts joyfome as an 

alternative reading nearer the found of the word in the old text. 

Page 318. 

/ fweat like a pampedd jade of Afia^ and drop like a Cohnut 
out of Africa — 

This bombaft is from Marlowe, and has run the gauntlet 
through every dramaticwriter from Shakefpeare to Dekker, The 
cobnut of Africa is lefs familiar to us ; literally it means a large 
nut ; but we know of no fruit with that fpedfic name. 

Page 321. 

Hu. He is vedd to fee 

That proud ftar fidne nearyoUt at whofe rifing, &c. 

Gifford affigns this Speech to Delight. The quantity of the 
fecond line may be fet right by the infertion of ‘*fo” after the 
verb. 

Page 323. 

he fiole from them fuck fiore 
0/light, fhe fitorn more bright then ire before, 

Gifford reads “ of l^hts^ he fhone the miftake, he conflders, 
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was occafioned by transferring the s from the preceding word to 
that which immediately follows it. 

Page 326. 

Wif/i what an earnejlnefs he complies 
Mr. Byce reads ** compliments.” 

Page 328. 

Thefe are the Peans which we fmg to himf 
And ye wear no haiesy See, 

Weber reads ^‘And^et we wear no bays.” I think,” says- 
Gifford, this belongs to Raybright, who, on hearing Autumn 
exprefs his devotion to the Sun, obferves that he does not wear 
the inhgnia of that deity, ‘ And yet ye wear,^ &c. ; to which the 
other replies with a boail of his attachment to Bacchus, * our 
cups are only/ &c. I have, however, made no change in the 
former arrangement of the text” Nor did Mr. Dyce deem it 
advifable to do fo. 


Ih. 

Whofe tivery, all our people hereabout 

Are call'd in. 

There is very little doubt we fliould read ‘^clad” here inllead 
of calTd. 

Page 333. 

While we e^ijoy th£ bUffings of our fate: 

“Here,” fays Gifford, “the fourth a6l probably ended in 
the firft iketch of this drama, as what follows feems merely pre- 
paratory to the introdu<5lion of Raybright in a charadler which 
could not have originally been in the writer's contemplation. 
James I. died not many months after the firft appearance of The 
Sun^s Darling; and I can think of no more probable caufe for 
the infertion of this purputeus pannm than a defire in the mana- 
gers to gratify the common feeling, by paying fome extraordinaiy 
compliment to the youthful monarch, his fucceffor. On the fcore 
of poetry, the fpeeches of Winter are entitled to praife ; but 
they grievoufly offend on the fide of propriety, and bear no rek- 
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lion whatever to the previous language and condudl of Ray- 
bright, But the readers of our ancient drama muft be prepared 
for inconfifhencies of this kind, and be as indulgent to them as 
poffible, in confideration of the many excellencies by which they 
are alniofl invariably redeemed.” 

Page 334. 

fuch murmurings does your gall bring forth, 

Gifford, following Weber, reads *‘fullen murmurings,” and 
adds What the genuine word was, it is not eafy to fay ; the 
former edition reads ^fullm^^ to which I have no other objedlion 
than that the disfatiffedHon of the clowns is loud and violent. 
With a different pointing, the old text might Hand.” 

Page 337. 

and Turtle-footed Peace 
Dance like a Pairie through his 7'ealms, 

This, as well as feveral other expreffions in this elegant 
** augury” is taken from the beautiful addrefs to Elizabeth, in 
Jonsoif s Epilogue to Every Man out of his Humour \ 

“ The throat of War be flopp’d within her land, 

And turtle-footed Peace dance fairy-rings 
About her court,*’ &c. 

Ib, 

To feel the ice fal from my crifled skin ; 

“This word,” fays Gifford, “is familiar to me, though I can 
give no example of it. In Devonfliire, where Ford mull liave 
often heard it, it means that roughening, fhrivelling effedl of 
fevere cold upon the skin known in other counties by the name 
of goofe-fiefhP 


Page 338. 

The rare matched twins at once, pittie and pleajure* 

Between this line and that which follows in the text fomethmg 
is evidently loll. 
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Page 341. 

his father me thinks /houM he one of the Dunce-table. 

An inferior table provided in fome inns of court, it is faid, for 
tlie poorer or duller {Indents. — Gifford. Probably alfo a play 
on Ibe word DunftaUe ipide mfrh, p. 448), 

Page 345. 

The Witch of Edmonton: a known true Story Compofed into a 
Tragi- Comedy By divers wdUeJieemed Poets ; Willtam 
Rcywley^ Thomas Dekker, folm Ford, &^c. 

This tragi-comedy, though not publifhed till 1658, appears to 
have been brought on the ftage in 1623, Iliere is a rude wooden 
cut on the original title, with a portrait of the witch, Mother 
Sawyer, — ^her familiar, a black dog — and Cuddy Banks, the 
clown of the piece, in the water. That no doubts might arife of 
the likenelTes, the portraits are refpedlively authenticated by their 
proper names. 

In the title-page of this drama the name of Dekker is placed 
between thofe of his coadjutors, Rowley and Ford. It feems to 
have been a trick of the trade, in their diilrefs, to accumulate a 
number of names in the title-page, to catch as many readers as 
poffible ; and Rowley’s was defervedly a very marketable name. 
Not content with the trio, they add an With thefe we 

need not meddle, and we may venture to difmifs Rowley with 
the allowance of an occafional paffage, fince the drama feems 
fairly to divide itfelf between the other two, whofe ilyle is well 
underftood, and here ftrongly marked. 

Page 347. 

W. Mago I . ^ . 

m JIamtuci Country-men, 

W. Mago and W. Hamluc (or Hamlec) were probably the 
names of two inferior adlors. 

Page 353. 

Franks J will be a friend^ and fuck a friend. 

In the original quarto, the firft a is wanting. Gifford and 
Dyce infert ^‘thy” in brackets. 
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Page 354. 

But what is llml to quit, 

Gifford and Dyce read But wliat is tliere to quit.’* 

Page 355. 

Mad not my Laundrefs 

Given way to your immoderate wajle of Vertue, 

For laundrefs Mr, Byce fuggefls we fhould read lewdnefs 
as in the fifth adl (p. 422) Winnifrede fpeahs of her “luft.** 
“The ‘laundrefs’ and the * immoderate wafte of virtue' of Sir 
Arthur,” fays Gifford, “are either fragments of loft lines, or 
ridiculbus corruptions of the oiiginal.” Laundreffes may have 
fometimes had their office to perform in fuch cafes, but the 
“ wafte” they had to deal with was of a different defcription. 
It is curious that the word is ufed corredlly in a later pafiage of 
the fame play (page 406); “any Temple Bar Laundrefs^ that 
waihes and wrings Lawyers.** 

Page 356. 

There freeze in your old Cloyfter* 

Gilford would read “cold,” 

Page 364. 

lam fhin Dunftable. 
u e. blunt and honeft. 


Page 365. 

In vain he flees^ whofe de/Uny pirfues him, 

“Thus far,” fays Gifford, “the hand of Ford is vifible in 
every line. Of the a<ft which follows, much may be fet down 
without hefitation to the credit of Bekker.” 


Ib, 

Forefpeaks their Cattle, 

A very common term foxhewiteh. Thus Burton i — “ They are 
furely forfpohen^ or bewitched.” — Anatomy of Melancholy, And 
Jonfon, in the Stable of News : — “ Pray God fome on us be not 
a witch, goffip, to forfpealc the matter thus.” 
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Page 367- 

Crooked Lane 

lecl ffom Eaftcheap to Fifli-ftreet-hill, oppofite the Monument 

Page 374. 

rU go neer to make at Eaglet edfe, 

Gifford and Dyce read “ to make a taglet’’ 

Page 375. 

Shill keep a Jurer compajs. 

The metaphor is ftill from aircheiy. Arrows Ihot compafs- 
wife — that is, with a certain elevation — were generally confidered 
as going more fteadily to the mark. 

Page 377. 

— Tn thy chajk hreli» 

The break in the line probably indicates that the compofitor 
could not make out the word in the manufcript ** The florid 
and overftrained nature of Frank^s language,** fays Gifford, 
** which is evidently afliimed, to diiguife his real feelings, is well 
contrafted with the pure and aifedHonate fimplidty of Sufan. If 
this part of the adt be given to Dekker (as I believe it mull be), 
it lefledls great credit on his tafle and judgment ; for rarely ihall 
we find a fcene more tenderly and skilMly wrought.’* 

Page 383. 

if ever we he married, it Jhall he at Barking-Church. 

Barking Church stood at the bottom of Seething-lane. It was 
deilroyed in the great fire of 1666. 

Page 387. 

Some door I think it was, 

z, A dor, a cockchafer or beetle* 

Page 391. 

Lll not turn from it, if ym be earft, Sit. 

Gf.— ‘'eamefl?” 

^ G G 



Page 404. 

Oh my Ribs are made of a paynd Hofe, mid they break 

Parted hofe were compofed of stripes (panels) of different 
coloured cloth or fluff, Occafionally intermixed with ftrips of filk 
or velvet Pitched together, and therefore liable to breaks or be 
feam-rent, 


Ik 

You fee your work Mother Bumby. 

* 

Farmer Banks is very familiar with the names of our old 
plays. Mother Bombie is the title of one of Lyly’s comedies, of 
%vhich the is the heroine ; as is Gammer Gurton (as he calls the 
witch below) of the farcical drama which takes its name from 
her and her need,le. 


Page 405, 

this is no Paris-Garden Bandog neither, 

A fierce kind of mailiff kept to bait bears. Paris’^garden^ 
where thefe brutal fports were regularly exhibited, was fituated 
on the Bankfide in Southwark, clofe to the Globe Theatre, fa 
that there was a deledlable communion of amufements. Ben 
Jonfon adverts to this with great bitternefs. The garden is faid 
to have had its name from one De Paris, who built a houfe there 
in the reign of Richard II. 


Page 406. 

neither is this the black Dog of Newgate. 

There is a tradl, in profe and verfe, ‘attributed to Luke Hatton, 
entitled The Black Dog of Newgate; and we learn from lien- 
flowe’s Diary that there was a play by Plathway, Day, Smith, 
^c., with the fame title. 


Page 415. 
fo that my bulch 
Jhew but his fwarth cheek to me* 

Literally, a calf ; fometimes ufed, as here, for an expreffion of 
kindnefs ; but generally indicative of familiarity and contempt. 
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Page 420. 

Serve fome Briarean Footclotli:/?;?^<fn 

Footcloths were tlie ornamental lioufmgs or trappings flung 
over the pads of ftate-horfes. On thefe great lawyers then 
jode to Weftminfter-hall, and, as our authors intimate, the great 
courtiers to St. James’s. The allufion to “the Dragons Tayl,*? 
in the feventh line of the fpeech, is to Revelation, xii. 4. 
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